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PREFACE. 


MAKE  so  bold  as  to  believe  that  the  faculty  (or  the  habit)  of  correctly  observing 
the  characters  of  men  is  a  rare  one.     I  have  not  even  found,  within  ray  experience, 
that  the  faculty  (or  the  habit)  of  correctly  observing  so  much  as  the  faces  of  men 
is  a  general  one  by  any  means.     The  two  commonest  mistakes  in  judgment   that 
I  suppose  to  arise  from  the  former  default  are,  the  cpnfounding  of  shyness  with  arro- 
gance^a  very  common   mistake   indeed — and  the  not  understanding  that  an  obstinate 
nature  exists  in  a  perpetual  struggle  with  itself. 

Mr.  Dorabey  undergoes  no  violent  change,  either  in  this  book,  or  in  real  life.  A  sense  of 
his  injustice  is  within  him  all  along.  The  more  he  represses  it,  the  more  unjust  he  necessarily 
is.  Internal  shame  and  external  circumstances  may  bring  the  contest  to  a  close  in  a  week, 
or  a  day;  but  it  has  been  a  contest  for  years,  and  is  only  fought  out  after  a  long  balance  of 
victory. 

I  began  this  book  by  the  Lake  of  Geneva,  and  went  on  with  it  for  some  months  in 
France,  before  pursuing  it  in  England.  The  association  between  the  writing  and  the  place  of 
writing  is  so  curiously  strong  in  my  mind,  that  at  this  day,  although  I  know,  in  my  fancy, 
every  stair  in  the  little  Midshipman's  house,  and  could  swear  to  every  pew  in  the  church  in  which 
Florence  was  married,  or  to  every  young  gentleman's  bedstead  in  Doctor  Blimber's  establishment, 
I  yet  confusedly  imagine  Captain  Cuttle  as  secluding  himself  from  Mrs.  MacStinger  among  the 
mountains  of  Switzerland.  Similarly,  when  I  am  reminded  by  any  chance  of  what  it  was  that 
the  waves  were  always  saying,  my  remembrance  wanders  for  a  whole  winter  night  about  the 
streets  of  Paris — as  I  restles.sly  did,  with  a  hca\'y  heart,  on  the  night  when  I  had  written  the  chapter 
in  which  my  little  friend  and  I  parted  company. 
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DOMBEY    AND    SON. 


CHAPTER  I. 


DOMBKV      ANU      SON. 


OMBEY  sat  in,  the  corner  of  the 
darkened  room  in  the  great  arm- 
chair by  the  bedside,  and  Son  lay 
tucked  up  warm  in  a  little  basket 
By.'.i-.v  bedstead,  carefully  disposed  on  a 
^?  low  settee  inmiediately  in  front  of  the 
lire,  and  close  to  it,  as  if  his  constitution 
were  analogous  to  that  of  a  niuftin,  and 
it  was  essential  to  toast  him  brown  while  he  was 
very  new. 

Dombey  was  about  eight-and-forty  years  of 
age.  Son  about  eight-and-forty  minutes.  Dom- 
bey  was  rather  bald,  rather  red,  and  though  a 
handsome,  well-made  man,  too  stern  and  pomp- 

DOMBEY  AND   SON,    I. 


ous  in  appearance  to  be  prepossessing.  Son 
was  very  bald,  and  very  red,  and  though  (of 
course)  an  undeniably  fine  infont,  somewhat 
crushed  and  s])otted  in  his  general  effect  as  yet. 
On  the  brow  of  Dombcy,  Time  and  his  brother 
Care  had  set  some  marks,  as  on  a  tree  that  was 
to  come  down  in  good  time — remorseless  twins 
they  are  for  striding  through  their  human  forests, 
notching  as  they  go — while  the  countenance  of 
Son  was  crossed  and  rccrossed  with  a  thousand 
little  creases,  which  the  same  deceitful  Time 
woilld  take  delight  in  smoothing  out  and  wear- 
ing away  with  the  tlat  jiart  of  his  scythe,  as  a  ])re- 
paration  of  the  surface  for  his  deeper  operations. 
Dombey,  exulting  in  the  longlooked-for  event, 
jingled  and  jingled  the  heavy  gold  watch-chain 
lliat  depended  from  below  his  trim  blue  coat, 
wiiereof  the  buttons  sparkled  phosphorescently 
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in  the  feeble  rays  of  the  distant  fire.  Son,  with 
liis  Httie  fists  curled  up  and  clenched,  seemed, 
in  his  feeble  way,  to  be  squaring  at  existence  for 
having  come  upon  him  so  unexpectedly. 

"The  House  will  once  again,  Mrs.  J)ombey," 
said  Mr.  Bombay,  "  be  not  only  in  name,  but 
in  fact,  Dombey  and  Son ;  Dom-bey  and  Son  ! " 

The  words  had  such  a  softening  influence, 
that  he  appended  a  term  of  endearment  to  Mrs. 
Dombey's  name  (though  not  without  some  hesi- 
tation, as  being  a  man  but  little  used  to  that 
form  of  address) :  and  said,  "  Mrs.  Dombey,  my 
— my  dear." 

A  transient  flush  of  fiiint  surprise  overspread 
the  sick  lady's  face  as  she  raised  her  eyes  to- 
wards him. 

"  He  will  be  christened  Paul,  my — Mrs.  Dom- 
bey— of  course." 

She  feebly  echoed,  "  Of  course,"  or   rather 
expressed  it  by  the  motion  of  her  lips,  and  closed  ■  ■ 
her  eyes  again. 

"  His  father's  name,  Mrs.  Dombey,  and  his 
grandfather's  !  I  wish  his  grandfather  were  alive 
this  day  !"  And  again  he  said  "  Dom-bey  and 
Son,"  in  exactly  the  same  tone  as  before. 

Those  three  words  conveyed  the  one  idea  of 
Mr.  Dombey's  life.  The  earth  was  made  for 
Dombey  and  Son  to  trade  in,  and  the  sun  and 
moon  were  made  to  give  them  light.  Rivers 
and  seas  were  formed  to  float  their  ships ;  rain- 
bows ga\"e  them  promise  of  fair  weather  ;  winds 
blew  lor  or  against  their  enterprises  ;  stars  and 
planets  circled  in  their  orbits,  to  preserve  invio- 
late a  system  of  which  they  were  the  centre. 
Common  abbreviations  took  new  meanings  in 
his  eyes,  and  had  sole  reference  to  them.  A.D. 
had  no  concern  with  anno  Domini,  but  stood 
for  anno  Dombei — and  Son. 

He  had  risen,  as  his  father  had  before  him,  in 
the  course  of  life  and  death,  fronr  Son  to  Dom- 
bey, and  for  nearly  twenty  years  had  been  the 
sole  representative  of  the  firm.  Of  those  years 
he  had  been  married  ten — married,  as  some 
said,  to  a  lady  with  no  heart  to  gi\-e  him  ;  whose 
happiness  was  in  the  past,  and  who  was  content 
to  bind  her  broken  spirit  to  the  dutiful  and 
meek  endurance  of  the  present.  Such  idle  talk 
was  litUe  likely  to  reach  the  ears  of  Mr.  Dom- 
bey, whom  it  nearly  concerned;  and  probably 
no  one  in  the  world  would  have  received  it  with 
such  utter  incredulity  as  he,  if  it  had  reached 
him.  Dombey  and  Son  had  often  dealt  in  hides, 
but  never  in  hearts.  They  left  that  fancy  ware 
to  boys  and  girls,  and  boarding-schools  and 
books.  !Mr.  Dombey  would  have  reasoned : 
That  a  matrimonial  alliance  with  himself  must, 
in  the  nature  of  things,  be  gratifying  and  honour- 


able to  an)'  worr.an  of  common  sense.  That  the 
hope  of  giving  birth  to  a  new  partner  in  such  a 
house  could  not  fail  to  awaken  a  glorious  and 
stirring  ambition  in  the  breast  of  the  least  am- 
bitious of  her  sex.  That  Mrs.  Dombey  had 
entered  on  that  social  contract  of  matrimony  : 
almost  necessarily  part  of  a  genteel  and  wealth)- 
station,  even  without  reference  to  the  perpetua- 
tion of  family  firms  :  with  her  eyes  fully  open  to 
these  advantages.  That  Mrs.  Dombey  had  had 
daily  practical  knowledge  of  his  position  in 
society.  That  Mrs.  Dombey  had  always  sat  at 
the  head  of  his  table,  and  done  the  honours  of 
his  house  in  a  remarkably  ladylike  and  becoming 
manner.  That  Mrs.  Dombey  must  have  been 
happy.     That  she  couldn't  help  it. 

Or,  at  all  events,  with  one  drawback.  Yes. 
That  he  would  have  allowed.  With  only  one  ; 
but  that  one  certainly  involving  much.  They 
had  been  married  ten  years,  and,  until  this  pre- 
sent day  on  which  Mr.  Dombey  sat  jingling  and 
jingling  his  heavy  gold  watch-chain  in  the  great 
arm-chair  by  the  side  of  the  bed,  had  had  no 
issue. 

— To  speak  of ;  none  worth  mentioning. 
There  had  been  a  girl  some  six  years  before, 
and  the  child,  who  had  stolen  into  the  chamber 
unobserved,  was  now  crouching  timidly  in  a 
corner  whence  she  could  see  her  mother's  face. 
But  what  was  a  girl  to  Dombey  and  Son  ?  In 
the  capital  of  the  House's  name  and  dignity, 
such  a  child  was  merely  a  piece  of  base  coin 
that  couldn't  be  invested — a  bad  boy — nothing 
more. 

Mr.  Dombey's  cup  of  satisfaction  was  so  full 
at  this  moment,  however,  that  he  felt  he  could 
afford  a  drop  or  two  of  its  contents,  even  to 
sprinkle  on  the  dust  in  the  by-path  of  his  little 
daughter. 

So  he  said,  "  Florence,  you  may  go  and  look 
at  your  pretty  brother,  if  you  like,  I  dare  say. 
Don't  touch  him  !  " 

The  child  glanced  keenly  at  the  blue  coat  and 
stiff  white  cravat,  which,  with  a  pair  of  creaking 
boots  and  a  very  loud-ticking  watch,  embodied 
her  idea  of  a  father  ;  but  her  eyes  returned  to 
her  mother's  face  immediately,  and  she  neither 
moved  nor  answered. 

Next  moment,  the  lady  had  opened  her  eyes 
and  seen  the  child ;  and  the  child  had  run  to- 
wards her  ;  and,  standing  on  tiptoe,  the  better 
to  hide  her  face  in  her  embrace,  had  clung  about 
her  with  a  desperate  affection  very  much  at 
variance  with  her  yfears. 

"  Oh,  Lord  bless  me  ! "  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
rising  testily.  "  A  very  ill-advised  and  feverish 
proceeding  this,  I  am  sure.     I  had  better  ask 
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Doctor  Peps  if  he'll  have  the  goodness  to  step 
up-stairs  again,  perhaps.  I'll  go  down.  I'll  go 
down.  I  needn't  beg  you,"  he  added,  pausing 
for  a  moment  at  the  settee  before  the  fire,  "  to 
take  particular  care  of  this  young  gentleman, 
Mrs. ■■' 

"  Blockitt,  sir?"  suggested  the  nurse,  a  sim- 
pering piece  of  faded  gentility,  who  did  not  pre- 
sume to  state  her  name  as  a  fact,  but  merely 
offered  it  as  a  mild  suggestion. 

"  Of  this  young  gentleman,  Mrs.  Blockitt." 

"  No,  sir,  indeed.  I  remember  when  Miss 
Florence  was  born " 

"  Ay,  ay,  ay,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  bending 
over  the  basket  bedstead,  and  slightly  bending 
his  brows  at  the  same  time.  "  Miss  Florence 
was  all  very  well,  but  this  is  another  matter. 
This  young  gentleman  has  to  accomplish  a 
destiny.  A  destiny,  little  fellow  ! "  As  he 
thus  apostrophized  the  infant,  he  raised  one  of 
liis  hantls  to  his  lips,  and  kissed  it;  then,  seem- 
ing to  fear  that  the  action  involved  some  com- 
promise of  his  dignity,  went,  awkwardly  enough, 
away. 

Doctor  Parker  Peps,  one  of  the  court  physi- 
cians, and  a  man  of  immense  reputation  for 
assisting  at  the  increase  of  great  families,  was 
walking  up  and  down  the  drawing-room  with  his 
hands  behind  him,  to  the  unspeakable  admira- 
tion of  the  family  surgeon,  who  had  regularly 
pufted  the  case  for  the  last  six  weeks,  among  ail 
his  patients,  friends,  and  acquaintances,  as  one 
to  which  he  was  in  hourly  expectation  day  and 
night  of  being  summoned,  in  conjunction  with 
Doctor  Parker  Peps. 

"Well,  sir,"  said  Doctor  Parker  Peps  in  a 
round,  deep,  sonorous  voice,  muffled  for  the 
occasion,  like  the  knocker;  "do  you  find  that 
your  dear  lady  is  at  all  roused  by  your  visit  ?  " 

"  Stimulated  as  it  were,"  said  the  family  prac- 
titioner faintly :  bowing  at  the  same  time  to 
the  Doctor,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  Excuse  my 
])utting  in  a  word,  but  this  is  a  valuable  con- 
nection." 

Mr.  Dombey  was  quite  discomfited  by  the 
question.  He  had  thought  so  little  of  the 
patient,  that  he  was  not  in  a  condition  to 
answer  it.  He  said  that  it  would  be  a  satisfac- 
tion to  him  if  Doctor  Parker  Peps  would  walk 
u[)-stairs  again. 

■'  Good  !  We  must  not  disguise  from  you, 
.sir,"  said  Doctor  Parker  Peps,  "that  there  is  a 
want  of  power  in  her  Grace  the  Duchess — I 
beg  your  pardon ;  I  confound  names  ;  I  should 
say,  ia  your  amiable  lady.  That  there  is  a  cer- 
tain degree  of  languor,  and  a  general  absence  of 
elasticity,  which  we  would  rather — not " 


"  See,"  interposed  the  family  practitioner,  with 
another  inclination  of  the  head. 

"Quite  so,"  said  Doctor  Parker  Peps,  "which 
we  would  rather  not  see.  It  would  appear  that 
the  system  of  Lady  Cankaby — excuse  me  :  I 
should  say  of  Mrs.  Dombey ;  I  confuse  the 
names  of  cases " 

"  So  very  numerous,"  murmured  the  family 
practitioner — "can't  be  expected  I'm  sure — 
quite  wonderful  if  otherwise — Doctor  Parker 
Peps's  West-end  practice " 

"Thank  you,"  said  the  Doctor,  "([uite  so.  It 
would  ajipear,  I  was  observing,  that  the  system 
of  our  patient  has  sustained  a  shock  from  which 
it  can  only  hope  to  rally  by  a  great  and 
strong " 

"  And  vigorous,"  murmured  the  family  prac- 
titioner. 

"  Quite  so,"  assented  the  Doctor — "  and 
vigorous  effort.  Mr.  Pilkins  here,  who,  from 
his  position  of  medical  adviser  in  this  family — 
no  one  better  qualified  to  fill  that  position,  I  am 
sure " 

"  Oh  ! "  murmured  the  family  practitioner. 
"  '  Praise  from  Sir  Hubert  Stanley.' " 

"You  are  good  enough,'  returned  Doctor 
Parker  Peps,  "  to  say  so.  Mr.  Pilkins,  who, 
from  his  position,  is  best  acquainted  with  the 
patient's  constitution  in  its  normal  state  (an  ac- 
([uaintance  very  valuable  to  us  in  forming  our 
opinions  on  these  occasions),  is  of  opinion  with 
me,  that  Nature  must  be  called  upon  to  make  a 
vigorous  eflbrt  in  this  instance  ;  and  that  if  our 
interesting  friend  the  Countess  of  Dombey — I 
beg  your  pardon  !  Mrs.  Dombey — should  not 
be " 

"  Able,"  said  the  family  practitioner. 

"  To  make  that  effort  successfully,"  said 
Doctor  Parker  Peps,  "  then  a  crisis  might  arise 
which  we  should  both  sincerely  deplore." 

With  that,  they  stood  for  a  few  seconds  look- 
ing at  the  ground.  Then,  on  the  motion — 
made  in  dumb-show — of  Doctor  Parker  Peps, 
they  went  up-stairs ;  the  family  practitioner 
opening  the  room-door  for  that  distinguished 
professional,  and  following  him  out  with  most 
obsequious  ])oliteness. 

To  record  of  Mr.  Dombey  that  he  was  not  in 
his  way  aft'ectcd  by  this  intelligence  would  be  to 
do  him  an  injustice.  He  was  not  a  man  of 
whom  it  could  properly  be  said  that  he  was  ever 
startled  or  shocketl ;  but  he  certainly  had  a 
sense  w'ithin  him,  that  if  his  wife  should  sicken 
and  decay,  he  would  be  very  sorry,  and  that  he 
would  find  a  something  gone  from  among  his 
plate  and  furniture,  and  other  household  ])ossc,s- 
sions,  which  was  well  worth   the   having,  and 
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could  not  be  lost  without  sincere  regret.  Though 
it  would  be  a  cool,  business-like,  gentlemanly, 
self-possessed  regret,  no  doubt. 

His  meditations  on  the  subject  were  soon 
interrupted,  first  by  the  rustling  of  garments  on 
the  staircase,  and  then  by  the  sudden  whisking 
into  the  room  of  a  lady  rather  past  the  middle 
age  than  otherwise,  but  dressed  in  a  very  juvenile 
manner,  particularly  as  to  the  tightness  of  her 
bodice,  who,  running  up  to  him  with  a  kind  of 
screw  in  her  face  and  carriage,  expressive  of 
suppressed  emotion,  flung  her  arms  round  his 
neck,  and  said  in  a  choking  voice, 

"  My  dear  Paul  !     He's  quite  a  Dombey  ! " 

"  ^Vell,  well  !  "  returned  her  brother — for 
Mr.  Dombey  was  her  brother — "  I  think  he 
is  like  the  family.  Don't  agitate  yourself, 
Louisa." 

"It's  very  foolish  of  me,"  said  Louisa,  sitting 
down,  and  taking  out  her  pocket-handkerchief, 
'•  but  he's — he's  such  a  perfect  Dombey  !  / 
never  saw  anything  like  it  in  my  life !  " 

"  But  what  is  this  about  Fanny  herself  ? " 
said  Mr.  Dombey.     "  How  is  Fanny  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Paul,"  returned  Louisa,  "  it's 
nothing  whatever.  Take  my  word,  it's  nothing 
Avhatever.  There  is  exhaustion,  certainly,  but 
nothing  like  what  I  underwent  myself,  either 
with  George  or  Frederick.  An  effort  is  neces- 
sary. That's  all.  If  dear  Fanny  were  a  Dom- 
bey ! — But  I  dare  say  she'll  make  it ;  I  have  no 
doubt  she'll  make  it.  Knowing  it  to  be  re- 
quired of  her  as  a  duty,  of  course  she'll  make  it. 
My  dear  Paul,  it's  very  weak  and  silly  of  me,  I 
know,  to  be  so  trembly  and  shaky  from  head  to 
foot ;  but  I  am  so  very  queer  that  I  must  ask 
you  for  a  glass  of  wine  and  a  morsel  of  that 
cake.  I  thought  I  should  have  fallen  out  of  the 
staircase  window  as  I  came  down  froni  seeing 
dear  Fanny,  and  that  tiddy  ickle  sing."  These 
last  words  originated  in  a  sudden  vivid  reminis- 
cence of  the  baby. 

They  were  succeeded  by  a  gentle  tap  at  the 
door. 

"  Mrs.  Chick,"  said  a  very  bland  female  voice 
outside,  "  how  are  you  now,  my  dear  friend  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Paul,"  said  Louisa  in  a  low  voice 
as  she  rose  from  her  seat,  "  it's  Miss  Tox.  The 
kindest  creature  !  I  never  could  have  got  here 
without  her  !  Miss  Tox,  my  brother,  Mr.  Dom- 
bey. Paul,  my  dear,  my  very  particular  friend 
Miss  Tox." 

The  lady  thus  specially  presented  was  a  long, 
lean  figure,  wearing  such  a  faded  air  that  she 
seemed  not  to  have  been  made  in  what  linen- 
drapers  call  "  fast  colours "  originally,  and  to 
have,  by  little  and  little,  washed  out.  But  for  this. 


she  might  have  been  described  as  the  very  pink 
of  general  propitiation  and  politeness.  From  a 
long  habit  of  listening  admirably  to  everything 
that  was  said  in  her  presence,  and  looking  at 
the  speakers  as  if  she  were  mentally  engaged  in 
taking  off  impressions  of  their  images  upon  her 
soul,  never  to  part  with  the  same  but  with  life, 
her  head  had  quite  settled  on  one  side.  Her 
hands  had  contracted  a  spasmodic  habit  of 
raising  themselves  of  their  own  accord  as  in 
involuntary  admiration.  Her  eyes  were  liable 
to  a  similar  affection.  She  had  the  softest  voice 
that  ever  was  heard  ;  and  her  nose,  stupendously 
aquiline,  had  a  little  knob  in  the  very  centre 
or  keystone  of  the  bridge,  whence  it  tended 
downwards  towards  her  face,  as  in  an  in- 
vincible determination  never  to  turn  up  at 
anything. 

Miss  Tox's  dress,  though  perfectly  genteel 
and  good,  had  a  certain  character  of  angularity 
and  scantiness.  She  was  accustomed  to  wear 
odd  weedy  little  flowers  in  her  bonnets  and 
caps.  Strange  grasses  were  sometimes  per- 
ceived in  her  hair ;  and  it  was  observed  by  the 
curious,  of  all  her  collars,  frills,  tuckers,  wrist- 
bands, and  other  gossamer  articles — indeed,  of 
everything  she  wore  which  had  two  ends  to  it 
intended  to  unite — that  the  two  ends  were  never 
on  good  terms,  and  wouldn't  quite  meet  without 
a  struggle.  She  had  furry  articles  for  winter  wear, 
as  tippets,  boas,  and  mufts,  which  stood  up  on 
end  in  a  rampant  manner,  and  were  not  at  all 
sleek.  She  was  much  given  to  the  carrying 
about  of  small  bags  with  snaps  to  them,  that 
went  oft'  like  little  pistols  when  they  were  shut 
up ;  and,  when  full  dressed,  she  wore  round  her 
neck  the  barrenest  of  lockets,  representing  a 
fishy  old  eye,  with  no  approach  to  speculation 
in  it.  These  and  other  appearances  of  a  similar 
nature  had  served  to  propagate  the  opinion, 
that  Miss  Tox  was  a  lady  of  what  is  called  a 
limited  independence,  which  she  turned  to  the 
best  account.  Possibly  her  mincing  gait  en- 
couraged the  belief,  and  suggested  that  her 
clipping  a  step  of  ordinary  compass  into  two  or 
three,  originated  in  her  habit  of  making  the 
most  of  everything. 

"  I  am  sure,"  said  Miss  Tox,  with  a  pro- 
digious curtsy,  "  that  to  have  the  honour  of 
being  presented  to  Mr.  Dombey  is  a  disdnction 
which  I  have  long  sought,  but  very  little  ex- 
pected at  the  present  moment.  My  dear  Mrs. 
Chick — may  I  say  Louisa  ?  " 

Mrs.  Chick  took  Miss  Tox's  hand  in  hers; 
rested  the  foot  of  her  wine-glass  upon  it,  re- 
pressed a  tear,  and  said  tin  a  low  voice,  "  Bless 
you  ! " 


ONLY  AN  EFFORT  WANTED. 


"  My  dear  Louisa,  then,"  said  Miss  Tox, 
"  my  sweet  friend,  how  are  you  now  ?  " 

"  Better,"  Mrs.  Chick  returned.  "  Take  some 
nine.  You  have  been  almost  as  anxious  as  I 
have  been,  and  must  want  it,  I  am  sure." 

Mr.  Dombey  of  course  officiated. 

"  Miss  Tox,  Paul,"  pursued  Mrs.  Chick,  still 
retaining  her  hand,  "knowing  how  much  I  have 
been  interested  in  the  anticipation  of  the  event 
of  to-day,  has  been  working  at  a  little  gift  for 
Fanny,  which  I  promised  to  present.  It  is  only 
a  pincushion  for  tiie  toilet  table,  Paul ;  but  I  do 
say,  and  will  say,  and  must  say,  that  Miss  Tox 
has  very  prettily  adapted  the  sentiment  to  the 
occasion.  I  call  '  Welcome,  little  Dombey,' 
poetry,  myself !  " 

"  Is  that  the  device?  "  inquired  her  brother. 

"  That  is  the  device,"  returned  Louisa. 

"  But  do  me  the  justice  to  remember,  my  dear 
Louisa,"  said  Miss  Tox  in  a  tone  of  low  and 
earnest  entreaty,  "  that  nothing  but  the — I  have 
some  difficulty  in  expressing  myself — the  du- 
biousness of  the  result  would  have  induced  me 
to  take  so  great  a  liberty.  '  Welcome,  Master 
Dombey,'  would  have  been  much  more  con- 
genial to  my  feelings,  as  I  am  sure  you  know. 
But  the  uncertainty  attendant  on  angelic  stran- 
gers will,  I  hope,  excuse  what  must  otherwise 
appear  an  unwarrantable  familiarity."  Miss  Tox 
made  a  graceful  bend,  as  she  spoke,  in  favour  of 
Mr.  Dombey,  which  that  gentleman  graciously 
acknowledged.  Even  the  sort  of  recognition 
of  Dombey  and  Son,  conveyed  in  the  foregoing 
conversation,  was  so  palatable  to  him,  that  his 
sister,  Mrs.  Chick — though  he  affected  to  con- 
sider her  a  weak,  good-natured  person — had 
perhaps  more  influence  over  him  than  anybody 
else. 

"  Well !  "  said  Mrs.  Chick  with  a  sweet  smile, 
"  after  this,  I  forgive  Fanny  everything  !  " 

It  was  a  declaration  in  a  Christian  spirit,  and 
Mrs.  Chick  felt  that  it  did  her  good.  Not  that 
she  had  anything  particular  to  forgive  in  her 
sister-in-law,  nor,  indeed,  anything  at  all,  except 
her  having  married  her  brother — in  itself  a 
species  of  audacity — and  her  having,  in  the 
course  of  events,  given  birth  to  a  girl  instead  of 
a  boy  :  which,  as  Mrs.  Chick  had  frequently  ob- 
served, was  not  quite  what  she  had  expected  of 
her,  and  was  not  a  jileasant  return  for  all  the 
attention  and  distinction  she  had  met  with. 

Mr.  Dombey  being  hastily  summoned  out  of 
the  room  at  this  moment,  the  two  ladies  were 
left  alone  togetiier.  Miss  Tox  immediately  be- 
came spasmodic. 

"I  knew  you  would  admire  my  brother.  I 
told  you  so  beforehand,  my  dear,"  said  Louisa. 


Miss  Tox's  hands  and  eyes  expressed  how 
nuich. 

'■  And  as  to  his  property,  my  dear  !  " 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Miss  Tox  with  deep  feeling. 

"  Im — mense  !  " 

"  But  his  deportment,  my  dear  Louisa  !  "  said 
Miss  Tox.  "  His  presence  !  His  dignity  !  No 
portrait  that  I  have  ever  seen  of  any  one  has 
been  half  so  replete  with  those  quahties.  Some- 
thing so  stately,  you  know  :  so  uncompromising  : 
so  very  wide  across  the  chest :  so  upright !  A 
pecuniary  Duke  of  York,  my  love,  and  nothing 
short  of  it !  "  said  Miss  Tox.  "  That's  what  / 
should  designate  him." 

"  Why,  my  dear  Paul !  "  exclaimed  his  sister 
as  he  returned,  "you  look  quite  pale  !  There's 
nothing  the  matter  ?  " 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say,  Louisa,  that  they  tell  me 
ihat  Fanny " 

"  Now,  my  dear  Paul,"  returned  his  sister, 
rising,  "don't  believe  it.  If  you  have  any  re- 
liance on  my  experience,  Paul,  you  may  rest 
assured  that  there  is  nothing  wanting  but  an 
effort  on  Fanny's  part.  Atid  that  effort,"  she 
continued,  taking  off'  her  bonnet,  and  adjusting 
her  cap  and  gloves,  in  a  business-like  manner, 
"  she  must  be  encouraged,  and  really,  if  neces- 
sary, urged  to  make.  Now,  my  dear  Paul,  come 
up-stairs  with  me." 

Mr.  Dombey,  who,  besides  being  generally  in- 
fluenced by  his  sister  for  the  reason  already 
mentioned,  had  really  faith  in  her  as  an  experi- 
enced and  bustling  matron,  aciiuiesced  :  and 
lollowed  her,  at  once,  to  the  sick  chamber. 

The  lady  lay  upon  her  bed  as  he  had  left  her, 
clasping  her  little  daughter  to  her  breast.  The 
child  clung  close  about  her,  with  the  same  in- 
tensity as  before,  and  never  raised  her  head,  or 
moved  her  soft  cheek  from  her  mother's  face,  or 
looked  on  those  who  stood  arounil,  or  spoke, 
or  moved,  or  shed  a  tear. 

"  Restless  without  the  little  girl,"  the  Doctor 
whispered  Mr.  Dombey.  "  We  found  it  best  to 
have  her  in  again." 

There  was  such  a  solemn  stillness  round  the 
bed  ;  and  the  two  medical  atlemlants  seemed 
to  look  on  the  impassive  form  with  so  much 
compassion  and  so  little  hope,  that  Mrs. 
Chick  was  for  the  moment  diverted  from  her 
purpose.  But  presently  summoning  courage, 
and  what  she  called  presence  of  mind,  she 
sat  down  by  the  bedside,  and  said  in  the  low, 
precise  tone  of  one  who  endeavours  to  awaken 
a  sleeper : 

"  Famiy !   Fanny ! " 

There  was  no  sound  in  answer  but  the  loud 
ticking  of  Mr.    Dombey's  watch   and   Doctor 
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Parker  Peps's  watch,  which  seemed  in  the  silence 
to  be  running  a  race. 

"  Fanny,  my  dear,"  said  j\[rs.  Chick  with 
assumed  ligiitness,  '"  here's  Mr.  Dombey  come 
to  see  you.  Won't  you  speak-  to  him  ?  They 
want  to  lay  your  little  boy — the  baby,  Fanny, 
you  know ;  you  have  hardly  seen  Jiim  yet,  I 
think — in  bed ;  but  they  can't  till  you  rouse 
yourself  a  little.  Don't  you  think  it's  time  you 
roused  yourself  a  little  ?     Eh  ?  " 

She  bent  her  ear  to  the  bed,  and  listened  :  at 
the  same  time  looking  round  at  the  bystanders, 
and  holding  up  her  finger. 

"  Eh  ? "  she  repeated.  "  What  was  it  you 
said,  Fanny?     I  didn't  hear  you." 

No  word  or  sound  in  answer.  Mr.  Dombey's 
watch  and  Doctor  Parker  Peps's  watch  seemed 
to  be  racing  faster. 

"  Now  really,  Fanny  my  dear,"  said  the  sister- 
in-law,  altering  her  position,  and  speaking  less 
confidently,  and  more  earnestly,  in  spite  of  her- 
self, "  I  shall  have  to  be  quite  cross  with  you, 
if  you  don't  rouse  yourself.  It's  necessary  for 
you  to  make  an  effort,  and  perhaps  a  \-ery  great 
and  painful  effort,  which  you  are  not  disposed 
to  make  ;  but  this  is  a  world  of  effort  you  know, 
Fanny,  and  we  must  never  yield,  when  so  much 
depends  upon  us.  Come  !  Try  !  I  must  really 
scold  you  if  you  don't ! " 

The  race  in  the  ensuing  pause  was  fierce  and 
lurious.  The  watches  seemed  to  jostle,  and  to 
trip  each  other  up. 

''  Fanny  !  "  said  Louisa,  glancing  round,  with 
a  gathering  alarm.  '•  Only  look  at  me.  Only 
open  your  eyes  to  show  me  that  you  hear  and 
understand  me ;  will  you  ?  Good  Heaven, 
gentlemen,  what  is  to  be  done  ?  " 

The  two  medical  attendants  exchanged  a  look 
across  the  bed;  and  the  physician,  stooping 
down,  whispered  in  the  child's  ear.  >Jot  having 
understood  the  purport  of  his  whisper,  the  little 
creature  turned  her  perfectly  colourless  face 
and  ileep  dark  eyes  towards  him  ;  but  without 
loosening  her  hold  in  the  least. 

The  whisper  was  repeated. 

"  Mamma  !  "  said  the  child. 

The  little  voice,  familiar  and  dearly  loved, 
awakened  some  show  of  consciousness,  even  at 
that  ebb.  For  a  moment,  the  closed  eyelids 
trembled,  and  the  nostril  quivered,  and  the 
faintest  shadow  of  a  smile  was  seen. 

"  Mamma  !  "  cried  the  child,  sobbing  aloud. 
"  Oh,  dear  mamma  !  oh,  dear  mamma  !  " 

The  Doctor  gently  brushed  the  scattered 
ringlets  of  the  child  aside  from  the  face  and 
mouth  of  the  mother.  Alas,  how  calm  they  lay 
there  ;  how  little  breath  there  was  to  stir  them  ! 


Thus,  clingmg  fast  to  that  slight  spar  within 
her  arms,  the  mother  drifted  out  upon  the  dark 
and  unknown  sea  that  rolls  round  all  the  world. 


CHAPTER  n. 

I.V  WHICH  TIMELY  PROVISION  IS  MADE  FOR  ,\N 
EMERGENCY  TH.\T  WILL  SOMETIMES  ARISE  IN 
THE   BEST-REGUL.'i.TED   FAMILIES. 

^        lilt      V      \' 

^,-.  SHALL  never  cease  to  congratulate 
t^/    myself,"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  "  on  hav- 
ing said,  when  I  little  thought  what 
was  in  store  for  us, — really  as  if  I 
was  inspired  by  something, — that  I 

§1,0)  forgave  poor  dear  Fanny  everything. 

J^       Whatever  happens,  that  must  always  be 
"^        a  comfort  to  me  !  " 

Mrs.  Chick  made  this  impressive  observation 
in  the  drawing-room,  after  having  descended 
thither  from  the  inspection  of  the  mantua-makers 
up-stairs,  who  were  busy  on  the  family  mourning. 
She  delivered  it  for  the  behoof  of  Mr.  Chick, 
who  was  a  stout,  bald  gentleman,  with  a  very 
large  face,  and  his  hands  continually  in  his 
pockets,  and  who  had  a  tendency  in  his  nature 
to  whistle  and  hum  tunes,  which,  sensible  of  the 
indecorum  of  sirch  sounds  in  a  house  of  grief  he 
was  at  some  i)ains  to  repress  at  present. 

"  Don't  you  over-exert  yourself,  Loo,"  said 
Mr.  Chick,  "  or  you'll  be  laid  up  with  spasms,  I 
see.  Right  tol  loor-rul !  Bless  my  soul,  I  for- 
got !     We're  here  one  day  and  gone  the  next !  " 

Mrs.  Chick  contented  herself  with  a  glance  of 
reproof,  and  then  proceeded  with  the  thread  of 
her  discourse. 

"  I  am  sure,"  she  said,  "  I  hope  this  heart- 
rending occurrence  will  be  a  warning  to  all  of 
us  to  accustom  ourselves  to  rouse  ourselves, 
and  to  make  efforts  in  time  where  they're  re- 
quired of  us.  There's  a  moral  in  everything,  if 
we  would  only  avail  ourselves  of  it.  It  will  be 
our  own  faults  if  we  lose  sight  of  this  one." 

Mr.  Chick  invaded  the  grave ,  silence  which 
ensued  on  this  remark  with  the  singularly  inap- 
propriate air  of  "A  cobbler  there  was;"  and 
checking  himself,  in  some  confusion,  observed 
that  it  was  undoubtedly  our  own  faults  it"  we 
didn't  improve  such  melancholy  occasions  as  the 
jjresent. 

"  Which  might  be  better  improved,  I  should 
think,  Mr.  C,"  retorted  his  helpmate  after  a 
short  pause,  "  than  by  the  introduction  either  of 
the  College  Hornpipe,  or  the  equally  unmeaning 
and  unfeeling  remark  of  rump-te-iddity,  bow- 
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wow-wow!" — which  Mr.  Chick  had  indeed  in- 
dulged in,  under  his  breath,  and  which  Mrs. 
Chick  repeated  in  a  tone  of  withering  scorn. 

"  Merely  habit,  my  dear,''  pleaded  Mr.  Chick. 

"  Nonsense  !  Habit !  "  returned  his  wife. 
"  If  you're  a  rational  being,  don't  make  such 
ridiculous  excuses.  Habit  !  If  I  was  to  get  a 
habit  (as  you  call  it)  of  walking  on  the  ceiling, 
like  the  flies,  I  should  hear  enough  of  it,  I  dare 
say." 

It  appeared  so  probable  that  such  a  habit 
might  be  attended  with  some  degree  of  noto- 
riety, that  Mr.  Chick  didn't  venture  to  dispute 
the  position. 

"  How's  the  baby,  Loo?"  asked  Mr.  Chick: 
to  change  the  subject. 

"  What  baby  do  you  mean  ?"  answered  Mrs. 
Chick.  "  I  am  sure  the  morning  I  have  had 
with  that  dining-room  down-stairs  one  mass  of 
babies,  no  one  in  their  senses  would  believe." 

'•'  One  mass  of  babies  1 ''  repeated  Mr.  Chick, 
staring  with  an  alarmed  expression  about  him. 

"  It  would  have  occurred  to  most  men,"  said 
Mrs.  Chick,  "  that  poor  dear  Fanny  being  no 
more,  it  becomes  necessary  to  provide  a  nurse." 

"  Oh  !  Ah  !  "  said  Mr.  Chick.  "  Toor-rul— 
such  is  life,  I  mean.  I  hope  you  are  suited,  my 
dear." 

"Indeed  I  am  not,"  said  Mrs.  Chick;  "nor 
likely  to  be,  so  far  as  I  can  see.  Meanwhile,  of 
•course,  the  child  is " 

"  Going  to  the  very  deuce,"  said  Mr.  Chick 
thoughtfully,  "  to  be  sure." 

Admonished,  however,  that  he  had  committed 
himself,  by  the  indignation  expressed  in  i\Irs. 
Chick's  countenance  at  the  idea  of  a  Dombey 
going  there ;  and  thinking  to  atone  for  his  mis- 
conduct by  a  bright  suggestion,  he  added  : 

"  Couldn't  something  temporary  be  done  with 
a  teapot?" 

If  he  had  meant  to  bring  the  subject  pre- 
maturely to  a  close,  he  could  not  have  done  it 
more  effectually.  After  looking  at  him  for  some 
moments  in  silent  resignation,  Mrs.  Chick  walked 
majestically  to  the  window  and  peeped  through 
the  blind,  attracted  by  the  sound  of  wheels. 
Mr.  Chick,  finding  that  his  destiny  was,  for  the 
time,  against  him,  saiil  no  more,  and  walked  off. 
But  it  was  not  always  thus  with  Mr.  Chick.  He 
was  often  in  the  asccnilant  himself,  and  at  those 
times  punished  Louisa  roundly.  In  their  matri- 
monial bickerings  they  were,  upon  the  whole, 
a  well-matched,  fairly-balanced,  give-and-take 
couple.  It  would  have  been,  generally  speak- 
ing, very  difficult  to  have  betted  on  the  winner. 
Often,  when  Mr.  Chick  seemed  beaten,  he  would 
suddenly  make  a  start,  turn  the  tables,  clatter 


tliem  about  the  ears  of  Mrs.  Chick,  and  carry 
all  before  him.  Being  liable  himself  to  similar 
unlooked-for  checks  from  Mrs.  Chick,  their  little 
contests  usually  possessed  a  character  of  uncer- 
tainty that  was  very  animating. 

Miss  Tox  had  arrived  on  the  wheels  just  now 
alluded  to,  and  came  running  into  the  room  in 
a  breathless  condition. 

"  My  dear  Louisa,"  said  Miss  Tox,  "  is  the 
vacancy  still  unsujjplied  ?" 

"  You  good  soul,  yes,"  said  Mrs.  Chick. 

"Then,  my  dear  Louisa,''  returned  Miss  Tox, 

'■  I  hope  and  believe •     But  in  one  moment, 

my  dear.  I'll  introduce  the  party." 

Running  down-stairs  again  as  fast  as  she  had 
run  up.  Miss  Tox  got  the  party  out  of  the 
hackney  coach,  and  soon  returned  with  it  under 
convoy. 

It  then  appeared  that  she  had  used  the  word, 
not  in  its  legal  or  business  acceptation,  when  it 
merely  expresses  an  individual,  but  as  a  noun 
of  multitude,  or  signifying  many  ;  for  Miss  Tox 
escorted  a  plump,  rosy-cheeked,  wholesome, 
apple-faced  young  woman,  with  an  infant  in  her 
arms ;  a  younger  woman  not  so  plump,  but 
apple-faced  also,  who  led  a  plump  and  apple- 
faced  child  in  each  hand ;  another  plump  and 
also  apple-faced  boy,  who  walked  by  himself; 
and  finally,  a  plump  and  apple-faced  man,  who 
carried  in  his  arms  another  plump  and  apple- 
faced  boy,  whom  he  stood  down  on  the  finor, 
and  admonished,  in  a  husky  whisper,  to  "  kitch 
hold  of  his  brother  Johnny." 

"  My  dear  Louisa,"  said  Miss  Tox,  "  knowing 
your  great  anxiety,  and  wishing  to  relieve  it,  I 
posted  off  myself  to  the  Queen  Charlotte's  Royal 
Married  Females,  which  you  had  forgot,  and  put 
the  question,  Was  there  anybody  there  that  tliey 
thought  would  suit  ?  No,  they  said,  there  was 
not.  When  they  gave  me  that  answer,  I  do 
assure  you,  my  dear,  I  was  almost  driven  to 
despair  on  your  account.  But  it  did  so  happen 
that  one  of  the  Royal  Married  Females,  hearing 
the  inquiry,  reminded  the  matron  of  another  who 
had  gone  to  her  ow-n  home,  and  who,  she  said, 
would  in  all  likelihood  be  most  satisfactory. 
Tiie  moment  I  heard  this,  and  had  it  corrobo- 
rated by  the  matron — excellent  references  and 
unimpeachable  character — I  got  the  address,  my 
dear,  and  ])osted  oft"  again." 

"  Like  the  dear  good  Tox  you  are  ! ''  said 
Louisa. 

"Not  at  all,"  returned  Miss  Tox.  "Don't 
.say  so.  Arriving  at  the  house  (the  cleanest 
jilace,  my  dear  !  You  might  cat  your  dinner  off 
the  floor),  I  found  the  whole  family  sitting  at 
table ;    and  feeling  that  no    account   of  them 
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could  be  half  so  comfortable  to  you.  and  Mr. 
Dombey  as  the  sight  of  them  all  together,  I 
brought  them  all  away.  This  gentleman,"  said 
Miss  Tox,  pointing  out  the  apple-faced  man,  "  is 
the  father.  Will  you  have  the  goodness  to  come 
a  little  forward,  sir?" 

The  apple-faced  man,  having  sheepishly  com- 
plied with  this  request,  stood  chuckling  and 
grinning  in  a  front  row. 

"  This  is  his  wife,  of  course,"  said  Miss  Tox, 
singling  out  the  young  woman  with  the  baby. 
"  How  do  you  do,  Polly?" 

"  I'm  pretty  well,  I  thank  you,  ma'am,"  said 
Polly. 

By  -way  of  bringing  her  out  dexterously,  Miss 
Tox  had  made  the  inquiry  as  in  condescension 
to  an  old  acquaintance,  whom  she  hadn't  seen 
for  a  fortnight  or  so. 

"  Pm  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Miss  Tox.  "  The 
other  young  woman  is  her  unmarried  sister,  who 
lives  with  them,  and  would  take  care  of  her 
children.  Her  name's  Jemima.  How  do  you 
do,  Jemima?" 

■'  I'm  pretty  well,  I  thank  you,  ma'am,"  re- 
turned Jemima. 

"  I'm  very  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Miss  Tox. 
"  I  hope  you'll  keep  so.  Five  children.  Young- 
est six  weeks.  The  fine  litde  boy  with  the 
blister  on  his  nose  is  the  eldest.  The  blister,  I 
believe,"  said  Miss  Tox,  looking  round  upon 
the  family,  "  is  not  constitutional,  but  acci- 
dental?" 

The  apple-faced  man  was  understood  to  growl, 
"  Flat-iron." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Miss  Tox,  "  did 
you ' 

"  Flat-iron,"  he  repeated. 

"  Oh  yes  !  "  said  Miss  Tox.  "  Yes  !  quite  true. 
I  forgot.  The  little  creature,  in  his  mother's 
absence,  smelt  a  warm  flat-iron.  You're  quite 
right,  sir.  You  were  going  to  have  the  good- 
ness to  inform  me,  when  we  arrived  at  the  door, 
that  you  were  by  trade  a " 

"  Stoker,"  said  the  man. 

"  A  choker  !"  said  Miss  Tox,  quite  aghast. 

"  Stoker,"  said  the  man.     "  Steam-engine." 

"  Oh-h  !  Yes  !"  returned  Miss  Tox,  looking 
thoughtfully  at  him,  and  seeming  still  to  have 
but  a  very  imperfect  understanding  of  his  mean- 
ing. 

"  And  how  do  you  like  it,  sir?" 

"  Which,  mum  ?"  said  the  man. 

"  That,"  replied  Miss  Tox.     "  Your  trade." 

"  Oh  !  Pretty  well,  mum.  The  ashes  some- 
times gets  in  here  ;"  touching  his  chest :  "  and 
makes  a  man  speak  gruff,  as  at  the  present  time. 
Lut  it  is  ashes,  mum,  not  crustiness." 


Miss  To.x  seemed  to  be  so  little  enlightened 

by  this  reply  as  to  find  a  difficulty  in  pursuing 
the  subject.  But  Mrs.  Chick  relieved  her  by 
entering  into  a  close  private  examination  of 
Polly,  her  children,  her  marriage  certificate, 
testimonials,  and  so  forth.  Polly  coming  out 
unscathed  from  this  ordeal,  Mrs.  Chick  withdrew 
with  her  report  to  her  brother's  room,  and  as  an 
emphatic  comment  on  it,  and  corroboration  of 
it,  carried  the  two  rosiest  little  Toodles  with  her. 
Toodle  being  the  family  name  of  the  apple-faced 
family. 

Mr.  Dombey  had  remained  in  his  own  apart- 
ment since  the  death  of  his  wife,  absorbed  in 
visions  of  the  youth,  education,  and  destination 
of  his  baby  son.  Something  lay  at  the  bottom 
of  his  cool  heart,  colder  and  heavier  than  its 
ordinary  load  ;  but  it  was  more  a  sense  of  the 
child's  loss  than  his  own,  awakening  within  him 
an  almost  angry  sorrow.  That  the  life  and  pro- 
gress on  which  he  built  such  hopes  should  be 
endangered  in  the  outset  by  so  mean  a  want ; 
that  Dombey  and  Son  should  be  tottering  for  a 
nurse,  was  a  sore  humiliation.  And  yet,  in  his 
pride  and  jealousy,  he  viewed  with  so  mucli 
bitterness  the  thought  of  being  dependent,  for 
the  very  first  step  towards  the  accomplishment 
of  his  soul's  desire,  on  a  hired  serving-woman, 
who  would  be  to  the  child,  for  the  time,  all  that 
even  his  alliance  could  have  made  his  own  wife, 
that  in  every  new  rejection  of  a  candidate  he 
felt  a  secret  pleasure.  The  time  had  now  come, 
however,  when  he  could  no  longer  be  divided 
between  those  two  sets  of  feelings.  The  less  so, 
as  there  seemed  to  be  no  flaw  in  the  title  of 
Polly  Toodle  after  his  sister  had  set  it  fortli, 
with  many  commendations  on  the  indefatigable 
friendship  of  Miss  Tox. 

"  These  children  look  healthy,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey.  "  But  to  think  of  their  some  day 
claiming  a  sort  of  relationship  to  Paul  !  Take 
them  away,  Louisa  '  Let  me  see  this  woman 
and  her  husband." 

Mrs.  Chick  bore  oft"  the  tender  pair  of  Toodles, 
and  presently  returned  with  that  tougher  couple 
whose  presence  her  brother  had  commanded. 

"  My  good  woman,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  turn- 
ing round  in  his  easy-chair  as  one  piece,  and 
not  as  a  man  with  limbs  and  joints,  "  I  under- 
stand you  are  poor,  and  wish  to  earn  money  by 
nursing  the  little  boy,  my  son,  who  has  been  so 
prematurely  deprived  of  what  can  never  be  re- 
placed. 1  have  no  objection  to  your  adding  to 
the  comforts  of  your  family  by  that  means.  So 
far  as  I  can  tell,  you  seem  to  be  a  deserving 
object.  But  I  must  impose  one  or  two  condi- 
tions on  you  before  you  enter  my  house  in  that 
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capacity.  While  you  are  here,  I  must  stipulate 
that  you  are  always  known  as — say  as  Richards 
— an  ordinary  name  and  convenient.  Have  you 
any  objection  to  be  known  as  Richards?  You 
had  better  consult  your  husband." 

.•\3  the  husband  did  nothing  but  chuckle  and 
grin,  and  continually  draw  his  right  hand  across 
his  mouth,  moistening  the  palm,  Mrs.  Toodle, 
after  nudging  him  twice  or  thrice  in  vain,  dropped 
a  curtsy  and  replied  "  that  perhaps,  if  she  was 
to  be  called  out  of  her  name,  it  would  be  con- 
sidered in  the  wages." 

"  Oh,  of  course,"  said  Mr.  Dombey.  "  I  desire 
to  make  it  a  question  of  wages  altogether.  Now, 
Richards,  if  you  nurse  my  bereaved  child,  I  wish 
you  to  remember  this  always.  You  will  receive 
a  liberal  stipend  in  return  for  the  discharge  of 
certain  duties,  in  the  performance  of  which  I 
wish  you  to  see  as  little  of  your  family  as  pos- 
sible. When  those  duties  cease  to  be  required 
and  rendered,  and  the  stipend  ceases  to  be  paid, 
there  is  an  end  of  all  relations  between  us.  Do 
you  understand  me  ?" 

Mrs.  Toodle  seemed  doubtful  about  it ;  and 
as  to  Toodle  himself,  he  had  evidently  no  doubt 
whatever  that  he  was  all  abroad. 

"  You  have  children  of  your  own,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey.  "  It  is  not  at  all  in  this  bargain  that 
you  need  become  attached  to  my  child,  or  that 
my  child  need  become  attached  to  you.  I  don't 
expect  or  desire  anything  of  the  kind.  Quite 
the  reverse.  A\'hen  you  go  away  from  here,  you 
will  have  concluded  what  is  a  mere  matter  of 
bargain  and  sale,  hiring  and  letting  :  and  will 
stay  away.  The  child  will  cease  to  remember 
you  ;  and  you  will  cease,  if  you  please,  to  re- 
member the  child." 

Mrs.  Toodle,  with  a  little  more  colour  in  her 
cheeks  than  she  had  had  before,  said  "  she 
hoped  she  knew  her  place." 

"  I  hope  you  do,  Richards,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 
"  1  have  no  doubt  you  know  it  very  well.  In- 
deed, it  is  so  plain  and  obvious  that  it  could 
hardly  be  otherwise.  Louisa,  my  dear,  arrange 
with  Richards  about  money,  and  let  her  ha\e  it 
when  and  how  she  pleases.  Mr.  What's-your- 
name,  a  word  with  you,  if  you  please  !  " 

Thus  arrested  on  the  threshold  as  he  was  fol- 
lowing his  wife  out  of  the  room,  Toodle  returned 
and  confronted  Mr.  Dombey  alone.  He  was  a 
strong,  loose,  round-shouldered,  shuffling,  shaggy 
fellow,  on  whom  his  clothes  sat  negligently : 
with  a  good  deal  of  hair  and  whisker,  deepened 
in  its  natural  tint,  perhaps,  by  smoke  and  coal- 
dust  :  hard,  knotty  hands :  and  a  square  fore- 
head, as  coarse  in  grain  as  the  bark  of  an  oak. 
A    thorough    contrast    in    all   respects    to    Mr. 


Dombey,  who  was  one  of  those  close-shaved, 
close-cut,  moneyed  gentlemen  who  are  glossy 
and  crisp  like  new  bank  notes,  and  who  seem 
to  be  artificially  braced  and  tightened  as  by  the 
stimulating  action  of  golden  shower-baths. 

"  You  have  a  son,  I  believe }  '  said  Mr. 
Dombey. 

"  Four  on  'em,  sir.  Four  hims  and  a  her.  All 
alive  !  " 

"  Why,  it's  as  much  as  you  can  afford  to  keep 
them  ! "  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  I  couldn't  hardly  afford  but  one  thing  in  the 
world  less,  sir." 

"  What  is  that  ?  " 

"  To  lose  'em,  sir." 

•'  Can  you  read  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Dombey. 

■'  Why,  not  partickler,  sir." 

"Write?" 

"  With  chalk,  sir." 

•'With  anything?" 

''  I  could  make  shift  to  chalk  a  little  bit,  I 
think,  if  I  was  put  to  it,"  said  Toodle  after  some 
reflection. 

"  And  yet,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  you  are  two 
or  three  and  thirty,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  Thereabouts,  I  suppose,  sir,"  answered 
Toodle  after  more  reflection. 

"  Then  why  don't  you  learn  ? "  asked  Mr. 
Dombey. 

"  So  I'm  a-going  to,  sir.  One  of  my  little 
boys  is  a-going  to  learn  me,  when  he's  old 
enough,  and  been  to  school  himself." 

"  Well  !  "  said  Mr.  Dombey  after  looking  at 
him  attentively,  and  with  no  great  favour,  as  he 
stood  gazing  round  the  room  (principally  round 
the  ceihng),  and  still  drawing  his  hand  across 
and  across  his  mouth.  "  You  heard  what  I  said 
to  your  wife  just  now." 

"  Polly  heerd  it,"  said  Toodle,  jerking  his  hat 
over  his  shoulder  in  the  direction  of  the  door, 
with  an  air  of  perfect  confidence  in  his  better 
half.     "  It's  all  right." 

"  As  you  appear  to  leave  everything  to  her," 
said  Mr.  Dombey,  frustrated  in  his  intention  of 
impressing  his  views  still  more  distinctly  on  the 
husband,  as  the  stronger  character,  '"  I  suppose 
it  is  of  no  use  my  saying  anything  to  you." 

•'Not  a  bit,"  said  Toodle.  "Polly  heerd  it. 
Shc%  awake,  sir." 

"  I  won't  detain  you  any  longer,  then,"  re- 
turned Mr.  Dombey,  disappointed.  "  Where 
have  you  worked  all  your  life  ?" 

"  Mostly  underground,  sir,  till  I  got  married. 
I  come  to  the  level  then.  I'm  a-going  on  one  of 
these  here  railroads  when  they  conies  into  full 
play." 

As  the  last  straw  breaks  the  laden  camel's 
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Ijack,  this  piece  of  underground  information 
cruslied  the  sinking  spirits  of  Mr.  Dombey. 
He  motioned  his  child's  foster-father  to  the  door, 
who  departed  by  no  means  unwilHngly:  and  then, 
turning  the  key,  jjaced  up  and  down  the  room 
in  solitary  wretchedness.  For  all  his  starched 
im|)eaetrable  dignity  and  composure,  he  wiped 
blinding  te.ars  from  his  eyes  as  he  did  so  :  and 
often  said,  with  an  emotion  of  which  he  would 
not,  for  the  world,  have  had  a  witness,  "  Poor 
little  fellow  1  " 

It  may  have  been  characteristic  of  Mr.  Dom- 
bey's  pride  that  he  pitied  himself  through  the 
child.  Not  poor  me.  Not  poor  widower,  con- 
fiding by  constraint  in  the  wife  of  an  ignorant 
Hind  who  has  been  working  "  mostly  under- 
ground "  all  his  life,  and  yet  at  whose  door 
Death  has  never  knocked,  and  at  whose  poor 
table  four  sons  daily  sit — but  poor  little  fellow  ! 

Those  words  being  on  his  lips,  it  occurred  to  j 
him — and  it  is  an  instance  of  the  strong  attrac- 
tion with  which  his  hopes  and  fears  and  all  his 
thoughts  were  tending  to  one  centre — that  a 
great  temjjtation  was  being  placed  in  this 
woman's  way.  Her  infant  was  a  boy  too. 
Now,  \vould  it  be  possible  for  her  to  change 
them  ? 

Though  he  was  soon  satisfied  that  he  had 
dismissed  the  idea  as  romantic  and  unlikely — 
though  possible,  there  was  no  denying — he 
could  not  help  pursuing  it  so  far  as  to  entertain 
within  himself  a  picture  of  what  his  condition 
would  be,  if  he  should  discover  such  an  impos- 
ture when  he  was  grown  old.  AVhether  a  man 
so  situated  would  be  able  to  pluck  away  the 
result  of  so  many  years  of  usage,  confidence, 
and  belief  from  the  imposture,  and  endow  a 
stranger  with  it? 

As  his  unusual  emotion  subsided,  these  mis- 
givings gradually  melted  away,  though  so  much 
of  their  shadow  remained  behind,  that  he  was 
constant  in  his  resolution  to  look  closely  after 
Richards  himself,  without  aj^pearing  to  do  so. 
Being  now  in  an  easier  frame  of  mind,  he 
regarded  the  woman's  station  as  rather  an  ad- 
vantageous circumstance  than  otherwise,  by 
placing,  in  itself,  a  broad  distance  between  her 
and  the  child,  and  rendering  their  separation 
easy  and  natural. 

Meanwhile,  terms  were  ratified  and  agreed 
upon  between  Mrs.  Chick  and  Richards,  with 
the  assistance  of  Miss  To.\  ;  and  Richards  being 
w-ith  much  ceremony  invested  with  the  Dombey 
baby,  as  if  it  were  an  Order,  resigned  her  own, 
with  many  tears  and  kisses,  to  Jemima.  Glasses 
of  wine  were  then  produced,  to  sustain  the 
drooping  spirits  of  the  famil}-. 


"  You'll  take  a  glass  yourself,  sir,  won't  you  ?  " 
said  Miss  To.x  as  Toodle  aj^peared. 

"  Thankee,  mum,"  said  Toodle,  "  since  you 
are  suppressing." 

"  And  you're  very  glad  to  leave  your  dear 
good  wife  in  such  a  comfortable  home,  ain't  you, 
sir?"  said  Miss  To.x,  nodding  and  winking  at 
him  stealthily. 

''  No,  mum,"  said  Toodle.  "  Here's  wishing 
of  her  back  agin." 

Polly  cried  more  than  ever  at  this.  So  Mrs. 
Chick,  who  had  her  matronly  apprehensions  that 
this  indulgence  in  grief  might  be  prejudicial  to 
the  little  Dombey  ("acid,  indeed,"  she  whispered 
Miss  Tox),  hastened  to  the  rescue. 

"Your  little  child  will  thrive  charmingly  with 
your  sister  Jemima,  Richards,"  said  Mrs.  Chick  ; 
'■'and  you  have  only  to  make  an  eflbrt — this  is  a 
world  of  eft'ort,  you  know,  Richards — to  be  very 
happy  indeed.  You  have  been  already  measured 
for  your  mourning,  haven't  you,  Richards  ? '' 

"  Ye — es,  ma'am,"  sobbed  Polly. 

"And  it'll  fit  beautifully,  I  know,"  said  Mrs. 
Chick,  "  for  the  same  young  person  has  made 
me  many  dresses.  The  Very  best  materials, 
too  ! " 

"  Lor,  you'll  be  so  smart,"  sa-kl  Miss  Tox, 
'•that  your  husband  won't  know  you;  will  you, 
sir  ?  " 

"  I  should  know  her,"  said  Toodle  gruffly, 
"  anyhows  and  anywheres." 

Toodle  was  evidently  not  to  be  bought  over. 

"  As  to  living,  Richards,  you  know,"  pursued 
Mrs.  Chick,  "why,  the  very  best  of  everything 
w'ill  be  at  your  disposal.  You  will  order  your 
little  dinner  every  day  ;  and  anything  you  take 
a  fancy  to,  I'm  sure  will  be  as  readily  provided 
as  if  you  were  a  lady." 

"  Yes,  to  be  sure!"  said  Miss  Tox,  keeping 
up  the  ball  with  great  sympathy.  "  And  as  to 
porter  ! — quite  unlimited,  will  it  not,  Louisa  ?  " 

"  Oh,  certainly  !  "  returned  Mrs.  Chick  in  the 
same  tone.  "  With  a  little  abstinence,  you  know, 
my  dear,  in  point  of  vegetables." 

"  And  pickles,  perhaps,"  suggested  Miss  Tox. 

"With  such  exceptions,"  said  Louisa,  "  she'll 
consult  her  choice  entirely,  and  be  under  no 
restraint  at  all,  my  love.'' 

"  And  then,  of  course,  you  know,"  said  Miss 
Tox,  "  however  fond  she  is  of  her  own  dear  little 
child — and  Fni  sure,  Louisa,  you  don't  blame 
her  for  being  fond  of  it  ?  " 

"  Oh  no  !"  cried  Mrs.  Chick  benignantly. 

"  Still,"  resumed  Miss  Tox,  "  she  naturally 
must  be  interested  in  her  young  charge,  and 
must  consider  it  a  privilege  to  see  a  little  cherub, 
closely  connected  with  the  superior  classes,  gra- 
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dually  unfolding  itself  from  day  to  day  at  one 
commor.  fountain.     Is  it  not  so,  Louisa?  " 

'•  Most  undoubtedly ! "  said  Mrs.  Chick. 
"You  see,  my  love,  she's  already  quite  con- 
tented and  comfortable,  and  means  to  say  good- 
bye to  her  sister  Jemima  and  her  little  pets,  and 
her  good  honest  husband,  with  a  light  heart  and 
a  smile;  don't  she,  my  dear?" 

'■  Oh  yes  ! "  cried  Miss  Tox.  "  To  be  sure 
she  does  ! " 

Notwithstanding  which,  however,  poor  Polly 
embraced  them  all  round  in  great  distress,  and 
finally  ran  away  to  avoid  any  more  particular 
leave-taking  between  herself  and  the  children. 
But  the  stratagem  hardly  succeeded  as  well  as 
it  deserved  ;  for  the  smallest  boy  but  one,  divin- 
ing her  intent,  immediately  began  swarming  up- 
stairs after  her — if  that  word  of  doubtful  etymo- 
logy be  admissible — on  his  arms  and  legs ;  while 
the  eldest  (known  in  the  flimily  by  the  name  of 
Biler,  in  remembrance  of  the  steam-engine)  beat 
a  demoniacal  tattoo  with  his  boots,  expressive  of 
grief ;  in  which  he  was  joined  by  the  rest  of  the 
family. 

A  quantity  of  oranges  and  halfpence,  thrust 
indiscriminately  on  each  young  Toodle,  checked 
the  first  violence  of  their  regret,  and  the  family 
were  speedily  transported  to  their  own  home,  by 
means  of  the  hackney  coach  kept  in  waiting  for 
that  purpose.  The  children,  under  the  guardian- 
ship of  Jemima,  blocked  up  the  window,  and 
ilropped  out  oranges  and  halfpence  all  the  way 
along.  Mr.  Toodle  himself  preferred  to  ride 
behind  among  the  spikes,  as  being  the  mode  of 
conveyance  to  which  he  was  best  accustomed. 


CHAPTER  III. 


IN  WHICH  MR.  DOMBEV,  .^S  .\  MAN  AND  ,A  F.4.THER, 
IS  SEE.\  .\T  THE  HEAD  OF  THE  HOME  DEPART- 
.MENT. 

';''^|p^  HE  funeral  of  the  deceased  lady  hav- 
r:}.^il©s    i'lg  l^ieen  '•  performed  "  to  the  entin 


■  performed  '  to  tne  entne 
.'i;<l^  satisfaction  of  the  undertaker,  as 
well  as  of  the  neighbourhood  at 
is^'-^  large,  which  is  generally  disposed 
to  be  captious  on  such  a  point,  and  is 
prone  to  take  oflence  at  any  omissions  or 
'^''^  shortcomings  in  the  ceremonies,  the  va- 
rious members  of  Mr.  Dombey's  household  sub- 
sided into  their  several  places  in  the  domestic 
system.  That  small  world,  like  the  great  one 
out  of  doors,  had  the  capacity  of  easily  forgetting 
its  dead  ;  and  when  the  cook  had  said  she  was  a 


quiet-tempered  lady,  and  the  housekeeper  had 
said  it  was  the  common  lot,  and  the  butler  had 
said  who'd  have  thought  it?  and  the  housemaid 
had  said  she  couldn't  hardly  believe  it,  and  the 
footman  had  said  it  seemed  exactly  like  a  dream, 
they  had  quite  worn  the  subject  out,  and  began 
to  think  their  mourning  was  wearing  rusty  too. 

On  Richards,  who  was  established  up-stairs  in 
a  state  of  honourable  captivity,  the  dawn  of  her 
new  life  seemed  to  break  cold  and  grey.  Mr. 
Dombey's  house  was  a  large  one,  on  the  shady 
side  of  a  tall,  dark,  dreadfully  genteel  street  in 
the  region  between  Portland  Place  and  Bryan- 
stone  Square.  It  was  a  corner  house,  with  great 
wide  areas  containing  cellars  frowned  upon  bv 
barred  windows,  and  leered  at  by  crooked-eyed 
doors  leading  to  dust-bins.  It  was  a  house  of 
dismal  state,  with  a  circular  back  to  it,  containing 
a  whole  suite  of  drawing-rooms  looking  upon  a 
gravelled  yard,  where  two  gaunt  trees,  with 
blackened  trunks  and  branches,  rattled  rather 
than  rustled,  their  leaves  were  so  smoke-dried. 
The  summer  sun  was  never  on  the  street  but  in 
the  morning  about  breakfast-time,  when  it  came 
with  the  water-carts  and  the  old-clothes  men, 
and  the  people  with  geraniums,  and  the  umbrella- 
mender,  and  the  man  who  trilled  the  little  bell 
of  the  Dutch  clock  as  he  went  along.  It  was 
soon  gone  again,  to  return  no  more  that  day  ; 
and  the  bands  of  music  and  the  straggling 
Punch's  shows  going  after  it,  left  it  a  prey  to  the 
most  dismal  of  organs,  and  white  mice ;  with 
now  and  then  a  porcujiine,  to  vary  the  entertain- 
ments ;  until  the  butlers  whose  families  were 
dining  out  began  to  stand  at  the  house-doors  in 
the  twilight,  and  the  lamp-lighter  made  his 
nightly  failure  in  attempting  to  brighten  up  the 
street  with  gas. 

It  was  as  black  a  house  inside  as  outside. 
When  the  funeral  was  over,  Mr.  Dombey  ordered 
the  furniture  to  be  covered  up — perhaps  to  pre- 
serve it  for  the  son  with  whom  his  plans  were  all 
associated — and  the  rooms  to  be  imgarnished, 
saving  such  as  he  retained  for  himself  on  the 
ground-floor.  Accordingly,  mysterious  shapes 
were  made  of  tables  and  chairs  heaped  together 
in  the  middle  of  rooms,  and  covered  over  with 
great  winding-sheets.  Bell-handles,  window 
blinds,  and  looking-glasses  being  papered  up  in 
journals,  daily  and  weekly,  obtruded  fragment- 
ary accounts  of  deaths  and  dreadful  murders. 
Every  chandelier  or  lustre,  muffled  in  holland, 
looked  like  a  monstrous  tear  depending  from 
the  ceiling's  eye.  Odours,  as  from  vaults  and 
damp  jilaces,  came  out  of  the  chimneys.  The 
ilead-and-buried  lady  was  awful  in  a  picture- 
frame  of  ghastly  bandages.     Every  gust  of  wind 
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that  rose  brouglit  eddying  round  the  corner, 
from  the  neighbouring  mews,  some  fragments  of 
the  straw  that  had  been  strewn  before  the  house 
when  she  was  ill,  mildewed  remains  of  which 
were  still  cleaving  to  the  neighbourhood  ;  and 
these,  being  always  drawn  by  some  invisible 
attraction  to  the  threshold  of  the  dirty  house  to 
let  immediately  opposite,  addressed  a  dismal 
eloquence  to  Mr.  Dombey's  windows. 

The  apartments  which  Mr.  Dombey  reserved 
for  his  own  inhabiting  were  attainable  from  the 
hall,  and  consisted  of  a  sitting-room  ;  a  library, 
which  was,  in  fact,  a  dressing-room,  so  that  the 
smell  of  hot-pressed  paper,  vellum,  morocco, 
and  Russia  leather  contended  in  it  with  the 
smell  of  divers  pairs  of  boots ;  and  a  kind  of 
conservatory,  or  little  glass  breakfast-room  be- 
yond, commanding  a  prospect  of  the  trees  be- 
fore mentioned,  and,  generally  speaking,  of  a 
few  prowling  cats.  These  three  rooms  opened 
upon  one  another.  In  the  morning,  when  Mr. 
Dombey  was  at  his  breakfast  in  one  or  other  of 
the  two  first  mentioned  of  them,  as  well  as  in 
the  afternoon  when  he  came  home  to  dinner,  a 
bell  was  rung  for  Richards  to  repair  to  this  glass 
chamber,  and  there  walk  to  and  fro  with  her 
young  charge.  From  tl/e  glimpses  she  caught 
of  Mr.  Dombey  at  these  times,  sitting  in  the 
dark  distance,  looking  out  towards  the  infant 
from  among  the  dark  heavy  furniture — the  house 
had  been  inhabited  for  years  by  his  father,  and 
in  many  of  its  appointments  was  old-fashioned 
and  grim — she  began  to  entertain  ideas  of  him 
in  his  solitary  state,  as  if  he  were  a  lone  prisoner 
in  a  cell,  or  a  strange  apparition  that  was  not  to 
be  accosted  or  understood. 

Little  Paul  Dombey's  foster-mother  had  led 
this  life  herself,  and  had  carried  little  Paul 
through  it,  for  some  weeks;  and  had  returned 
up-stairs  one  day  from  a  melancholy  saunter 
through  the  dreary  rooms  of  state  (she  never 
went  out  without  Mrs.  Chick,  who  called  on 
fine  mornings,  usually  accompanied  by  Miss 
Tox,  to  take  her  and  Baby  for  an  airing — or,  in 
other  words,  to  march  them  gravely  up  and 
down  the  pavement  :  like  a  walking  funeral) ; 
when,  as  she  was  sitting  in  her  own  room,  the 
door  was  slowly  and  quietly  opened,  and  a  dark- 
eyed  little  girl  looked  in. 

"  It's  Miss  Florence  come  home  from  her 
aunt's,  no  doubt,"  thought  Richards,  who  had 
never  seen  the  child  before.  "  Hope  I  see  you 
well,  miss." 

"Is  that  my  brother?"  asked  the  child, 
pointing  to  the  baby. 

"  Yes,  my  pretty," answered  Richards.  "  Come 
and  kiss  him." 


But  the  child,  instead  of  advancing,  looked 
her  earnestly  in  the  face,  and  said  : 

"  What  have  you  done  with  my  mamma?" 

'•  Lord  bless  the  little  creeter  ! "  cried 
Richards,  "  what  a  sad  question  !  I  done  ? 
Nothing,  miss." 

"What  have  they  done  with  ray  mamma?" 
inquired  the  child. 

"  I  never  saw  such  a  melting  thing  in  all  my 
life  !"  said  Richards,  who  naturally  substituted 
for  this  child  one  of  her  own,  inquiring  for  her- 
self in  like  circumstances.  "  Come  nearer  here, 
my  dear  miss  !     Don't  be  afraid  of  me." 

"  I  am  not  afraid  of  you,"  said  the  child, 
drawing  nearer.  "  But  I  want  to  know  what 
they  have  done  with  my  mamma." 

"  My  darling,"  said  Richards,  "  you  wear  that 
pretty  black  frock  in  remembrance  of  your 
mamma." 

"  I  can  remember  my  mamma,"  returned  the 
child,  with  tears  springing  to  her  eyes,  "  in  anv 
frock." 

"  But  people  put  on  black  to  remembei 
people  when  they're  gone. ' 

"  Where  gone  ?"  asked  the  child. 

"  Come  and  sit  down  by  me,"  said  Richards, 
"  and  I'll  tell  you  a  story." 

With  a  quick  perception  that  it  was  intended 
to  relate  to  what  she  had  asked,  little  Florence 
laid  aside  the  bonnet  she  had  held  in  her  hand 
until  now,  and  sat  down  on  a  stool  at  the  nurse's 
feet,  looking  up  into  her  face. 

"  Once  upon  a  time,"  said  Richards,  "  there 
was  a  lady — a  very  good  lady,  and  her  little 
daughter  dearly  loved  her." 

"  A  very  good  lady,  and  her  little  daughter 
dearly  loved  her,"  repeated  the  child. 

"  Who,  when  God  thought  it  right  that  it 
should  be  so,  was  taken  ill  and  died." 

The  child  shuddered. 

"  Died,  never  to  be  seen  again  by  any  one  on 
earth,  and  was  buried  in  the  ground  where  the 
trees  grow." 

"  The  cold  ground,"  said  the  child,  shudder- 
ing again. 

"  No  !  The  warm  ground,"  returned  Polly, 
seizing  her  advantage,  "  where  the  ugly  little 
seeds  turn  into  beautiful  flowers,  and  into  grass, 
and  corn,  and  I  don't  know  what  all  besides. 
Where  good  people  turn  into  bright  angels,  and 
fly  away  to  Heaven  !  " 

The  child,  who  had  drooped  her  head,  raised 
it  again,  and  sat  looking  at  her  intently. 

"So;  let  me  see,"  said  Polly,  not  a  little 
flurried  between  this  earnest  scrutiny,  her  desire 
to  comfort  the  child,  her  sudden  success,  and 
her  very  slight  confidence  in   her  own  powers. 
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"  So,  when  this  lady  died,  wherever  they  took 
her,  or  wherever  they  put  her,  she  went  to 
God  !  and  she  prayed  to  Hiin,  this  lady  did," 
said  Polly,  aftecting  herself  beyond  measure, 
being  heartily  in  earnest,  "  to  teach  her  little 
daughter  to  be  sure  of  that  in  her  heart :  and  to 
know  that  she  was  happy  there,  and  loved  her 
still :  and  to  hope  and  try— oh,  all  her  life— to 
meet  her  there  one  day,  never,  never,  never  to 
part  any  more." 

"  It  was  my  mamma  !  "  exclaimed  the  child, 
springing  up,  and  clasping  her  round  the  neck. 

"  And  the  child's  heart,"  said  Polly,  drawing 
her  to  her  breast :  "  the  little  daughter's  heart 
was  so  full  of  the  truth  of  this,  that  even  when 
she  heard  it  from  a  strange  nurse  that  couldn't 
tell  it  right,  but  w-as  a  poor  mother  herself,  and 
that  was  all,  she  found  a  comfort  in  it — didn't 
feel  so  lonely — sobbed  and  cried  upon  her 
bosom — took  kindly  to  the  baby  lying  in  her  lap 
— and — there,  there,  there  !  "  said  Polly,  smooth- 
ing the  child's  curls,  and  dropping  tears  upon 
them.     "  There,  poor  dear  !  " 

"Oh  well.  Miss  Floy!  And  won't  your  [la 
be  angry  neither  ! "  cried  a  quick  voice  at  the 
door,  proceeding  from  a  short,  brown,  womanly 
girl  of  fourteen,  with  a  little  snub  nose  and  black 
eyes  like  jet  beads.  "  When  it  was  'tickerlerly 
given  out  that  you  wasn't  to  go  and  worrit  the 
wet-nurse." 

"  She  don't  worry  me,"  was  the  surprised  re- 
joinder of  Polly.    "  I  am  very  fond  of  children." 

"Oh  !  but  begging  your  pardon,  Mrs.  Ricliards, 
that  don't  matter  you  know,"  returned  the  black- 
eyed  girl,  who  was  so  desperately  sharp  and 
biting  that  she  seemed  to  make  one's  eyes  water. 
"  I  may  be  very  fond  of  pennywinkles,  Mrs. 
Richards,  but  it  don't  follow  that  Pm  to  have 
'em  for  tea." 

"Well,  it  don't  matter,"  said  Polly. 

"  Oh  thankee,  Mrs.  Richards,  don't  it !  "  re- 
turned the  sharp  girl.  "  Remembering,  how- 
ever, if  you'll  be  so  good,  that  Miss  Floy's  under 
my  charge,  and  Master  Paul's  under  your'n." 

"  But  still  we  needn't  quarrel,"  said  Polly. 

"  Oh  no,  Mrs.  Richards,"  rejoined  Spitfire. 
"  Not  at  all,  I  don't  wish  it,  we  needn't  stand 
upon  that  footing.  Miss  Floy  being  a  permanency, 
Master  Paul  a  temporary."  Spitfire  made  use  of 
none  but  comma  pauses ;  shooting  out  what- 
ever she  had  to  say  in  one  sentence,  and  in  one 
breath,  if  possible. 

"  Miss  Florence  has  just  come  home,  hasn't 
she  ?  "  asked  Polly. 

"Yes,  Mrs.  Richards,  just  come  home,  and 
here.  Miss  Floy,  before  you've  been  in  the  house 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  you  go  a  smearing  your 


wet  face  against  the  expensive  mourning  that 
Mrs.  Richards  is  a  wearing  for  your  ma!" 
With  this  remonstrance,  young  Spitfire,  whose 
real  name  was  Susan  Nipper,  detached  the  child 
from  her  new  friend  by  a  wrench — -as  if  she 
w-ere  a  tooth.  But  she  seemed  to  do  it  more  in 
the  excessively  sharp  exercise  of  her  official 
functions  than  with  any  deliberate  unkindness. 

"  She'll  be  quite  happy,  now  she  has  come 
home  again,"  said  Polly,  nodding  to  her  with  an 
encouraging  smile  upon  her  wholesome  face, 
"  and  will  be  so  pleased  to  see  her  dear  papa 
to-night." 

"  Lork,  Mrs.  Richards  !  "  cried  Miss  Nipper, 
taking  up  her  words  with  a  jerk.  "  Don't.  See 
her  dear  papa,  indeed !  I  should  like  to  see  her 
do  it ! " 

"  Won't  she,  then  ?  "  asked  Polly. 

"  Lork,  Mrs.  Richards,  no,  her  pa's  a  deal  too 
wrapped  up  in  somebody  else,  and  before  there 
was  a  somebody  else  to  be  wrapped  up  in  she 
never  was  a  favourite,  girls  are  thrown  away  in 
this  house,  Mrs.  Richards,  /assure  you." 

The  child  looked  quickly  from  one  rurse  to 
the  other,  as  if  she  understood  and  felt  what  was 
said. 

"  You  surprise  me  !  "  cried  Polly.  "  Hasn't 
Mr.  Dombey  seen  her  since " 

"  No,"  interrupted  Susan  Nipper.  "  Not  once 
since,  and  he  hadn't  hardly  set  his  eyes  upon 
her  before  that  for  months  and  months,  and  I 
don't  think  he'd  have  known  her  for  his  own 
child  if  he  had  met  her  in  the  streets,  or  would 
know  her  for  his  own  child  if  he  was  to  meet 
her  in  the  streets  to-morrow,  Mrs.  Richards,  as 
to  mc"  said  Spitfire  with  a  giggle,  "  I  doubt  if 
he's  aweer  of  my  existence." 

"  Pretty  dear  !  "  said  Richards  ;  meaning,  not 
Miss  Nipper,  but  the  little  Florence. 

"  Oh  !  there's  a  Tartar  witliin  a  hundred  miles 
of  where  we're  now  in  conversation,  I  can  tell 
you,  Mrs.  Richards,  present  company  always 
excepted  too,"  said  Susan  Nipper;  "wish  you 
good  morning,  Mrs.  Richards,  now  Miss  Floy, 
you  come  along  with  me,  and  don't  go  hanging 
back  like  a  naughty  wicked  child  that  judgments 
is  no  example  to,  don't." 

In  spite  of  being  thus  adjured,  and  in  spite 
also  of  some  hauling  on  the  part  of  Susan 
Nipper,  tending  towards  the  dislocation  of  her 
right  shoulder,  little  Florence  broke  away,  and 
kissed  her  new  friend  affectionately. 

"  Good-bye  !  "  said  the  child.  "  God  bless 
you  !  I  shall  come  to  see  you  again  soon,  and 
you'll  come  to  see  me?  Susan  will  let  us. 
Won't  you,  Susan  ?  " 

Si)itfire   seemed  to   be  in   the  main  a  good- 
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natured  little  body,  although  a  disciple  of  that 
school  of  trainers  of  the  young  idea  which  holds 
that  childhood,  like  money,  must  be  shaken  and 
rattled  and  jostled  about  a  good  deal  to  keep  it 
bright.  For,  being  thus  appealed  to  with  some 
endearing  gestures  and  caresses,  she  folded  her 
small  arms  and  shook  her  head,  and  conveyed 
a  relenting  expression  into  her  very  wide-open 
black  eyes. 

"  It  ain't  right  of  you  to  ask  it.  Miss  Floy,  for 
you  know  I  can't  refuse  you,  but  Mrs.  Richards 
and  me  will  see  what  can  be  done,  if  Mrs. 
Richards  likes,  I  may  wish,  you  see,  to  take  a 
voyage  to  Chaney,  Mrs.  Richards,  but  I  mayn't 
know  how  to  leave  the  London  Docks." 

Richards  assented  to  the  proposition. 

"  This  house  ain't  so  exactly  ringing  with 
merry-making,"  said  Miss  Nipper,  "  that  one 
need  be  lonelier  than  one  must  be.  Your  Toxes 
and  your  Chickses  may  draw  out  my  two  front 
double  teeth,  Mrs.  Richards,  but  that's  no  reason 
why  I  need  offer  'em  the  whole  set." 

This  proposition  was  also  assented  to  by 
Richards,  as  an  obvious  one. 

"  So  I'm  agreeable,  I'm  sure,"  said  Susan 
Nipper,  '"  to  live  friendly,  Mrs.  Richards,  while 
^Master  Paul  continues  a  permanency,  if  the  means 
can  be  planned  out  without  going  openly  against 
orders,  but  goodness  gracious  me,  Miss  Floy, 
you  haven't  got  your  things  off  yet,  you  naughty 
child,  you  haven't,  come  along." 

With  these  wOrds,  Susan  Nipper,  in  a  trans- 
port of  coercion,  made  a  charge  at  her  young 
ward,  and  swept  her  out  of  the  room. 

The  child,  in  her  grief  and  neglect,  was  so 
gentle,  so  quiet,  and  uncomplaining ;  was  pos- 
sessed of  so  much  affection  that  no  one  seemed 
to  care  to  have,  and  so  much  sorrowful  intelli- 
gence that  no  one  seemed  to  mind  or  think 
about  the  wounding  of;  that  Polly's  heart  was 
sore  when  she  was  left  alone  again.  In  the 
simple  passage  that  had  taken  place  between 
herself  and  the  motherless  little  girl,  her  own 
motherly  heart  had  been  touched  no  less  than 
the  child's ;  and  she  felt,  as  the  child  did,  that 
there  was  something  of  confidence  and  interest 
between  them  from  that  moment. 

Notwithstanding  Mr.  Toodle's  great  reliance 
on  Polly,  she  was  perhaps,  in  point  of  artificial 
accomplishments,  very  little  his  superior.  But 
she  was  a  good  plain  sample  of  a  nature  that  is 
ever,  in  the  mass,  better,  truer,  higher,  nobler, 
quicker  to  feel,  and  much  more  constant  to 
retain,  all  tenderness  and  pity,  self-denial  and 
devotion,  than  the  nature  of  men.  And,  per- 
haps, unlearned  as  she  was,  she  could  have 
brought   a   dawning   knowledge   home   to    ?ilr. 


Dotnbey  at   that  early  day,  which  would  not 
then  have  struck  him  in  the  end  like  lightning. 

But  this  is  from  the  purpose.  Polly  only 
thought,  at  that  time,  of  improving  on  her  suc- 
cessful propitiation  of  Miss  Nipper,  and  devising 
some  means  of  having  little  Florence  beside  her 
lawfully,  and  without  rebellion.  An  opening 
happened  to  present  itself  that  very  night. 

She  had  been  rung  down  into  the  glass  room 
as  usual,  and  had  walked  about  and  about  it  a 
long  time,  with  the  baby  in  her  arms,  when,  to 
her  great  surprise  and  dismay,  Mr.  Dombey 
came  out  suddenly,  and  stopped  before  her. 

"  Good  evening,  Richards." 

Just  the  same  austere,  stiff  gentleman  as  he 
had  appeared  to  her  on  that  first  day.  Such  a 
hard-looking  gentleman,  that  she  involuntarily 
dropped  her  eyes  and  her  curtsy  at  the  same 
time. 

"  How  is  Master  Paul,  Richards  ?  " 

"  Quite  thriving,  sir,  and  well." 

"  He  looks  so,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  glancing 
with  great  interest  at  the  tiny  face  she  uncovered 
for  his  observation,  and  yet  affecting  to  be  half 
careless  of  it.  "  They  give  j-ou  everything  you 
want,  I  hope  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  thank  you,  sir." 

She  suddenly  appended  such  an  obvious  hesi- 
tation to  this  reply,  however,  that  Mr.  Dombe}', 
who  had  turned  away,  stopped,  and  turned 
round  again,  inquiringly. 

"  I  believe  nothing  is  so  good  for  making 
children  lively  and  cheerful,  sir,  as  seeing  other 
children  playing  about  'em,"  observed  Polly, 
taking  courage. 

"  I  think  I  mentioned  to  you,  Richards,  when 
you  came  here,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  with  a  frown, 
"  that  I  wished  you  to  see  as  little  of  your  family 
as  possible.  You  can  continue  your  walk  if  you 
please." 

With  that  he  disappeared  into  his  inner  room  ; 
and  Polly  had  the  satisfaction  of  feeling  that  he 
had  thoroughly  misunderstood  her  object,  and 
that  she  had  fallen  into  disgrace  without  the 
least  advancement  of  her  purpose. 

Next  night  she  found  him  walking  about  the 
conservatory  when  she  came  down.  As  she 
stopped  at  the  door,  checked  by  this  unusual 
sight,  and  uncertain  whether  to  advance  or  re- 
treat, he  called  her  in. 

"  If  you  really  think  that  sort  of  society  is 
good  for  the  child,"  he  said  sharply,  as  if  there 
had  been  no  interval  since  she  proposed  it, 
"  Where's  Miss  Florence  ?' 

"  Nothing  could  be  better  than  Miss  Florence, 
sir,"  said  Polly  eagerly,  "but  I  understood  from 
her  little  maid  that  they  were  not  to " 
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Mr.  Dombey  rang  the  bell,  and  walked  till  it 
was  answered. 

"  Tell  them  always  to  let  Miss  Florence  be 
with  Richards  when  she  chooses,  and  go  out 
with  her,  and  so  forth.  Tell  them  to  let  the 
children  be  together  when  Richards  wishes  it." 

The  iron  was  now  hot,  and  Richards  striking 
on  it  boldly — it  was  a  good  cause,  and  she  was 
bold  in  it,  though  instinctively  afraid  of  Mr. 
Dombey — requested  that  Miss  Florence  might 
be  sent  down  then  and  there,  to  make  friends 
with  her  little  brother. 

She  feigned  to  be  dandling  the  child  as  the 
servant  retired  on  this  errand,  but  she  thought 
she  saw  that  Mr.  Dombey's  colour  changed  ; 
that  the  expression  of  his  face  quite  altered  ; 
that  he  turned  hurriedly,  as  if  to  gainsay  what 
he  had  said,  or  she  had  said,  or  both,  and  was 
only  deterred  by  very  shame. 

And  she  was  right.  The  last  time  he  had 
seen  his  slighted  child,  there  had  been  that  in 
the  sad  embrace  between  her  and  her  dying 
mother  which  was  at  once  a  revelation  and  a 
reproach  to  him.  Let  him  be  absorbed  as  he 
would  in  the  Son  on  whom  he  built  such  high 
hopes,  he  could  not  forget  that  closing  scenQ. 
He  could  not  forget  that  he  had  had  no  .part  in 
it.  That,  at  the  bottom  of  its  clear  depths  of 
tenderness  and  truth,  lay  those  two  figures 
clasped  in  each  other's  arms,  while  he  stood  on 
the  bank  above  them,  looking  down  a  mere 
spectator — not  a  sharer  with  them — quite  shut 
out. 

Unable  to  exclude  these  things  from  his  re- 
membrance, or  to  keep  his  mind  free  from  such 
imperfect  shapes  of  the  meaning  with  which  they 
were  fraught  as  were  able  to  make  themselves 
visible  to  him  through  the  mist  of  his  pride,  his 
previous  feelings  of  indifference  towards  little 
Florence  changed  into  an  uneasiness  of  an  ex- 
traordinary kind.  He  almost  felt  as  if  she 
watched  and  distrusted  him.  As  if  she  held 
the  clue  to  something  secret  ia  his  breast,  of  the 
nature  of  which  he  was  hardly  informed  himself. 
As  if  she  had  an  innate  knowledge  of  one  jarring 
and  discordant  string  within  him,  and  her  very 
breath  could  sound  it. 

His  feeling  about  the  child  had  been  negative 
from  her  birth.  He  had  never  conceived  an 
aversion  to  her;  it  had  not  been  worth  his  while 
or  in  his  humour.  She  had  never  been  a  posi- 
tively disagreeable  object  to  him.  But  now  he 
was  ill  at  ease  about  her.  She  troubled  his 
peace.  He  would  have  preferred  to  put  her 
idea  aside  altogether,  if  he  had  known  how. 
Perhaps — who  shall  decide  on  such  mysteries  ? 
— he  was  afraid  that  he  inictht  come  to  hate  her. 


When  little  Florence  timidly  presented  her- 
self, Mr.  Dombey  stopped  in  his  pacing  up  and 
down,  and  looked  towards  her.  Had  he  looked 
with  greater  interest,  and  with  a  father's  eye,  he 
might  have  read  in  her  keen  glance  the  impulses 
and  fears  that  made  her  waver ;  the  passionate 
desire  to  run  clinging  to  him,  crying,  as  she  hid 
her  face  in  his  embrace,  '•  Oh,  father,  try  to  love 
me  !  there's  no  one  else  !"  the  dread  of  a  re- 
pulse ;  the  fear  of  being  too  bold,  and  of  oftend- 
ing  him ;  the  pitiable  need  in  which  she  stood 
of  some  assurance  and  encouragement ;  and 
how  her  overcharged  young  heart  was  wandering 
to  find  some  natural  resting-place  for  its  sorrow 
and  affection. 

But  he  saw  nothing  of  this.  He  saw  her 
pause  irresolutely  at  the  door,  and  look  towards 
him  ;  and  he  saw  no  more. 

"  Come  in,"  he  said,  "  come  in  ;  what  is  the 
child  afraid  of?" 

She  came  in  ;  and,  after  glancing  round  her 
for  a  moment  with  an  uncertain  air,  stood  press- 
ing her  small  hands  hard  together,  close  within 
the  door. 

"  Come  here,  Florence,"  said  her  father  coldl)-. 
"  Do  you  know  who  I  am  ?  " 

"  Yes,  papa." 

"  Have  you  nothing  to  say  to  me?" 

The  tears  that  stood  in  her  eyes,  as  she  raised 
them  quickly  to  his  face,  were  frozen  by  the 
expression  it  wore.  She  looked  down  again, 
and  put  out  her  trembling  hand. 

Mr.  Dombey  took  it  loosely  in  his  own,  and 
stood  looking  down  upon  her  for  a  moment  as 
if  he  knew  as  little  as  the  child  what  to  say 
or  do. 

"  There !  Be  a  good  girl,"  he  said,  patting 
her  on  the  head,  and  regarding  her  as  it  were 
by  stealth  with  a  disturbed  and  doubtful  look. 
"  Go  to  Richards  !     Go  !  " 

His  little  daughter  hesitated  for  another  in- 
stant, as  though  she  would  have  clung  about 
him  still,  or  had  some  lingering  hope  that  he 
might  raise  her  in  his  arms  and  kiss  her.  She 
looked  up  in  his  face  once  more.  He  tlwught 
how  like  her  expression  was  then  to  what  it  had 
been  when  she  looked  round  at  the  doctor — • 
that  night — and  instinctively  dropped  her  hand 
and  turned  away. 

It  was  not  difficult  to  perceive  that  Florence 
was  at  a  great  disadvantage  in  her  father's  pre- 
sence. It  was  not  only  a  constraint  upon  the 
child's  mind,  but  even  upon  the  natural  grace 
and  freedom  of  her  actions.  Still  Polly  perse- 
vered with  all  the  better  heart  for  seeing  this  ; 
and,  judging  of  Mr.  Dombey  by  herself,  had  great 
confidence   in    the  mute  appeal  of  poor  little 
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Florence's  mourning  dress.  "  It's  hard  indeed," 
thought  Polly,  "if  he  takes  only  to  one  Httle 
motherless  child,  when  he  has  another,  and  that 
a  girl,  before  his  eyes." 

So,  Polly  kept  her  before  his  eyes  as  long  as 
she  could,  and  managed  so  well  with  little  Paul 


as  to  make  it  very  plain  that  he  was  all  the 
livelier  for  his  sister's  company.  When  it  was 
time  to  withdraw  up-stairs  again,  she  would  have 
sent  Florence  into  the  inner  room  to  say  good 
night  to  her  father,  but  the  child  was  timid 
and  drew  back;  and  when  she  urged  her  again, 


'  !    MAY    liF,   VERY   FOND  OF   PENNYWINKLES,    MRS.    RICHARDS,    UUT   IT    DOn'T   FOLLOW  TH.\T   I'M    TO    HAVE    'EM 

FOR  TEA." 


said,  spreading  her  hands  before  her  eyes,  as 
if  to  shut  out  her  own  unworthiness,  "  Oh 
no,  no !  He  don't  want  me.  He  don't  want 
me!" 

The  little  altercation  between  them  had  at- 
tracted the  notice  of  Mr.  Dombey,  who  inquired. 


from  the  table  where  he  was  sitting  at  his  wine, 
what  the  matter  was. 

"  Miss  Florence  was  afraid  of  interrupting, 
sir,  if  she  came  in  to  say  good  night,"  said 
Richards. 

"  It  doesn't  matter,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey. 
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"  You  can  let  her  come  and  go  without  regard- 
ing me." 

Tlie  child  shrunk  as  she  listened — and  was 
gone  before  her  humble  friend  looked  round 
again. 

However,  Polly  triumphed  not  a  little  in  the 
success  of  her  well-intentioned  scheme,  and  in  the 
address  with  which  she  had  brought  it  to  bear : 
whereof  she  made  a  full  di.sclosure  to  Spitfire 
when  she  was  once  more  safely  entrenched  up- 
stairs. Miss  Nipper  received  that  proof  of  her 
confidence,  as  well  as  the  prospect  of  their  free 
association  for  the  future,  rather  coldly,  and  was 
anything  but  enthusiastic  in  her  demonstrations 
of  joy. 

"  I  thought  you  would  have  been  pleased," 
said  Polly. 

"  Oh  yes,  Mrs.  Richards,  I'm  very  well  pleased, 
thank  you,"  returned  Susan,  who  had  suddenly 
become  so  very  upright  that  she  seemed  to  have 
put  an  additional  bone  in  her  stays. 

"  You  don't  show  it,"  said  Polly. 

"  Oh  !  Being  only  a  permanency  I  couldn't 
be  e.xpected  to  show  it  like  a  temporary,"  said 
Susan  Nipper.  "Temporaries  carries  it  all  be- 
fore 'em  here,  I  find,  but  though  there's  a  excel- 
lent party-wall  between  this  house  and  the  next, 
I  mayn't  exactly  like  to  go  to  it,  Mrs.  Richards, 
notwithstanding  ! " 


CHAPTER  IV. 

IN     WHICH     SOME    MORE      FIRST     APPEARANCES     ARE 
MADE   ON   THE   STAGE   OF  THESE  ADVENTURES. 

.HOUGH  the  offices  of  Dombey  and 
Son  were  within  the  liberties  of  the 
city  of  London,  and  within  hearing 
of  Bow  Bells,  when  their  clashing 
voices  were  not  drowned  by  the  up- 
roar in  the  streets,  yet  were  there  hints  of 
adventurous  and  romantic  story  to  be  ob- 
served in  some  of  the  adjacent  objects. 
Gog  and  Magog  held  their  state  within  ten 
minutes'  walk  ;  the  Royal  Exchange  was  close 
at  hand  ;  the  Bank  of  England,  with  its  vaults 
of  gold  and  silver  '•  down  among  the  dead  men  " 
underground,  was  their  magnificent  neighbour. 
Just  round  the  corner  stood  the  rich  East  India 
House,  teeming  with  suggestions  of  precious 
stufts  and  stones,  tigers,  elephants,  howdahs, 
hookahs,  umbrellas,  palm-trees,  palanquins,  and 
gorgeous  princes  of  a  brown  complexion  sitting 
on  carpets,  with  their  slippers  very  much  turned 
up  at  the  toes.  Anywhere  in  the  immediate 
vicinity  there  might  be  seen  pictures  of  ships 
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speeding  away  full  sail  to  all  parts  of  the  world ; 

outfitting  warehouses  ready  to  pack  off  anybody 
anywhere,  fully  equipped,  in  half  an  hour  :  and 
little  timber  midshipmen  in  obsolete  naval  uni 
forms,  eternally  employed  outside  the  shop-doors 
of  nautical  instrument-makers  in  taking  observa- 
tions of  the  hackney  coaches. 

Sole  master  and  proprietor  of  one  of  these 
effigies — of  that  which  might  be  called,  fami- 
liarly, the  woodenest — of  that  which  thrust  itself 
out  above  the  pavement,  right  leg  foremost,  with 
a  suavity  the  least  endurable,  and  had  the  shoe 
buckles  and  flapped  waistcoat  the  least  recon- 
cilable to  human  reason,  and  bore  at  its  right 
eye  the  most  offensively  disproportionate  piece 
of  machinery — sole  master  and  proprietor  of 
that  midshipman,  and  proud  of  him  too,  an 
elderly  gentleman  in  a  Welsh  wig  had  paid 
house  rent,  taxes,  and  dues,  for  more  years  than 
many  a  full-grown  midshipman  of  flesh  and 
blood  has  numbered  in  his  life ;  and  midship- 
men who  have  attained  a  pretty  green  old  age 
have  not  been  wanting  in  the  English  navy. 

The  stock-in-trade  of  this  old  gentleman  com- 
prised chronometers,  barometers,  telescopes, 
compasses,  charts,  maps,  sextants,  quadrants, 
and  specimens  of  every  kind  of  instrument  used 
in  the  working  of  a  ship's  course,  or  the  keeping 
of  a  ship's  reckoning,  or  the  prosecuting  of  a 
ship's  discoveries.  Objects  in  brass  and  glass 
were  in  his  drawers  and  on  his  shelves,  which 
none  but  the  initiated  could  have  found  the  top 
of,  or  guessed  the  use  of,  or,  having  once  exa- 
mined, could  have  ever  got  back  again  into  their 
mahogany  nests  without  assistance.  Everything 
was  jammed  into  the  tightest  cases,  fitted  into 
the  narrowest  corners,  fenced  up  behind  the 
most  impertinent  cushions,  and  screwed  into  the 
acutest  angles,  to  prevent  its  philosophical  com- 
posure from  being  disturbed  by  the  rolling  of 
the  sea.  Such  extraordinary  precautions  were 
taken  in  every  instance  to  save  room,  and  keep 
the  thing  compact ;  and  so  much  practical  navi- 
gation was  fitted,  and  cushioned,  and  screwed 
into  every  box  (whether  the  box  was  a  mere 
slab,  as  some  were,  or  something  between  a 
cocked-hat  and  a  star-fish,  as  others  were,  and 
those  quite  mild  and  modest  boxes  as  compared 
with  others)  ;  that  the  shop  itself,  partaking  of 
the  general  infection,  seemed  almost  to  become 
a  snug,  sea-going,  ship-shape  concern,  wanting 
only  good  sea-room,  in  the  event  of  an  unex- 
pected launch,  to  work  its  way  securely  to  any 
desert  island  in  the  world. 

.  Many  minor  incidents  in  the  household  life  of 
the  Ships'  Instrument-maker,  who  was  proud  of 
his  little  midshipman,  assisted  and  bore  out  this 
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fancy.  His  acquaintance  lying  chiefly  among 
ship-chandlers  and  so  forth,  he  had  always  plenty 
of  the  veritable  ships'  biscuit  on  his  table.  It 
was  familiar  with  dried  meats  and  tongues,  pos- 
sessing an  extraordinary  flavour  of  rope  yarn. 
Pickles  were  produced  upon  it,  in  great  whole- 
sale jars,  with  "  dealer  in  all  kinds  of  Ships' 
Provisions  "  on  the  label ;  spirits  were  set  forth 
in  case-bottles  with  no  throats.  Old  prints  of 
ships,  with  alphabetical  references  to  their  various 
mysteries,  hung  in  frames  upon  the  walls ;  the 
Tartar  Frigate  under  way  was  on  the  plates ; 
outlandish  shells,  seaweeds,  and  mosses  deco- 
rated the  chimney-piece ;  the  little  wainscoted 
back-parlour  was  lighted  by  a  sk\'-light,  like  a 
cabin. 

Here  he  lived,  too,  in  skipper-like  state,  all 
alone  w'ith  his  nephew  Walter  :  a  boy  of  four- 
teen, who  looked  quite  enough  like  a  midship- 
man to  carry  out  the  prevailing  idea.  But  there 
it  ended,  for  Solomon  Gills  himself  (more  gene- 
rally called  Old  Sol)  was  far  from  having  a  mari- 
time appearance.  To  say  nothing  of  his  Welsh 
wig,  which  «as  as  plain  and  stubborn  a  Welsh 
wig  as  ever  was  worn,  and  in  which  he  looked 
like  anything  but  a  Rover,  he  was  a  slow,  quiet- 
spoken,  thoughtful  old  fellow,  with  eyes  as  red 
as  if  they  had  been  small  suns  looking  at  you 
through  a  fog  ;  and  a  newly-awakened  manner, 
such  as  he  might  have  acquired  by  having  staretl 
for  three  or  four  days  successively  through  every 
optical  instrument  in  his  shop,  and  sudtlenly 
came  back  to  the  world  again,  to  find  it  green. 
The  only  change  ever  known  in  his  outward 
man  was  from  a  complete  suit  of  coffee-colour 
cut  very  square,  and  ornamented  with  glaring 
buttons,  to  the  same  suit  of  coflfee-colour  minus 
the  ine.xpressibles,  which  were  then  of  a  pale 
nankeen.  He  wore  a  very  precise  shirt-frill,  and 
carried  a  pair  of  first-rate  spectacles  on  his  fore- 
head, and  a  tremendous  chronometer  in  his  fob, 
rather  than  doubt  which  precious  possession,  he 
would  have  believed  in  a  conspiracy  against  it 
on  the  part  of  all  the  clocks  and  watches  in  the 
City,  and  even  of  the  very  Sun  itself.  Such  as 
he  was,  such  he  had  been  in  the  shop  and  par- 
lour behind  the  little  midshipman  for  years  upon 
years;  going  regularly  aloft  to  bed  every  night 
in  a  howling  garret  remote  from  the  lodgers, 
where,  when  gentlemen  of  England  who  lived 
below  at  ease  had  little  or  no  idea  of  the  state  of 
tlie  weather,  it  often  blew  great  guns. 

It  is  half-past  five  o'clock,  and  an  autumn 
afternoon,  when  the  reader  and  Solomon  Gills 
become  acquainted.  Solomon  Gills  is  in  the  act 
of  seeing  what  time  it  is  by  the  unimpeachable 
chronometer.      The  usual  daily  clearance   has 


been  making  in  the  City  for  an  hour  or  more  ; 
and  the  human  tide  is  still  rolling  westward. 
"  The  streets  have  thinned,"  as  Mr.  Gills  says, 
"  very  much."  It  threatens  to  be  wet  to-night. 
All  the  weather-glasses  in  the  shop  are  in  low 
spirits,  and  the  rain  already  shines  upon  the 
cocked-hat  of  the  AVooden  Midshipman. 

'■  Where's  Walter,  I  wonder  ?  "  said  Solomon 
Gills,  after  he  had  carefully  put  up  the  chrono- 
meter again.     "  Here's   dinner  been  ready  half 
an  hour,  and  no  A\'alter  I  " 

Turning  round  upon  his  stool  behind  the 
counter,  Mr.  Gills  locked  out  among  the  instru- 
ments in  the  window,  to  see  if  his  nephew  might 
be  crossing  the  road.  No.  He  was  not  among 
the  bobbing  umbrellas,  and  he  certainly  was  not 
the  newspajjer  boy  in  the  oil-skin  cap  who  was 
slowly  working  his  way  along  the  piece  of  brass 
outside,  writing  his  name  over  Mr.  Gills's  name 
with  his  forefinger. 

"If  I  didn't  know  he  was  too  fond  of  me  to  make 
a  run  of  it,  and  go  and  enter  himself  aboard  ship 
against  my  wishes,  I  should  begin  to  be  fidgety," 
said  Mr.  Gills,  tapping  two  or  three  weather- 
glasses with  his  knuckles.  "  I  really  should. 
All  in  the  Downs,  eh  ?  Lots  of  moisture  !  Well .' 
it's  wanted." 

"I  believe,"  said  Wx.  Gills,  blowing  the  dust 
off  the  glass  top  of  a  compass  case,  "  that  you 
don't  point  more  direct  and  due  to  the  back-j)ar- 
lour  than  the  boy's  inclination  does,  after  all.  And 
the  parlour  couldn't  bear  straighter  either.  Due 
north.  Not  the  twentieth  p.art  of  a  point  either 
way." 

"  Halloa,  Uncle  Sol  !  " 

"Halloa,  my  boy!"  cried  the  instrument- 
maker,  turning  briskly  round.  '"  What  !  you  are 
here,  are  you  ?  " 

A  cheerful-looking,  merry  boy,  fresh  with 
running  home  in  the  rain ;  fair-faced,  bright- 
e_\-ed,  and  curly-haired. 

"  Well,  uncle,  how  have  you  got  on  w-ithout 
me  all  day  ?    Is  dinner  ready  ?    I'm  so  hungry." 

"  As  to  getting  on,"  said  Solomon,  good- 
naturedly,  '•  it  would  be  odd  if  I  couldn't  get  on 
without  a  young  dog  like  you  a  great  deal  better 
than  with  you.  As  to  dinner  being  ready,  it's 
been  ready  this  half-hour,  and  waiting  for  you. 
As  to  being  hungry,  /  am  !  " 

"  Come  along,  then,  uncle  !  "  cried  the  boy. 
"  Hurrah  for  the  admiral  !  " 

"  Confound  the  admiral !  "  returned  Solomon 
Gills.     "  You  mean  the  Lord  Mayor." 

"  No,  I  don't  !  "  cried  the  boy.  "  Hurrah  for 
the  admiral  !  Hurrah  for  the  admiral  !  For — 
ward  ! " 

.\t    this    word    of  command    the    Welsh   wig 
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and  its  wearer  were  borne  without  resistance  into 
the  back-parlour,  as  at  the  head  of  a  boarding 
party  of  five  hundred  men  ;  and  Uncle  Sol  and 
his  nephew  were  speedily  engaged  on  a  fried 
sole,  with  a  prospect  of  steak  to  follow. 

"The  Lord  Mayor,  Wally,"  said  Solomon, 
"  for  ever !  No  more  admirals.  The  Lord 
y\.st.yox''s,  your  admiral." 

"  Oh,  is  he,  though  ?"  said  the  bo)',  shaking 
his  head.  "  Why,  the  Sword  Bearer's  better 
than  him.     He  draws  his  sword  sometimes." 

"  And  a  pretty  figure  he  cuts  with  it  for  his 
pains,"  returned  the  uncle.  "  Listen  to  me, 
Wally,  listen  to  me.    Look  on  the  mantel-shelf." 

"  Why,  who  has  codced  my  silver  mug  up 
th'^re  on  a  nail  ?  "  exclaimed  the  boy. 

'•  I  have,"  said  his  uncle.  "  No  more  mugs 
now.  We  must  bejjiu  to  drink  out  of  glasses 
to-day,  Walter.  AVo  aro  men  of  business.  We 
belong  to  the  Cily.  We  started  in  life  this 
morning." 

"  Well,  uncle,"  said  the  boy,  "  I'll  drink  out 
of  anytMng  you  like,  so  long  as  I  can  drink  to 
you.  Here's  to  you.  Uncle  Sol,  and  hurrah  iox 
the " 

"  Lord  Mayor,"  interrupted  the  old  man. 

"  For  the  Lord  Mayor,  Sheriffs,  Common 
Council,  and  Livery,"  said  the  boy.  "  Long 
life  to  'em  ! '' 

The  uncle  nodded  his  head  with  great  satis- 
faction. "  And  now,"  he  said, '"  let's  hear  some- 
thing about  the  Firm." 

"  Oh  !  there's  not  much  to  be  told  about  the 
Firm,  uncle,"  said  the  bo)',  plying  his  knife 
and  fork.  "  It's  a  precious  dark  set  of  offices, 
and  in  the  room  where  I  sit  there's  a  high  fen- 
der, and  an  iron  safe,  and  some  cards  about 
ships  that  are  going  to  sail,  and  an  almanac,  and 
some  desks  and  stools,  and  an  ink-bottle,  and 
some  boolos,  and  some  boxes,  and  a  lot  of  cob- 
webs, and  in  one  of  'em,  just  over  my  head,  a 
shrivelled-up  blue-bottle  that  looks  as  if  it  had 
hung  there  ever  so  long." 

"  Nothing  else?  "  said  the  uncle. 

"  No,  nothing  else,  except  an  old  bird-cage 
(I  wonder  how  that  ever  came  there  !)  and  a 
coal-scuttle." 

"  No  bankers'  books,  or  cheque  books,  or 
bills,  or  such  tokens  of  wealth  rolling  in  from 
day  to  day?"  said  old  Sol,  looking  wistfully  at 
his  nephew  out  of  the  fog  that  always  seemed 
to  hang  about  him,  and  laying  an  unctuous  em- 
phasis upon  the  words. 

"  Oh  yes,  plenty  of  that,  I  suppose,"  returned 
his  nephew  carelessly ;  "  but  all  that  sort  of 
thing's  in  Mr.  Carker's  room,  or  Mr.  Morfin's,  or 
Mr.  Dombey's." 


"Has  Mr.  Dombey  been  thereto-day?"  in- 
quired the  uncle. 

''■  O  1  yes  !     In  and  out  all  day." 

"  He  didn't  take  any  notice  of  you,  I  sup- 
pose ?  " 

"  Yes,  he  did.  He  walked  up  to  my  seat — 
I  wish  he  wasn't  so  solemn  and  stiff,  uncle — and 
said,  '  Oh  !  you  are  the  son  of  Mr.  Gills,  the 
Ships'  Instrument-maker.'  '  Nephew,  sir,'  I 
said.  '  I  said  nephew,  boy,'  said  he.  But  I 
could  take  my  oath  he  said  son,  uncle." 

"You're  mistaken  I  dare  say.  It's  no  mat- 
ter." 

"  No,  it's  no  matter,  but  he  needn't  have  been 
so  sharp,  I  thought.  There  was  no  harm  in  it, 
though  he  did  say  son.  Then  he  told  me  that 
you  had  spoken  to  him  about  me,  and  that  he 
had  found  me  employment  in  the  House  ac- 
cordingly, and  that  I  was  expected  to  be  atten- 
tive and  punctual,  and  then  he  went  away.  I 
thought  he  didn't  seem  to  like  me  much." 

"  You  mean,  I  suppose,"  observed  the  instru- 
ment-maker, "  that  you  didn't  seem  to  like  him 
much." 

"  Well,  uncle,"  returned  the  boy,  laughing, 
"  perhaps  so  ;  I  never  thought  of  that." 

Solomon  looked  a  little  graver  as  he  finished 
his  dinner,  and  glanced  from  time  to  time  at  the 
boy's  bright  face.  When  dinner  was  done,  and 
the  cloth  was  cleared  away  (the  entertainment 
had  been  brought  from  a  neighbouring  eating- 
house),  he  lighted  a  candle,  and  went  down  be- 
low into  a  little  cellar,  while  his  nephew,  stand- 
ing on  the  mouldy  staircase,  dutifully  held  the 
light.  After  a  moment's  groping  here  and  there, 
he  presently  returned  with  a  very  ancient-look- 
ing bottle,  covered  with  dust  and  dirt. 

"  Why,  Uncle  Sol !  "  said  the  boy,  "  what  are 
you  about?  That's  the  wonderful  madeira! — 
there's  only  one  more  bottle  !  " 

Uncle  Sol  nodded  his  head,  implying  that  lie 
knew  very  well  what  he  was  about ;  and  haA'ing 
drawn  the  cork  in  solemn  silence,  filled  two 
glasses,  and  set  the  bottle  and  a  third  clean 
glass  on  the  table. 

"  You  shall  drink  the  other  bottle,  V/illy," 
he  said,  "  when  you  come  to  good  for- 
tune ;  when  you  are  a  thriving,  respected, 
happy  man  ;  when  the  start  in  life  you  have 
made  to-day  shall  have  brought  you — as  I  pray 
Heaven  it  may  I — to  a  smooth  ])art  of  the 
couEse  you  have  to  run,  my  child.  Mv  love  to 
you  !  " 

Some  of  the  fog  that  hung  about  old  Sol 
seemed  to  have  got  into  his  throat ;  for  he  spoke 
huskily.  His  hand  shook,  too,  as  he  clinked 
his   glass    against   his    nepliew's.     But,    having 
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once  got  the  wine  to  his  lips,  he  tossed  it  off 
like  a  man,  and  smacked  them  afterwards. 

"  Dear  uncle,"  said  the  boy,  affecting  to  make 
light  of  it,  while  the  tears  stood  in  his  eyes, 
"  for  the  honour  you  have  done  me,  et  cetera, 
et  cetera.  I  shall  now  beg  to  propose  Mr. 
Solomon  Gills,  with  three  times  three  and  one 
cheer  more.  Hurrah  !  and  you'll  return  thanks, 
uncle,  when  we  drink  the  last  bottle  together; 
won't  you  ?  " 

They  clinked  their  glasses  again  ;  and  Walter, 
who  was  hoarding  his  wine,  took  a  sip  of  it,  and 
held  the  glass  up  to  his  eye  with  as  critical  an 
air  as  he  could  possibly  assume. 

His  uncle  sat  looking  at  him  for  some  time  in 
silence.  When  their  eyes  at  last  met,  he  began 
at  once  to  ])ursue  the  theme  that  had  occupied 
his  thoughts  aloud,  as  if  he  had  been  speaking 
all  the  while. 

"You  see,  Walter,"  he  said,  "in  truth,  this 
business  is  merely  a  habit  with  me.  I  am  so 
accustomed  to  the  habit  that  I  could  hardly 
live  if  I  rehnquished  it :  but  there's  nothing 
doing,  nothing  doing.  When  that  uniform  was 
worn,"  pointing  out  towards  the  little  midship- 
man, "  then  indeed  fortunes  were  to  be  made, 
and  were  made.  But  competition,  competition 
— new  invention,  new  invention — alteration, 
alteration — the  world's  gone  past  me.  I  hardly 
know  where  I  am  myself;  much  less  where  my 
customers  are." 

"  Never  mind  'em,  uncle  1 " 

"Since  you  came  home  from  weekly  board- 
ing-school at  Peckham,  for  instance — and  that's 
ten  days,"  said  Solomon — "  I  don't  remember 
more  than  one  person  that  has  come  into  the 
shop." 

"  Two,  uncle,  don't  you  recollect  ?  There 
was  the  man  who  came  to  ask  for  change  for  a 
sovereign " 

"  That's  the  one,"  said  Solomon. 

"  Why,  uncle  !  don't  you  call  the  woman 
anybody,  who  came  to  ask  the  way  to  Mile-end 
Turnpike  ?" 

"  Oh  !  it's  true,"  said  Solomon,  "  I  forgot 
her.     Two  persons." 

"To  be  sure  they  didn't  buy  anything,"  cried 
the  boy. 

"  No.  They  didn't  buy  anything,"  said  Solo- 
mon quietly. 

"  Nor  want  anything,"  cried  the  boy. 

"  No.  If  they  had,  they'd  gone  to  another 
shop,"  said  Solomon  in  the  same  tone. 

"  But  there  were  two  of  'em,  uncle,"  cried  the 
boy,  as  if  that  were  a  great  triumph.  "  You  said 
only  one." 

"  Well,  Wally,"  resumed  the  old  man  after  a 


short  pause  :  "  not  being  like  the  savages  who 
came  on  Robinson  Crusoe's  island,  we  can't 
live  on  a  man  who  asks  for  change  for  a  sove- 
reign, and  a  woman  who  inquires  the  way  to 
Mile-end  Turnpike.  As  I  said  just  now,  the 
world  has  gone  past  me.  I  don't  blame  it ;  but 
I  no  longer  understand  it.  Tradesmen  are  not 
the  same  as  they  used  to  be,  apprentices  are 
not  the  same,  business  is  not  the  same,  business 
commodities  are  not  the  same.  Seven-eighths 
of  my  stock  is  old-fashioned.  I  am  an  old- 
fashioned  man  in  an  old-fashioned  shop,  in  a 
street  that  is  not  the  same  as  I  remember  it. 
I  have  fallen  behind  the  time,  and  am  too  old  to 
catch  it  again.  Even  the  noise  it  makes  a  long 
way  ahead  confuses  me." 

Walter  was  going  to  speak,  but  his  uncle  held 
up  his  hand. 

"  Therefore,  Wally — therefore  it  is  that  I  am 
anxious  you  should  be  early  in  the  busy  world, 
and  on  the  world's  track.  I  am  only  the  ghost 
of  this  business — its  substance  vanished  long 
ago  :  and,  when  I  die,  its  ghost  will  be  laid. 
As  it  is  clearly  no  inheritance  for  you,  then,  I 
have  thought  it  best  to  use,  for  your  advantage, 
almost  the  only  fragment  of  the  old  connection 
that  stands  by  me,  through  long  habit.  Some 
people  suppose  me  to  be  wealthy.  I  wish,  for 
your  sake,  they  were  right.  But  whatever  I 
leave  behind  me,  or  whatever  I  can  give  you, 
you,  in  such  a  house  as  Dombey's,  are  in  the 
road  to  use  well  and  make  the  most  of.  Be 
diligent,  try  to  like  it,  my  dear  boy,  work  for  a 
steady  independence,  and  be  happy  !  " 

"  I'll  do  everything  I  can,  uncle,  to  deserve 
your  affection.  Indeed  I  will,"  said  the  boy 
earnestly. 

"  I  know  it, '  said  Solomon.  "  I  am  sure  of 
it ; "  and  he  applied  himself  to  a  second  glass 
of  the  old  madeira  with  increased  relish.  "  As 
to  the  sea,"  he  pursued,  "  that's  well  enough  in 
fiction,  Wally,  but  it  won't  do  in  fact  :  it  won't 
do  at  all.  It's  natural  enough  that  you  should 
think  about  it,  associating  it  with  all  these 
familiar  things ;  but  it  won't  do,  it  won't  do." 

Solomon  Gills  rubbed  his  hands  with  an  air 
of  stealthy  enjoyment  as  he  talked  of  the  sea, 
though  ;  and  looked  on  the  seafaring  objects 
about  him  with  inexpressible  complacency. 

"  Think  of  this  wine,  for  instance,"  said  old 
Sol,  "which  has  been  to  the  East  Indies  and 
back,  I'm  not  able  to  say  how  often,  and  has 
been  once  round  the  world.  Think  of  the  pitch- 
dark  nights,  the  roaring  winds,  and  rolling 
seas " 

"  The  thunder,  lightning,  rain,  hail,  storms  of 
all  kinds,"  said  the  boy. 


CAPTAIN  CUTTLE. 


"  To  be  sure,"  said  Solomon. — "  that  this  wine 
has  passed  through.  Think  what  a  straining 
and  creaking  of  timbers  and  masts :  what  a 
whistHng  and  howhng  of  the  gale  through  ropes 
and  rigging " 

"  What  a  clambering  aloft  of  men,  vying  with 
each  other  who  shall  lie  out  first  upon  the  yards 
to  furl  the  icy  sails,  while  the  ship  rolls  and 
pitches  like  mad  !"  cried  his  nephew. 

"  Exactly  so,"  said  Solomon, — "  has  gone  on 
over  the  old  cask  that  held  this  wine.  Why, 
when  the  Charming  Sally  went  down  in 
the " 

"In  the  Baltic  Sea,  in  the  dead  of  night, 
five-and-twenty  minutes  past  twelve,  when  the 
captain's  watch  stopped  in  his  pocket ;  he  lying 
dead  against  the  mainmast — on  the  fourteenth 
of  February,  seventeen  forty-nine  !  "  cried  Walter 
with  great  animation. 

"Ay!  to  be  sure!"  cried  old  Sol,  "quite 
right !  Then,  there  were  five  hundred  casks  of 
such  wine  aboard  ;  and  all  hands  (except  the 
first  mate,  first  lieutenant,  two  seamen,  and  a 
lady,  in  a  leaky  boat),  going  to  work  to  stave 
the  casks,  got  drunk  and  died  drunk,  singing 
'  Rule  Britannia '  when  she  settled  and  went 
down,  and  ending  with  one  awful  scream  in 
chorus." 

"  But  when  the  George  the  Second  drove 
ashore,  uncle,  on  the  coast  of  Cornwall,  in  a 
dismal  gale  two  hours  before  daybreak,  on  the 
fourth  of  March,  'seventy-one,  she  had  near  two 
hundred  horses  aboard  ;  and  the  horses  breaking 
loose  down  below,  early  in  the  gale,  and  tearing 
to  and  fro,  and  trampling  each  other  to  death, 
made  such  noises,  and  set  up  such  human  cries, 
that  the  crew  believing  the  ship  to  be  full  of 
devils,  some  of  the  best  men,  losing  heart  and 
head,  went  overboard  in  despair,  and  only  two 
were  left  alive,  at  last,  to  tell  the  tale." 

"  And  when,"  said  old  Sol,  "  when  the  Poly- 
phemus  " 

"  Private  \Vest  India  Trader,  burden  three 
hundred  and  fifty  tons.  Captain,  John  Brown 
of  Deptford.  Owners,  Wiggs  and  Co.,"  cried 
Walter. 

"The  same,"  said  Sol, — "  when  she  took  fire, 
four  days'  sail  with  a  fair  wind  out  of  Jamaica 
Harbour,  in  the  night " 

"There  were  two  brothers  on  board,"  inter- 
posed his  nephew,  speaking  very  fast  and  loud, 
"and  there  not  being  room  for  both  of  them  in 
the  only  boat  that  wasn't  swamped,  neither  of 
them  would  consent  to  go,  until  the  elder  took 
the  younger  by  the  waist  and  Hung  him  in.  And 
then  the  younger,  rising  in  the  boat,  cried  out, 
'  Dear  Edward,  think  of  your  promised  wife  at 


home.  I'm  only  a  boy.  No  one  waits  at  home 
for  me.  Leap  down  into  my  place  ' '  and  flung 
himself  in  the  sea  !  " 

The  kindling  eye  and  heightened  colour  of 
the  boy,  who  had  risen  from  his  seat  in  the 
earnestness  of  what  he  said  and  felt,  seemed  to 
remind  old  Sol  of  something  he  had  forgotten, 
or  that  his  encircling  mist  had  hitherto  shut  out. 
Instead  of  proceeding  with  any  more  anecdotes, 
as  he  had  evidently  intended  but  a  moment 
before,  he  gave  a  short  dry  cough,  and  said, 
"  Well !  suppose  we  change  the  subject." 

The  truth  was,  that  the  siraple-niiiidcd  uncle, 
in  his  secret  attraction  towards  the  marvellous 
and  adventurous  —  of  which  he  was,  in  some 
sort,  a  distant  relation  by  his  trade — had  greatly 
encouraged  the  same  attraction  in  the  nephew ; 
and  that  everything  that  had  ever  been  put  be- 
fore the  boy  to  deter  him  from  a  life  of  adven- 
ture, had  had  the  usual  unaccountable  effect  of 
sharpening  his  taste  for  it.  This  is  invariable. 
It  would  seem  as  if  there  never  was  a  book 
written,  or  a  story  told,  expressly  with  the  object 
of  keeping  boys  on  shore,  which  did  not  lure 
and  charm  them  to  the  ocean  as  a  matter  of 
course. 

But  an  addition  to  the  little  party  now  made 
its  appearance,  in  the  shape  of  a  gentleman  in  a 
wide  suit  of  blue,  with  a  hook  instead  of  a  hand 
attached  to  his  right  wrist ;  very  bushy  black 
eyebrows  ;  and  a  thick  stick  in  his  left  hand, 
covered  all  over  (like  his  nose)  with  knobs.  He 
wore  a  loose  black  silk  handkerchief  round  his 
neck,  and  such  a  very  large,  coarse  shirt  collar, 
that  it  looked  like  a  small  sail.  He  was  evi- 
dently the  person  for  whom  the  spare  wine-glass 
was  intended,  and  evidently  knew  it;  for,  having 
taken  off  his  rough  outer  coat,  and  hung  up,  on 
a  particular  peg  behind  the  door,  such  a  hard 
glazed  hat  as  a  sympathetic  person's  head  might 
ache  at  the  sight  of,  and  which  left  a  red  run 
round  his  own  forehead  as  if  he  had  been  wear- 
ing a  tight  basin,  he  brought  a  chair  to  where 
the  clean  glass  was,  and  sat  himself  down  behind 
it.  He  was  usually  addressed  as  Captain,  this 
visitor ;  and  had  been  a  pilot,  or  a  skipjjer,  or  a 
privateersman,  or  all  three  perhaps ;  and  was  a 
very  salt-looking  man  indeetl. 

His  face,  remarkable  for  a  brown  solidity, 
brightened  as  he  shook  hands  with  uncle  and 
nephew ;  but  he  seemed  to  be  of  a  laconic  dis- 
position, and  merely  said  : 

"  How  goes  it  ?  " 

"All  well,"  said  Mr.  Gills,  pushing  the  boltlc 
towards  him. 

He  took  it  up,  and  having  surve)'ed  and  smelt 
it,  said  with  extraordinary  expression  : 


DOMEEY  AND  SON. 


''The  7" 

"  The"  returned  the  instrument-maker. 

Upon  that  he  whistled  as  he  filled  his  glass, 
and  seemed  to  think  they  were  making  holiday 
indeed. 

"  Wal'r  !  "  he  said,  arranging  his  hair  (which 
M'as  thin)  with  his  hook,  and  then  pointing  it  at 
the  instrument-maker,  "  look  at  him  !  Love  ! 
Honour  !  And  Obey  !  Overhaul  your  cate- 
chism till  you  find  that  passage,  and  when  found 
turn  the  leaf  down.     Success,  my  boy  1 " 

He  was  so  perfectly  satisfied  both  with  his 
quotation  and  his  reference  to  it,  that  he  could 
not  help  repeating  the  words  again  in  a  low 
voice,  and  saying  he  had  forgotten  'em  these 
forty  year. 

"  But  I  never  wanted  two  or  three  words  in 
my  life  that  I  didn't  know  where  to  lay  my  hand 
upon  'em.  Gills,"  he  observed.  "  It  comes  of 
not  wasting  language  as  some  do." 

The  reflection  perhaps  reminded  him  that  he 
had  better,  like  young  Nerval's  father,  "  increase 
his  store."  At  any  rate,  he  became  silent,  and 
remained  so,  until  old  Sol  went  out  into  the 
shop  to  light  it  up,  when  he  turned  to  Walter, 
and  said,  without  any  introductory  remark  : 

"  I  suppose  he  could  make  a  clock  if  he 
tried?" 

"  I  shouldn't  wonder.  Captain  Cuttle,"  re- 
turned the  boy. 

"  And  it  would  go  I "  said  Captain  Cuttle, 
making  a  species  of  serpent  in  the  air  with  his 
hook.     "  Lord,  how  that  clock  would  go  !  " 

For  a  moment  or  two  he  seemed  quite  lost  in 
contemplating  the  pace  of  this  ideal  time-piece, 
and  sat  looking  at  the  boy  as  if  his  lace  were  the 
dial. 

"  But  he's  chock-full  of  science,"  he  observed, 
waving  his  hook  towards  the  stock-in-trade. 
"  Lookye  here  !  Here's  a  collection  of  'em. 
Earth,  air,  or  water.  It's  all  one.  Only  say 
where  you'll  have  it.  Up  in  a  balloon  ?  There 
\'ou  are.  Down  in  a  bell  ?  There  you  are. 
D'ye  want  to  put  the  North  Star  in  a  pair  of 
scales,  and  weigh  it?     He'll  do  it  for  you." 

It  may  be  gathered  from  these  remarks  that 
Captain  Cuttle's  reverence  for  the  stock  of  in- 
struments was  profound,  and  that  his  philosophy 
knew  little  or  no  distinction  between  trading  in 
it  and  inventing  it. 

"  Ah  !  "  he  said,  with  a  sigh,  "  it's  a  fine  thing 
to  understand  'em.  And  yet  it's  a  fine  thing 
not  to  understand  'em.  I  hardly  know  which  is 
best.  It's  so  comfortable  to  sit  here,  and  feel 
that  you  might  be  weighed,  measured,  magnified, 
electrified,  polarized,  played  the  very  devil  with : 
and  never  know  how." 


Nothing  short  of  the  wonderful  madeira,  com- 
bined with  the  occasion  (which  rendered  it  de- 
sirable to  improve  and  expand  ^\'alter's  mind), 
could  have  ever  loosened  his  tongue  to'  the  ex- 
tent of  giving  utterance  to  this  prodigious  ora- 
tion. He  seemed  quite  amazed  himself  at  the 
manner  in  which  it  opened  up  to  view  the 
sources  of  the  taciturn  delight  he  had  had  in 
eating  Sunday  dinners  in  that  parlour  for  ten 
years.  Becoming  a  sadder  and  a  wiser  man,  he 
mused  and  held  his  peace. 

"  Come  !"  cried  the  subject  of  his  admiration, 
returning.  "Before  you  have  your  glass  of 
grog,  Ned,  we  must  finish  the  bottle." 

"Stand  by!"  said  Ned,  filling  his  glass. 
"  Give  the  boy  some  more." 

"  No  more,  thankee,  uncle  !  " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Sol,  "  a  little  more.  We'll 
finish  the  bottle,  to  the  House,  Ned — Walter's 
house.  ^\'hy,  it  may  be  his  house  one  of  these 
days,  in  part.  \\'\\q  knows  ?  Sir  Richard 
Whittington  married  his  master's  daughter.'' 

"'Turn  again  \\'hittington,  Lord  Mayor  of 
London,  and  when  you  are  old  you  will  never 
depart  from  it,' "  interposed  the  Captain.  "  '\^'a^r  I 
Overhaul  the  book,  my  lad." 

"  And  although  Mr.  Dombey  hasn't  a  daugh- 
ter  "  Sol  began. 

"  Yes,  yes,  he  has,  uncle,''  said  the  bo}-,  red- 
dening and  laughing. 

"  Has  he  ?  "  cried  the  old  man.  "  Indeed,  I 
think  he  has,  too." 

"  Oh  !  I  know  he  has,"  said  the  boy.  "Some 
of  'em  were  talking  about  it  in  the  office  to-day. 
And  they  do  say,  uncle  and  Captain  Cuttle," 
lowering  his  voice,  "  that  he's  taken  a  dislike  to 
her,  and  that  she's  left  unnoticed  among  the 
servants,  and  that  his  mind's  so  set  all  the  while 
upon  having  his  son  in  the  House,  that  although 
he's  only  a  baby  now,  he  is  going  to  have 
balances  struck  oftener  than  formerly,  and  the 
books  kept  closer  than  they  used  to  be,  and  has 
even  been  seen  (when  he  thought  he  wasn't) 
walking  in  the  Docks,  looking  at  his  ships  and 
property  and  all  that,  as  if  he  was  exulting  like 
over  what  he  and  his  son  will  possess  together. 
That's  what  they  say.  Of  course,  /  don't 
know." 

"  He  knows  all  about  her  already,  you  see," 
said  the  instrument-maker. 

"  Nonsense,  uncle,"  cried  the  boy,  still  red- 
dening and  laughing,  boy-like.  "  How  can  I 
help  hearing what  they  tell  me  ?  " 

"  The  son's  a  litUe  in  our  way  at  present,  I'm 
afraid,  Ned,"  said  the  old  man,  humouring  the 
joke. 

"  Very  much,"  said  the  captain. 


A  GODMOTHER  SUGGESTED  FOR  PAUL. 


'•  Nevertheless,  we'll  drink  him,'' pursued  So.l. 
"  So,  here's  to  Dombey  and  Son." 

••  Oh,  very  well,  uncle,"  said  the  boy  merrily. 
"  Since  you  have  introduced  the  mention  of 
her,  and  have  connected  me  with  her,  and  have 
said  that  I  know  all  about  her,  I  shall  make  bold 
to  amend  the  toast.  So,  here's  to  Dombey— 
.and  Son— and  Daughter  !  " 


CHAPTER  V. 

PAUL  S    PROGRESS   AND   CHRISTENING. 

•ITTLE  Paul,  sufiering  no  contami- 
nation from  the  blood  of  theToodles, 
grew  stouter  and  stronger  everyday. 
Every  day,  too,  he  was  more  and 
more  ardently  cherished  by  Miss 
Tox,  whose  devotion  was  so  far  ap- 
15/  preciated  by  Mr.  Dombey  that  he  began  to 
@  regard  her  as  a  woman  of  great  natural 
sense,  whose  feelings  did  her  credit  and 
•deserved  encouragement.  He  was  so  lavish  of 
this  condescension,  that  he  not  only  bowed  to 
her,  in  a  particular  manner,  on  several  occasions, 
but  even  intrusted  such  stately  recognitions  of 
her  to  his  sister  as  "  Pray  tell  your  friend, 
Louisa,  that  she  is  very  good,''  or  "  Mention  to 
Miss  Tox,  Louisa,  that  1  am  obliged  to  her  ;*' 
specialities  which  made  a  deep  impression  on 
the  lady  thus  distinguished. 

Miss  Tox  was  often  in  the  habit  of  assuring 
Mrs.  Chick  that  "  nothing  could  exceed  her  in- 
terest in  all  connected  with  the  development  of 
that  sweet  child  ;''  and  an  observer  of  Miss 
Tox's  proceedings  might  have  inferred  so  much 
without  declaratory  confirmation.  She  would 
preside  over  the  innocent  repasts  of  the  young 
heir  with  ineffable  satisfaction,  almost  with  an 
air  of  joint  proprietorship  with  Richards  in  the 
entertainment.  At  the  little  ceremonies  of  the 
bath  and  toilet  she  assisted  with  enthusiasm. 
The  administration  of  infantine  doses  of  physic 
awakened  all  the  active  sympathy  of  her  charac- 
ter; and  being  on  one  occasion  secreted  in  a 
cupboard  (whither  she  had  fled  in  modesty) 
when  Mr.  Dombey  was  introduced  into  the 
nursery  by  his  sister,  to  behold  his  son,  in  the 
course  of  preparation  for  bed,  taking  a  short 
walk  uphill  over  Richards's  gown,  in  a  short  and 
airy  linen  jacket,  Miss  Tox  was  so  transported 
beyond  the  ignorant  present  as  to  be  unable  to 
refrain  from  crying  out,  "  Is  he  not  beautiful, 
Mr.  Dombey?     Is  he  not  a  Cupid,  sir?"  and 


then  almost  sinking  behind  the  closet  door  with 
confusion  and  blushes. 

"  Louisa,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  one  day,  to  his 
sister,  "  I  really  think  I  must  present  your  friend 
with  some  little  token  on  the  occasion  of  Paul's 
christening.  She  has  exerted  herself  so  warmly 
in  the  child's  behalf  from  the  first,  and  seems  to 
understand  her  position  so  thoroughly  (a  very 
rare  merit  in  this  world,  I  am  sorry  to  say),  that 
it  would  really  be  agreeable  to  me  to  notice  her." 
Let  it  be  no  detraction  from  the  merits  of 
Miss  Tox  to  hint  that  in  Mr.  Dombey's  eyes,  as 
in  some  others  that  occasionally  see  the  light, 
they  only  achieved  that  mighty  piece  of  know- 
ledge, the  understanding  of  their  own  position, 
who  showed  a  fitting  reverence  for  his.  It  was 
not  so  much  their  merit  that  they  knew  them- 
selves, as  that  they  knew  him,  and  bowed  low 
before  him. 

"  My  dear  Paul,"  returned  his  sister,  '•  you  do 
Miss  Tox  but  justice,  as  a  man  of  your  penetra- 
tion was  sure,  I  knew,  to  do.  I  believe,  if  there 
are  three  words  in  the  English  language  for 
which  she  has  a  respect  amounting  almost  to 
veneration,  those  words  are,  Dombey  and  Son." 
"  Well,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  I  believe  it.  It 
does  Miss  Tox  credit." 

"  And  as  to  anything  in  the  shape  of  a  token, 
my  dear  Paul,"  pursued  his  sister,  "  all  I  can  say 
is,  that  anything  you  give  Miss  Tox  will  be 
'  hoarded  and  prized,  I  am  sure,  like  a  relic.  But 
there  is  a  way,  my  dear  Paul,  of  showing  your 
sense  of  Miss  Tox's  friendliness  in  a  still  more 
flattering  and  acceptable  manner,  if  you  should 
be  so  inclined." 

"  How  is  that  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Dombey. 
"  Godfathers,  of  course,"  continuedMrs.  Chick, 
"  are  important  in  point  of  connection  and  in- 
fluence." 

"  I  don't'  know  why  they  should  be  to  my 
son,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  coldly. 

"  'Very  true,  my  dear  Paul,"  retorted  Mrs. 
Chick,  with  an  extraordinary  show  of  animation, 
to  cover  the  suddenness  of  her  conversion  ; 
"  and  spoken  like  yourself.  I  might  have  ex- 
pected nothing  else  from  you.  I  might  have 
known  that  such  would  have  been  your  opinion. 
Perhaps  " — here  Mrs.  Chick  flattered  again,  as 
not  quite  comfortably  feeling  her  way^"  [per- 
haps that  is  a  reason  why  you  might  have  the 
less  objection  to  allowing  Miss  Tox  to  be  god- 
mother to  the  dear  thing,  if  it  were  only  as 
deputy  and  proxy  for  some  one  else.  That  it 
would  be  received  as  a  great  honour  antl  ilis- 
tinction,  Paul,  I  need  not  say." 

"  Louisa,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  after  a  short 
pause,  '■'  it  is  not  to  be  supposed '' 
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"  Certainly  not,"  cried  Mrs.  Chick,  hastening 
to  anticipate  a  refusal;  "I  never  thought  it 
was." 

Mr.  Dombey  looked  at  her  impatiently. 

"  Don't  flurry  me,  my  dear  Paul,"  said  his 
sister ;  "  for  that  destroys  me.     I  am  far  from 


T 


strong.  I  have  not  been  quite  myself  since  poor 
dear  Fanny  departed." 

Mr.  Dombey  glanced  at  the  pocket-handker- 
chief which  his  sister  applied  to  her  eyes,  and 
resumed  : 

"  It  is  not  to  be  supposed,  I  say " 


;:^^^y^--- 


"SO,    HERE'S   TO   DOMBEY— AND   SOiN— AND   DAUGHTER  I  " 

"  And  I  say,"  murmured  Mrs.  Chick,  "  that  I  1  so  eloquent,  or  so  anything  as  you  are.     I  know 

never  thought  it  was."  that  very  well.    So  much  the  worse  for  me.    But 

"  Good  Heaven,  Louisa  !"  said  Mr.  Dombey.   !  if  they  were  the  last  words  I  had  to  utter— and 

"No,  my  dear  Paul,"  she  remonstrated  with   I  last  words  should  be  very  solemn  to  you  and 

tearful   dignity,  "  I   must  really  be  allowed  to   t  me,  Paul,  after  poor  dear  Fanny— I  should  still 

speak.     I  am  not  so  clever,  or  so  reasoning,  or  \  say  I  never  thought  it  was.    And  what  is  more. 


IN  THE  NURSERY. 
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added  Mrs.  Chick  with  increased  dignity,  as  if 
she  had  withheld  her  crushing  argument  until 
now,  "  I  never  did  think  it  was." 

iMr.  Dombey  walked  to  the  window  and  back 
again. 

"  It  is  not  to  be  supposed,  Louisa,"  he  said 
(Mrs.  Chick  had  nailed  her  colours  to  the  mast, 
and  repeated  "  I  know  it  isn't,"  but  he  took  no 
notice  of  it),  "  but  that  there  are  many  persons 
who,  supposing  that  I  recognised  any  claim  at 
all  in  such  a  case,  have  a  claim  upon  me  superior 
to  Miss  Tox's.  But  I  do  not.  I  recognise  no  such 
thing.  Paul  and  myself  will  be  able,  when  the 
time  comes,  to  hold  our  own — the  House,  in 
other  words,  will  be  able  to  hold  its  own,  and 
maintain  its  own,  and  hand  down  its  own  of 
itself,  and  without  any  such  commonplace  aids. 
The  kind  of  foreign  help  which  people  usually 
seek  for  their  children  I  can  afford  to  despise  ; 
being  above  it,  I  hope.  So  that  Paul's  infancy 
and  childhood  pass  away  well,  and  I  see  him 
becoming  qualified,  without  waste  of  time,  for 
the  career  on  which  he  is  destined  to  enter, 
I  am  satisfied.  He  will  make  what  powerful 
friends  he  pleases  in  after  life,  when  he  is  actively 
maintaining — and  extending,  if  that  is  possible 
— the  dignity  and  credit  of  the  Firm.  Until 
then,  I  am  enough  for  him,  perhaps,  and  all  in 
all.  I  have  no  wish  that  people  should  step  in 
between  us.  I  would  much  rather  show  my 
sense  of  the  obliging  conduct  of  a  deserving  per- 
son like  your  friend.  Therefore  let  it  be  so  ; 
and  your  husband  and  myself  will  do  well 
enough  for  the  other  sponsors,  I  dare  say." 

In  the  course  of  these  remarks,  delivered  witii 
great  majesty  and  grandeur,  Mr.  Dombey  had 
truly  revealed  the  secret  feelings  of  his  breast. 
An  indescribable  distrust  of  anybody  stepping 
in  between  himself  and  his  son  ;  a  haughty  dread 
of  having  any  rival  or  partner  in  the  boy's  re- 
spect and  deference  ;  a  sharp  misgiving,  recently 
acquired,  that  he  was  not  infallible  in  his  power 
of  laending  and  binding  human  wills  ;  as  sharp  a 
jealousy  of  any  second  check  or  cross  ;  these 
were,  at  that  time,  the  master  keys  of  his  soul. 
In  all  his  life  he  had  never  made  a  friend.  His 
cold  and  distant  nature  had  neither  sought  one, 
nor  found  one.  And  now,  when  that  nature 
concentrated  its  whole  force  so  strongly  on  a 
partial  scheme  of  parental  interest  and  ambition, 
it  seemed  as  if  its  icy  current,  instead  of  being 
released  by  this  influence,  and  running  clear  and 
free,  had  thawed  for  but  an  instant  to  admit  its 
burden,  and  then  frozen  with  it  into  one  un- 
yielding block. 

Elevated  thus  to  the  godmothership  of  little 
Paul,  in  virtue  of  her  insignificance,  Miss  Tox 


was  from  that  hour  chosen  and  appointed  to 
office;  and  Mr.  Dombey  further  signified  his 
pleasure  that  the  ceremony,  already  long  de- 
layed, should  take  place  without  further  post- 
ponement. His  sister,  who  had  been  far  from 
anticipating  so  signal  a  success,  withdrew  as 
soon  as  she  could,  to  communicate  it  to  her 
best  of  friends;  and  Mr.  Dombey  was  left  alone 
in  his  library. 

There  was  anything  but  solitude  in  the  nursery; 
for  there  Mrs.  Chick  and  Miss  Tox  were  enjoy- 
ing a  social  evening,  so  much  to  the  disgust  of 
Miss  Susan  Nipper,  that  that  young  lady  em- 
braced every  opportunity  of  making  wry  faces 
behind  the  door.  Her  feelings  were  so  much 
excited  on  the  occasion,  that  she  found  it  in- 
dispensable to  afford  them  this  relief,  even 
without  having  the  comfort  of  any  audience  or 
sym]3athy  whatever.  As  the  knight-errants  of 
old  relieved  their  minds  by  carving  their  mis- 
tresses' names  in  deserts  and  wildernesses,  and 
other  savage  places  where  there  was  no  proba- 
bility of  there  ever  being  anybody  to  read  them, 
so  did  Miss  Susan  Nipper  curl  her  snub  nose 
into  drawers  and  wardrobes,  put  away  winks 
of  disparagement  in  cupboards,  shed  derisive 
squints  into  stone  pitchers,  and  contradict  and 
call  names  out  in  the  passage. 

The  two  interlopers,  however,  blissfully  un- 
conscious of  tlie  young  lady's  sentiments,  saw 
little  Paul  safe  through  all  the  stages  of  undress- 
ing, airy  exercrse,  supper,  and  bed  ;  and  then 
sat  down  to  tea  before  the  fire.  The  two  chil- 
dren now  lay,  through  the  good  offices  of  Polly, 
in  one  room  ;  and  it  was  not  until  the  ladies 
were  established  at  their  tea-table  that,  ha]:)i)en- 
ing  to  look  towards  the  little  beds,  they  thought 
of  Florence. 

"  How  sound  she  sleeps  !  "  said  Miss  Tox. 

"  Why,  you  know,  my  dear,  she  takes  a  great 
deal  of  exercise  in  the  course  of  the  day,''  re- 
turned Mrs.  Chick,  "  playing  about  little  Paul 
so  much." 

"She  is  a  curious  child,"  said  Miss  Tox. 

"  My  dear,"  retorted  Mrs.  Chick  in  a  low 
voice  :  "  her  mamma  all  over  !  " 

"  In-deed  !  "  said  Miss  Tox.    "  Ah  dear  me  !" 

A  tone  of  most  extraordinary  comjxission  Miss 
Tox  said  it  in,  though  she  had  no  distinct  idea 
why,  except  that  it  was  expected  of  her. 

"  Florence  will  never,  never,  never  be  a  Dom- 
bey," said  Mrs.  Chick,  "  not  if  she  lives  to  be  a 
thousand  years  old." 

Miss  Tox  elevated  her  eyebrows,  and  was 
again  full  of  commiseration. 

"  I  quite  fret  and  worry  myself  about  her," 
said   Mrs.  Chick,  with  a  sigh  of  modest  merit. 
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"  I  really  don't  see  what  is  to  become  of  her 
when  she  grows  older,  or  what  position  she  is  to 
take,  She  don't  gain  on  her  papa  in  the  least. 
How  can  one  expect  she  should,  when  she  is  so 
very  unlike  a  Dombey  ?  " 

Miss  Tox  looked  as  if  she  saw  no  way  out  of 
such  a  cogent  argument  as  that  at  all. 

"And  the  child,  you  see,"  said  Mrs.  Chick  in 
deep  confidence,  "  has  poor  Fanny's  nature. 
She'll  never  make  an  effort  in  after  life,  I'll 
venture  to  say.  Never !  She'll  never  wind  and 
twine  herself  about  her  papa's  heart  like " 

"  Like  the  ivy?"  suggested  Miss  Tox. 

"  Like  the  ivy,"  Mrs.  Chick  assented.  "  Never ! 
She'll  never  glide  and  nestle  into  the  bosom  of 
her  papa's  affections  like — the — — " 

"  Startled  fawn  ?  "  suggested  Miss  Tox. 

"Like  the  startled  fawn."  said  Mrs.  Chick. 
"  Never  !    Poor  Fanny  !    Yet  how  I  loved  her!" 

"  You  must  not  distress  yourself,  my  dear," 
said  Miss  Tox  in  a  soothing  voice.  "  Now, 
really  !     You  have  too  much  feeling." 

"We  have'all  our  faults,"  said  Mrs.  Chick, 
weeping  and  shaking  her  head.  "  I  dare  say 
we  have.  I  never  was  blind  to  hers.  I  never 
said  I  was.    Far  from  it.    Yet  how  I  loved  her  !  " 

What  a  satisfaction  it  was  to  Mrs.  Chick — a 
commonplace  piece  of  folly  enough,  compared 
with  whom  her  sister-in-law  had  been  a  very 
angel  of  womanly  intelligence  and  gentleness — 
to  patronise  and  be  tender  to  the  memory  of 
that  lady  :  in  exact  pursuance  of  her  conduct  to 
her  in  her  lifetime  :  and  to  thoroughly  believe 
herself,  and  take  herself  in,  and  make  herself 
uncommonly  comfortable  on  the  strength  of  her 
toleration  !  What  a  mighty  pleasant  virtue  tole- 
ration should  be  when  we  are  right,  to  be  so 
very  pleasant  when  we  are  wrong,  and  quite 
unable  to  demonstrate  how  we  come  to  be  in- 
vested with  the  privilege  of  exercising  it ! 

Mrs.  Chick  was  yet  drying  her  eyes  and 
shaking  her  head,  when  Richards  made  bold  to 
caution  her  that  Miss  Florence  was  awake  and 
sitting  in  her  bed.  She  had  risen,  as  the  nurse 
said,  and  the  lashes  of  her  eyes  were  wet  with 
tears.  But  no  one  saw  them  glistening  save 
Polly.  No  one  else  leant  over  her,  and  whis- 
pered soothing  words  to  her,  or  was  near  enough 
to  hear  the  flutter  of  her  beating  heart. 

"  Oh  !  dear  nurse  !  "  said  the  child,  looking 
earnestly  up  in  her  face,  "  let  me  lie  by  my 
brother ! " 

"AYhy,  my  pet?"  said  Richards. 

"  Oh  !  I  think  he  loves  me,"  cried  the  child 
wildly.     "  Let  me  lie  by  him.     Pray  do  !  " 

Mrs.  Chick  interposed  with  some  motherly 
words   about   going   to  sleep  like  a  dear,  but 


Florence  repeated  her  supplication,  with  a 
frightened  look  and  in  a  voice  broken  by  sobs 
and  tears. 

"  I'll  not  wake  him,"  she  said,  covering  her 
face,  and  hanging  down  her  head.  •'  I'll  only 
touch  him  with  my  hand,  and  go  to  sleep.  Oh, 
pray,  pray  let  me  lie  by  my  brother  to-night,  for 
I  believe  he's  fond  of  me  !  " 

Richards  took  her  without  a  word,  and  carry- 
ing her  to  the  little  bed  in  which  the  infant  was 
sleeping,  laid  her  down  by  his  side.  She  crept 
as  near  him  as  she  could  without  disturbing  his 
rest ;  and  stretching  out  one  arm  so  that  it 
timidly  embraced  his  neck,  and  hiding  her  face 
on  the  other,  over  which  her  damp  and  scattered 
hair  fell  loose,  lay  motionless. 

"Poor  little  thing!"  said  Miss  Tox;  "she 
has  been  dreaming,  I  dare  say.'' 

This  trivial  incident  had  so  interrupted  the 
current  of  conversation,  that  it  was  difficult  of 
resumption ;  and  Mrs.  Chick,  moreover,  had 
been  so  affected  by  the  contemplation  of  her 
own  tolerant  nature,  that  she  was  not  in  spirits. 
The  two  friends  accordingly  soon  made  an  end 
of  their  tea,  and  a  servant  was  dispatched  to 
fetch  a  hackney  cabriolet  for  Miss  Tox.  Miss 
Tox  had  great  experience  in  hackney  cabs,  and 
her  starting  in  one  was  generally  a  work  of  time, 
as  she  was  systematic  in  the  preparatory  arrange- 
ments. 

"Have  the  goodness,  if  you  please,  Towlin- 
son,"  said  Miss  Tox,  "  first  of  all,  to  carry  out  a 
pen  and  ink  and  take  his  number  legibly." 

"  Yes,  miss,"  said  Towlinson. 

"  Then,  if  you  please,  Towlinson,"  said  Miss 
Tox,  "  have  the  goodness  to  turn  the  cushion. 
Which,"  said  Miss  Tox  apart  to  Mrs.  Chick,  "  is 
generally  damp,  my  dear." 

"  Yes,  miss,"  said  Towlinson. 

"  I'll  trouble  you  also,  if  you  please,"  said 
Miss  Tox,  "  with  this  card  and  this  shilling. 
He's  to  drive  to  the  card,  and  he  is  to  under- 
stand that  he  will  not  on  any  account  have  iiiore 
than  the  shilling." 

"  No,  miss,"  said  Towlinson. 

'■'And — I'm  sorry  to  give  you  so  much  trouble, 
Towlinson,"  said  Miss  Tox,  looking  at  him  pen- 
sively. 

"  Not  at  all,  miss,"  said  Towlinson. 

"Mention  to  the  man,  then,  if  you  please, 
Towlinson,"  said  Miss  Tox,  "that  the  lady's 
uncle  is  a  magistrate,  and  that  if  he  gives  her 
any  of  his  impertinence  he  will  be  punished 
terribly.  You  can  pretend  to  say  that,  if  you 
please,  Towlinson,  in  a  friendly  way,  and  be- 
cause you  know  it  was  tlone  to  another  man, 
who  died." 
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"  Certain!)',  miss,"  said  Towlinson. 
'■■  And  now  good  night  to  my  sweet,  sweet, 
sweet  godson,"  said  Miss  Tox,  with  a  soft  shower 
of  kisses  at  each  repetition  of  the  adjective; 
"  and  Louisa,  my  dear  friend,  promise  me  to 
talce  a  Httle  something  warm  before  you  go  to 
bed,  and  not  to  distress  yourself!" 

It  was  witii  extreme  difficulty  that  Nipper,  the 
black-eyed,  wlio  looked  on  steadfastly,  contained 
herself  at  this  crisis,  and  until  the  subsequent 
departure  of  Mrs.  Chick.  But  the  nursery  being 
at  length  free  of  visitors,  she  made  herself  some 
recompense  for  her  late  restraint. 

'"  You  might  keep  me  in  a  strait-waistcoat  for 
six  weeks,"  said  Nipper,  "  and  when  I  got  it  off 
I'd  only  be  more  aggravated,  who  ever  heard 
the  like  of  them  two  Griffins,  Mrs.  Richards?" 

"  And  then  to  talk  of  having  been  dreaming, 
poor  dear  I "  said  Polly. 

'■  Oh  you  beauties  ! '"  cried  Susan  Nipper, 
aftecting  to  salute  the  door  by  which  the  ladies 
had  departed.  "  Never  be  a  Dombey,  won't 
she,  it's  to  be  hoped  she  won't,  we  don't  want 
any  more  such,  one's  enough." 

"  Don't  wake  the  children,  Susan  dear,"  said 
Polly. 

■'  I'm  very  much  beholden  to  you,  Mrs. 
Richards,"  said  Susan,  who  was  not  by  any 
means  discriminating  in  her  wrath,  '•  and  really 
feel  it  as  a  honour  to  receive  your  commands, 
being  a  black  slave  and  a  mulotter.  Mrs. 
Richards,  if  there's  any  other  orders  you  can 
give  me,  pray  mention  'em." 

"  Nonsense  ;  orders,"  said  Polly. 

'■'  Oh  !  bless  your  heart,  Mrs.  Richards,"  cried 
Susan,  "  temporaries  always  orders  permanencies 
here,  didn't  you  know  that,  why,  wherever  was 
you  born,  Mrs.  Richards?  But,  wherever  you 
was  born,  Mrs.  Richards,"  pursued  Spitfire, 
shaking  her  head  resolutely,  "  and  whenever, 
and  however  (which  is  best  known  to  yourself), 
you  may  bear  in  mind,  please,  that  it's  one 
thing  to  give  orders,  and  quite  another  thing  to 
take  'em.  A  person  may  tell  a  person  to  dive 
off  a  bridge  head  foremost  into  five-and-forty 
feet  of  water,  Mrs.  Richards,  but  a  person  may 
be  very  far  from  diving." 

"  There  now,"  said  Polly,  "  you're  angry  be- 
cause you're  a  good  little  thing,  and  fond  of  Miss 
Florence ;  and  yet  you  turn  round  on  me,  be- 
cause there's  nobody  else." 

"  It's  very  easy  for  some  to  keep  their  tempers, 
and  be  soft-spoken,  Mrs.  Richards,"  returned 
Susan,  slightly  mollified,  "when  their  chdd's 
made  as  much  of  as  a  prince,  and  is  petted  and 
patted  till  it  wishes  its  friends  further,  but  when 
a  sweet  young  pretty  innocent,  that  never  ought 


to  hav-e  a  cross  word  spoken  to  or  of  it,  is  run 
down,  the  case  is  very  different  indeed.  My 
goodness  gracious  me.  Miss  Floy,  you  naughty, 
sinful  child,  if  you  don't  shut  your  e3'es  this 
minute,  I'll  call  in  them  hobgoblins  that  lives  in 
the  cock-loft  to  come  and  eat  you  up  alive  !" 

Here  Miss  Nipper  made  a  horrible  lowing, 
supposed  to  issue  from  a  conscientious  goblin  of 
the  bull  species,  impatient  to  discharge  the 
severe  duty  of  his  position.  Having  further 
composed  her  young  charge  by  covering  her 
head  with  the  bedclothes,  and  making  three  or 
four  angry  dabs  at  the  pillow,  she  folded  her 
arms,  and  screwed  up  her  mouth,  and  sat  looking 
at  the  fire  for  the  rest  of  the  evening. 

Though  little  Paul  was  said,  in  nursery 
phrase,  "  to  take  a  deal  of  notice  for  his  age," 
he  took  as  little  notice  of  all  this  as  of  the  pre- 
parations for  his  christening  on  the  next  day  but 
one  ;  which  nevertheless  went  on  about  him,  as 
to  his  personal  apparel,  and  that  of  his  sister 
and  the  two  nurses,  with  great  activity.  Neither 
did  he,  on  the  arrival  of  the  appointed  morning, 
show  any  sense  of  its  importance  ;  being,  on  the 
contrary,  unusually  inclined  to  sleep,  and  un- 
usually inclined  to  take  it  ill  in  his  attendants 
that  they  dressed  him  to  go  out. 

It  happened  to  be  an  iron-grey,  autumnal 
day,  with  a  shrewd  east  wind  blowing — a  day  in 
keeping  with  the  proceedings.  Mr.  Dombey 
represented  in  himself  the  wind,  the  shade,  and 
the  autumn  of  the  christening.  He  stood  in  his 
library  to  receive  the  company,  as  hard  and  cold 
as  the  weather  ;  and  when  he  looked  out  through 
the  glass  room,  at  the  trees  in  the  little  garden, 
their  brown  and  yellow  leaves  came  fluttering 
down,  as  if  he  blighted  them. 

Ugh!  They  were  black,  cokl  rooms;  and 
seemed  to  be  in  mourning,  like  the  inmates  of 
the  house.  The  books,  precisely  matched  as  to 
size,  and  drawn  up  in  line  like  soldiers,  looked, 
in  their  cokl,  hard,  slippery  uniforms,  as  if  they 
had  but  one  idea  among  them,  and  that  was  a 
freezer.  The  bookcase,  glazed  and  locked,  re- 
pudiated all  familiarities.  Mr.  Pitt,  in  bronze 
on  the  top,  with  no  trace  of  his  celestial  origin 
about  him,  guarded  the  unattainable  treasure 
like  an  enchanted  Moor.  A  dusty  urn  at  each 
high  corner,  dug  up  from  an  ancient  tomb, 
preached  desolation  and  decay,  as  from  two 
pulpits  ;  and  the  chimney-glass,  reflecting  Mr. 
Dombey  and  his  portrait  at  one  blow,  seemed 
fraught  with  melancholy  meditations. 

The  stiff  and  stark  fire-irons  appeared  to 
claim  a  nearer  relationship  than  anything  else 
there  to  Mr.  Dombey,  with  his  buttoned  coat, 
his  white  cravat,   his    heavy  gold  watch-chain, 
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and  his  creaking  boots.  But  this  was  before 
the  arrival  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chick,  his  lawful 
relatives,  who  soon  presented  themselves. 

"  My  dear  Paul,"  Mrs.  Chick  murmured  as 
she  embraced  him,  "  the  beginning,  I  hope,  of 
many  joyful  days  !" 

"  Thank  you,  Louisa,"  said  Mr.  Dombey 
grimly.     "  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  John  ?" 

"  How  do  you  do,  sir?"  said  Chick. 

He  gave  Mr.  Dombey  his  hand,  as  if  he 
feared  it  might  electrify  him.  Mr.  Dombey 
took  it  as  if  it  were  a  fish,  or  seaweed,  or  some 
such  clammy  substance,  and  immediately  re- 
turned it  to  him  with  exalted  politeness. 

"  Perhaps,  Louisa,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  slightly 
turning  his  head  in  his  cravat,  as  if  it  were  a 
socket,  "  you  would  have  preferred  a  fire?" 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Paul,  no,"  said  Mrs.  Chick, 
who  had  much  ado  to  keep  her  teeth  from 
chattering  ;  "  not  for  me." 

"  Mr.  John,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  you  are  not 
sensible  of  any  chill?" 

Mr.  John,  who  had  already  got  both  his  hands 
in  his  pockets  over  the  wrists,  and  was  on  the 
very  threshold  of  that  same  canine  chorus  which 
had  given  Mrs.  Chick  so  much  ofience  on  a 
former  occasion,  protested  that  he  was  perfectly 
comfortable. 

He  added  in  a  low  voice,  "  With  my  tiddle 
tol  toor-rul  "  —  when  he  was  providentially 
stopped  by  Towlinson,  who  announced  : 

"MissTox!" 

And  enter  that  fair  enslaver,  with  a  blue  nose 
and  indescribably  frosty  face,  referable  to  her 
being  very  thinly  clad  in  a  maze  of  fluttering 
odds  and  ends,  to  do  honour  to  the  ceremony. 

"How  do  you  do.  Miss  Tox?"  said  Mr. 
Dombey. 

Miss  Tox,  in  the  midst  of  her  spreading 
gauzes,  went  down  altogether  hke  an  opera-glass 
shutting  up  ;  she  curtsied  so  low,  in  acknow- 
ledgment of  Mr.  Dombey's  advancing  a  step  or 
two  to  meet  her. 

"  I  can  never  forget  this  occasion,  sir,"  said 
Miss  Tox  softly.  "  'Tis  impossible.  My  dear 
Louisa,  I  can  hardly  believe  the  evidence  of  my 
senses." 

If  Miss  Tox  could  believe  the  evidence  of  one 
of  her  senses,  it  was  a  very  cold  day.  That  was 
quite  clear.  She  took  an  early  opportunity  of 
promoting  the  circulation  in  the  tip  of  her  nose 
by  secretly  chafing  it  with  her  pocket-handker- 
chief, lest,  by  its  very  low  temperature,  it  should 
disagreeably  astonish  the  baby  when  she  came 
to  kiss  it. 

The  baby  soon  appeared,  carried  in  great  glory 
by  Richards  ;  while  Florence,  in  custody  of  that 


active  young  constable,  Susan  Nipper,  brought 
up  the  rear.  Though  the  whole  nursery  party 
were  dressed  by  tliis  time  in  lighter  mourning 
than  at  first,  there  was  enough  in  the  appearance 
of  the  bereaved  children  to  make  the  day  no 
brighter.  The  baby,  too — it  might  have  been 
Miss  Tox's  nose — began  to  cry.  Thereby,  as  it 
happened,  preventing  Mr.  Chick  from  the  awk- 
ward fulfilment  of  a  very  honest  purpose  he  had  ; 
which  was  to  make  much  of  Florence.  For  this 
gentleman,  insensible  to  the  superior  claims  of  a 
perfect  Dombey  (perhaps  on  account  of  having 
the  honour  to  be  united  to  a  Dombey  himself, 
and  being  familiar  with  excellence),  really  liked 
her,  and  showed  that  he  liked  her,  and  was 
about  to  show  it  in  his  own  way  now,  when  Paul 
cried,  and  his  helpmate  stopped  him  short. 

"  Now,  Florence  child  !"  said  her  aunt  briskly, 
"  what  are  you  doing,  love  ?  Show  yourself  to 
him.     Engage  his  attention,  my  dear  !" 

The  atmosphere  became,  or  might  have  be- 
come, colder  and  colder  when  Mr.  Dombey 
stood  frigidly  watching  his  little  daugiiter,  who, 
clapping  her  hands,  and  standing  on  tiptoe 
before  the  throne  of  his  son  and  heir,  lured  him 
to  bend  down  from  his  high  estate,  and  look  at 
her.  Some  honest  act  of  Richards's  may  have 
aided  the  effect,  but  he  did  look  down,  and  held 
his  peace.  As  his  sister  hid  behind  her  nurse, 
he  followed  her  with  his  eyes ;  and  when  she 
peeped  out  with  a  merry  cry  to  him,  he  sprang 
up  and  crowed  lustily — laughing  outright  when 
she  ran  in  upon  him  ;  and  seeming  to  fondle 
her  curls  with  his  tiny  hands,  while  she  smothered 
him  with  kisses. 

Was  Mr.  Dombey  pleased  to  see  this  ?  He 
testified  no  pleasure  by  the  relaxation  of  a  nerve  : 
but  outward  tokens  of  any  kind  of  feeling  were 
unusual  with  him.  If  any  sunbeam  stole  into 
the  room  to  light  the  children  at  their  play,  it 
never  reached  his  face.  He  looked  on  so  fixedly 
and  coldly,  that  the  warm  light  vanished  even 
from  the  laughing  eyes  of  little  Florence,  when, 
at  last,  they  happened  to  meet  his. 

It  was  a  dull,  grey,  autumn  day  indeed,  and, 
in  a  minute's  pause  and  silence  that  took  place, 
the  leaves  fell  sorrowfully. 

"  Mr.  John,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  referring  to 
his  watch,  and  assuming  his  hat  and  gloves, 
"  take  my  sister,  if  you  please  :  my  arm  to-day  is 
Miss  Tox's.  You  had  better  go  first  with  Master 
Paul,  Richards.     Be  very  careful." 

In  Mr.  Dombey's  carriage,  Dombey  and  Son, 
Miss  Tox,  Mrs.  Chick,  Richards,  and  Florence. 
In  a  little  carriage  following  it,  Susan  Nipper 
and  the  owner,  Mr.  Chick.  Susan  looking  out 
of  window  without  intermission,  as  a  rehef  from 
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the  embarrassment  of  confronting  the  large  face 
of  that  gentleman,  and  thinking,  whenever  any- 
thing rattled,  that  he  was  putting  up  in  paper  an 
appropriate  pecuniary  compliment  for  herself. 

Once  upon  the  road  to  church  Mr.  Dombey 
clapped  his  hands  for  the  amusement  of  his  son. 


At  which  instance  of  parental  enthusiasm  Miss 
Tox  was  enchanted.  But,  exclusive  of  this  inci- 
dent, the  chief  difference  between  the  christen- 
ing party  and  a  party  in  a  mourning  coach  con- 
sisted in  the  colours  of  the  carriage  and  horses. 
Arrived  at  the  church  steps,  they  were  re- 


'  MR.    DOMBEY   DISMOUNTING   FIRST  TO   HELP  THE   LADIES   OUT." 


ceived  by  a  portentous  beadle.  Mr.  Dombey 
dismounting  first  to  help  the  ladies  out,  and 
standing  near  him  at  the  church-door,  looked 
like  another  beadle.  A  beadle  less  gorgeous, 
but  more  dreadful  ;  the  beadle  of  private  life  ; 
the  beadle  of  our  business  and  our  bosoms. 


Miss  Tox's  hand  trembled  as  she  slipped  it 
through  Mr.  Dombey's  arm,  and  felt  herself 
escorted  up  the  steps,  preceded  by  a  cockcd-h.it 
and  a  Babylonian  collar.  It  .seemed  for  a  mo- 
ment like  that  other  solemn  institution,  "  Wilt 
thou  have  this  man,  Lucretia?"     "Yes,  I  will." 
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'•■  Please  to  bring  the  child  in  quick  out  of  the 
air  there,"  whispered  the  beadle,  holding  open 
the  inner  door  of  the  church. 

Little  Paul  might  have  asked,  with  Hamlet, 
"  Into  my  gra\^e  ? ''  so  chill  and  earthy  was  the 
place.  The  tall,  shrouded  pulpit  and  reading- 
desk  ;  the  dreary  perspecti\e  of  empty  pews 
stretching  away  under  the  galleries,  and  empty 
benches  mounting  to  the  roof,  and  lost  in  the 
shadow  of  the  great  grim  organ ;  the  dusty 
matting  and  cold  stone  slabs ;  the  grisly  free 
seats  in  the  aisles ;  and  the  damp  corner  by  the 
bell-rope,  where  the  black  trestles  used  for 
funerals  were  stowed  away,  along  with  some 
shovels  and  baskets,  and  a  coil  or  two  of 
deadly-looking  rope  ;  the-  strange,  unusual,  un- 
comfortable smell,  and  the  cadaverous  light ; 
were  all  in  unison.  It  was  a  cold  and  dismal 
scene. 

"There's  a  wedding  just  on,  sir,"  said  the 
beadle,  "  but  it'll  be  over  directly,  if  you'll  walk 
into  the  westry  here." 

Before  he  turned  again  to  lead  the  way,  he 
gave  Mr.  Dombey  a  bow  and  a  half-smile  of  re- 
cognition, importing  that  he  (the  beadle)  re- 
membered to  have  had  the  pleasure  of  attending 
on  him  when  he  buried  his  wife,  and  hoped  he 
had  enjoyed  himself  since. 

The  ^'ery  wedding  looked  dismal  as  they 
passed  in  front  of  the  altar.  The  bride  was  too 
old  and  the  bridegroom  too  young,  and  a  super- 
annuated beau  with  one  eye,  and  an  eye-glass 
stuck  in  its  blank  companion,  was  giving  away 
the  lady,  while  the  friends  were  shivering.  In 
the  vestry  the  fire  was  smoking ;  and  an  over- 
aged  and  overworked  and  under-paid  attorney's 
clerk,  "  making  a  search,"  was  running  his  fore- 
finger down  the  parchment  pages  of  an  immense 
register  (one  of  a  long  series  of  similar  volumes) 
gorged  with  burials.  Over  the  fire-place  was  a 
ground-plan  of  the  vaults  underneath  the 
church  ;  and  Mr.  Chick,  skimming  the  literary 
portion  of  it  aloud,  by  way  of  enlivening  the 
company,  read  the  reference  to  Mrs.  Dombey's 
tomb  in  full,  before  he  could  stop  himself. 

After  another  cold  interval,  a  wheezy  little 
pew-opener  afflicted  with  an  asthma,  appro- 
priate to  the  churchyard,  if  not  to  the  church, 
summoned  them  to  the  font.  Here  they  waited 
some  little  time  while  the  marriage  party  en- 
rolled themselves ;  and  meanwhile  the  wheezy 
little  pew-opener — partly  in  consequence  of  her 
infirmity,  and  partly  that  the  marriage  party 
might  not  forget  her — went  about  the  building 
coughing  like  a  grampus. 

Presently  the  clerk  (the  only  cheerful-looking 
object  there,  and  hcwiz  an  undertaker)  came  up 


with  a  jug  of  warm  water,  and  said  something, 
as  he  poured  it  into  the  font,  about  taking  the 
chill  oft";  which  millions  of  gallons  boiling  hot 
could  not  have  done  for  the  occasion.  Then 
the  clergyman,  an  amiable  and  mild-looking 
young  curate,  but  obviously  afraid  of  the  b.iby, 
appeared  like  the  principal  character  in  a  ghost 
story,  "a  tall  figure  all  in  white;"  at  sight  of 
whom  Paul  rent  the  air  with  his  cries,  and  never 
left  oft"  again  till  he  was  taken  out  black  m  the 
face. 

Even  when  that  event  had  happened,  to  the 
great  relief  of  everybody,  he  was  heard  under 
the  portico,  during  the  rest  of  the  ceremony, 
now  fainter,  now  louder,  now  hushed,  now 
bursting  forth  again  with  an  irrepressible  sense 
of  his  wrongs.  This  so  distracted  the  attention 
of  the  two  ladies,  that  Mrs.  Chick  was  con- 
stantly deploying  into  the  centre  aisle,  to  send 
out  messages  by  the  pew-opener,  while  Miss 
Tox  kept  her  Prayer-book  open  at  the  Gun- 
powder Plot,  and  occasionally  read  responses 
from  that  service. 

During  the  whole  of  these  proceedings  j\Ir. 
Dombey  remained  as  impassive  and  gentlemanly 
as  ever,  and  perhaps  assisted  in  making  it  so 
cold,  that  the  young  ,curat(5  smoked  at  the 
mouth  as  he  read.  The  only  time  that  he  un- 
bent his  visage  in  the  least  was  when  the 
clergyman,  in  delivering  (very  unaft'ectedly  and 
simply),  the  closing  exhortation,  relative  to  the 
future  examination  of  the  child  by  the  sponsors, 
happened  to  rest  his  eye  on  Mr.  Chick  ;  and 
then  Mr.  Dombey  might  have  been  seen  to  ex- 
press, by  a  majestic  look,  that  he  would  like  to 
catch  him  at  it. 

It  might  have  been  well  for  Mr.  Dombey  if 
he  had  thought  of  his  own  dignity  a  little  less  ; 
and  had  thought  of  the  great  origin  and  pur- 
pose of  the  ceremony,  in  which  he  took  so 
formal  and  so  stift'  a  part,  a  little  more.  His 
arrogance  contrasted  strangely  with  its  history. 

When  it  was  all  over,  he  again  ga\'e  his  arm 
to  Miss  Tox,  and  conducted  her  to  the  vestry, 
where  he  informed  the  clergyman  how  much 
pleasure  it  would  have  given  him  to  have 
solicited  the  honour  of  his  company  at  dinner, 
but  for  the  unfortunate  state  of  his  household 
affairs.  The  register  signed,  and  the  fees  paid, 
and  the  pew-opener  (whose  cough  was  very  bad 
again)  remembered,  and  the  beadle  gratified, 
and  the  sexton  (who  was  accidentally  on  the 
door-steps,  looking  with  great  interest  at  the 
weather)  not  forgotten,  they  got  into  the  car- 
riage again,  and  drove  home  in  the  same  bleak 
fellowship. 

There  they  found    Mr.  Pitt  turning  up   his 
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nose  at  a  colJ  collation,  set  forth  in  a  cold 
pomp  of  glass  and  silver,  and  looking  more  like 
a  dead  dinner  lying  in  state  than  a  social  re- 
freshment. On  their  arrival,  jNIiss  Tox  pro- 
duced a  mug  for  her  godson,  and  Mr.  Chick  a 
knife  and  fork  and  spoon  in  a  case.  Mr. 
Dombey  also  produced  a  bracelet  for  Miss 
Tox ;  and,  on  the  receipt  of  this  token.  Miss 
Tox  was  tenderly  affected. 

"  Mr.  John,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  will  you 
take  the  bottom  of  the  table,  if  you  please  ? 
WJiat  have  you  got  there,  ■Sir.  John  ?  " 

"  I  have  got  a  cold  fillet  of  veal  here,  sir," 
replied  Mr.  Chick,  rubbing  his  numbed  hands 
hard  together.  "  What  have  you  got  there, 
sir?" 

"  This,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey,  "  is  some  cold 
preparation  of  calf's  head,  I  think.  I  see  cold 
fowls  —  ham  —  patties  —  salad — lobster.  Miss 
Tox  will  do  me  the  honour  of  taking  some 
wine?     Champagne  to  Miss  Tox.' 

There  was  a  toothache  in  everything.  The 
wine  was  so  bitter  cold  that  it  forced  a  little 
scream  from  Miss  Tox,  which  she  had  great 
difliculty  in  turning  into  a  "  Hem  !"  The  veal 
had  come  from  such  an  airy  pantry,  that  the 
first  taste  of  it  had  struck  a  sensation  as  of  cold 
lead  to  Mr.  Chick's  extremities.  Mr.  Dombey 
alone  remained  unmoved.  He  might  have  been 
hung  up  for  sale  at  a  Russian  fair  as  a  specimen 
of  a  frozen  gentleman. 

The  prevailing  influence  was  too  much  even 
for  his  sister.  She  made  no  eftbrt  at  flattery  or 
small-talk,  and  directed  all  her  eff'orts  to  looking 
as  warm  as  she  could. 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Chick,  making  a  despe- 
rate plunge  after  a  long  silence,  and  filling  a 
glass  of  sherry;  "I  shall  drink  this,  if  you'll 
allow  me,  sir,  to  little  Paul." 

"  Bless  him  !  "  murmured  Miss  Tox,  taking  a 
sip  of  wine. 

"  Dear  little  Dombey  :''  murmured  Mrs.  Chick. 

"  Mr.  John,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  with  severe 
gravity,  "  my  son  would  feel  and  express  himself 
obliged  to  you,  I  have  no  doubt,  if  he  could 
appreciate  the  favour  you  have  done  him.  He 
will  prove,  in  time  to  come,  I  trust,  equal  to  any 
responsibility  that  the  obliging  disposition  of  his 
relations  and  friends  in  private,  or  the  onerous 
nature  of  our  position  in  public,  may  impose 
upon  him." 

The  tone  in  which  this  was  said  admitting  of 
nothing  more,  Mr.  Chick  relapsed  into  low  spirits 
and  silence.  Not  so  Miss  Tox,  who,  having 
listened  to  Mr.  Dombey  with  even  a  more  em- 
phatic attention  than  usual,  and  with  a  more 
expressive  tendency  of  her  head  to  one  side, 


now  leant  across  the  table,  and  saiil  to  Mrs. 
Chick  softly  : 

"  Louisa  !  " 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Chick. 

"  Onerous  nature  of  our  position  in  public 
may I  have  forgotten  the  exact  term." 

"  Expose  him  to,"  said  Mrs.  Chick. 

"  Pardon  me,  my  dear,"  returned  Miss  Tox, 
"  I  think  not.  It  was  more  rounded  and  flowing. 
Obliging  disposition  of  relations  and  friends  in 
private,  or  onerous  nature  of  position  in  public 
— may — impose  upon  him  ?  " 

"  Impose  upon  him,  to  be  sure,"  said  Mrs. 
Chick. 

Miss  Tox  struck  her  delicate  hands  together 
lightly  in  triumph ;  and  added,  casting  up  her 
eyes,  "  Eloquence  indeed  !  " 

Mr.  Dombey,  in  the  meanwhile,  had  issued 
orders  for  the  attendance  of  Richards,  who  nou' 
entered  curtsying,  but  without  the  baby;  Paul 
being  asleep  after  the  fatigues  of  the  morning. 
Mr.  Dombey,  having  delivered  a  glass  of  wine 
to  this  vassal,  addressed  her  in  the  following 
words :  Miss  Tox  previously  settling  her  head 
on  one  side,  and  making  other  little  arrange- 
ments for  engraving  them  on  her  heart. 

"  During  the  six  months  or  so,  Richards, 
which  have  seen  you  an  inmate  of  this  house, 
you  have  done  your  duty.  Desiring  to  connect 
some  little  service  to  you  with  this  occasion,  I 
considered  how  I  could  best  effect  that  object, 
and  I  also  advised  with  my  sister  Mrs. " 

"  Chick,"  interposed  the  gentleman  of  that 
name. 

"Oh,  hush,  \{ yoM please l''  said  Miss  Tox. 

■'  I  was  about  to  say  to  you,  Richards,"  re- 
sumed Mr.  Dombey,  with  an  appalling  glance  at 
Mr.  John,  "that  I  was  further  assisted  in  my 
decision  by  the  recollection  of  a  conversation  I 
held  with  your  husband  in  this  room,  on  the 
occasion  of  your  being  hired,  when  he  disclosed 
to  me  the  melancholy  fact  that  your  faniil}-. 
himself  at  the  head,  were  sunk  and  steeped  in 
ignorance." 

Richards  quailed  under  the  magnificence  of 
the  reproof. 

"  I  am  far  from  being  friendly,"  pursued  Mr. 
Dombey,  "  to  what  is  called,  by  persons  of 
levelling  sentiments,  general  education.  But  it 
is  necessary  that  the  inferior  classes  should  con- 
tinue to  be  taught  to  know  their  position,  and  • 
to  conduct  themselves  properly.  So  far  I  a].- 
prove  of  schools.  Having  the  power  of  nomi- 
nating a  child  on  the  foundation  of  an  ancient 
establishment,  called  (from  a  worshipful  com- 
pany) the  Charitable  Grinders  ;  where  not  only 
is  a  wholesome  education  bestowed  upon   the 
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scholars,  but  where  a  dress  and  badge  is  Hke- 
wise  provided  for  them  ;  I  have  (first  communi- 
cating, through  Mrs.  Chick,  with  your  family) 
nominated  your  eldest  son  to  an  existing  vacancy; 
and  he  has  this  day,  I  am  informed,  assumed 
the  habit.  The  number  of  her  son,  I  believe," 
said  Mr.  Dombey,  turning  to  his  sister,  and 
speaking  of  the  child  as  if  he  were  a  hackney 
coach,  "  is  one  hundred  and  forty-seven.  Louisa, 
you  can  tell  her." 

"  One  hundred  and  forty-seven,"  said  Mrs. 
Chick.  "The  dress,  Richards,  is  a  nice,  warm, 
blue  baize  tailed  coat  and  cap,  turned  up  with 
orange  -  coloured  binding  ;  red  worsted  stock- 
ings; and  very  strong  leather  small-clothes. 
One  might  wear  the  articles  one's  self,"  said 
Mrs.  Chick  with  enthusiasm,  "and  be  grate- 
ful." 

"  There,  Richards  !  "  said  Miss  Tox.  "  Now, 
indeed,  you  may  be  proud.  The  Charitable 
Grinders  ! '' 

"  I  am  sure  I  am  very  much  obliged,  sir," 
returned  Richards  faintly,  "  and  take  it  very 
kind  that  you  should  remember  my  little  ones." 
At  the  same  time  a  vision  of  Biler  as  a  Cha- 
ritable Grinder,  with  his  very  small  legs  encased 
in  the  serviceable  clothing  described  by  Mrs. 
Chick,  swam  before  Richards's  eyes,  and  made 
them  water. 

"  I  am  \'ery  glad  to  see  you  have  so  much 
feeling,  Richards,"  said  Miss  Tox. 

"It  makes  one  almost  hope,  it  really  does," 
said  Mrs.  Chick,  who  prided  herself  on  taking 
trustful  views  of  human  nature,  "  that  there  may 
yet  be  some  faint  spark  of  gratitude  and  right 
feeling  in  the  world." 

Richards  deferred  to  these  compliments  by 
curtsying  and  murmuring  her  thanks  ;  but  find- 
ing it  quite  impossible  to  recover  her  spirits 
from  the  disorder  into  which  they  had  been 
thrown  by  the  image  of  her  son  in  his  precocious 
nether  garments,  she  gradually  approached  the 
door,  and  was  heartily  relieved  to  escape  by  it. 

Such  temporary  indications  of  a  partial  thaw 
as  had  appeared  with  her,  vanished  with  her  ; 
and  the  frost  set  in  again,  as  cold  and  hard  as 
ever.  Mr.  Chick  was  twice  heard  to  hum  a 
tune  at  the  bottom  of  the  table,  but  on  both 
occasions  it  was  a  fragment  of  the  Dead  March 
in  Saul.  The  party  seemed  to  get  colder  and 
colder,  and  to  be  gradually  resolving  itself  into 
a  congealed  and  solid  state,  like  the  collation 
round  which  it  was  assembled.  At  length  Mrs. 
Chick  looked  at  Miss  Tox,  and  Miss  Tox  re- 
turned the  look,  and  they  both  rose  and  said  it 
was  really  time  to  go.  Mr.  Dombey  receiving 
this  announcement  with  perfect  equanimity,  they 


took  leave  of  that  gentleman,  and  presently  de- 
parted under  the  protection  of  Mr.  Chick ;  who, 
when  they  had  turned  their  backs  upon  the 
house  and  left  its  master  in  his  usual  solitary 
state,  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  threw  him 
self  back  in  the  carriage,  and  whistled  "  With  a 
hey  ho  chevy  !  "  all  through  ;  conveying  into  his 
face,  as  he  did  so,  an  expression  of  such  gloomy 
and  terrible  defiance,  that  Mrs.  Chick  dared  not 
protest,  or  in  any  way  molest  him. 

Richards,  though  she  had  little  Paul  on  her 
lap,  could  not  forget  her  own  first-born.  She 
felt  it  was  ungrateful ;  but  the  influence  of  the 
day  fell  even  on  the  Charitable  Grinders,  and 
she  could  hardly  help  regarding  his  pewter 
badge,  number  one  hundred  and  forty-seven,  as, 
somehow,  a  part  of  its  formality  and  sternness. 
She  spoke,  too,  in  the  nursery,  of  his  "  blessed 
legs,"  and  was  again  troubled  by  his  spectre  in 
uniform. 

"  I  don't  know  what  I  wouldn't  give,"  said 
Polly,  "  to  see  the  poor  little  dear  before  he  gets 
used  to  'em." 

"  Why,  then,  I  tell  you  what,  Mrs.  Richards," 
retorted  Nipper,  who  had  been  admitted  to  her 
confidence,  "see  him  and  make  your  mind 
easy." 

"  Mr.  Dombey  wouldn't  like  it,"  said  Polly. 

"  Oh  wouldn't  he,  Mrs.  Richards  !  "  retorted 
Nipper,  "  he'd  like  it  very  much,  I  think,  when 
he  was  asked." 

"  You  wouldn't  ask  him,  I  suppose,  at  all?" 
said  Polly. 

"  No,  Mrs.  Richards,  quite  contrairy,"  re- 
turned Susan,  "  and  them  two  inspectors,  Tox 
and  Chick,  not  intending  to  be  on  duty  to- 
morrow, as  I  heard  'em  say,  me  and  Miss  Floy 
will  go  along  with  you  to-morrow  morning,  and 
welcome,  Mrs.  Richards,  if  you  like,  for  we  may 
as  well  walk  there  as  up  and  down  a  street,  and 
better  too." 

Polly  rejected  the  idea  pretty  stoutly  at  first  ; 
but  by  little  and  little  she  began  to  entertain  it, 
as  she  entertained  more  and  more  distinctly  the 
forbidden  pictures  of  her  children  and  her  own 
home.  At  length,  arguing  that  there  could 
be  no  great  harm  in  calling  for  a  moment  at 
the  door,  she  yielded  to  the  Nipper  proposi- 
tion. 

The  matter  being  settled  thus,  little  Paul 
began  to  cry  most  piteously,  as  if  he  had  a  fore- 
boding that  no  good  would  come  of  it. 

"  What's  the  matter  with  the  child  ?  "  asked 
Susan. 

"He's  cold,  I  think,"  said  Polly,  walking  with 
him  to  and  fro,  and  hushing  him. 

It  was  a  bleak  autumnal  afternoon  indeed  ; 


STAGGS'S  GARDENS. 


3,2, 


and  as  she  walked,  and  hushed,  and,  glancing 
through  the  dreary  windows,  pressed  the  little 
fellow  closer  to  her  breast,  the  withered  leaves 
came  showering  down. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

PAUL'S   SECOND   DEFRIVATION. 

I  OLLY  was  beset  by  so  many  mis- 
givings in  the  morning,  that,  but  for 
the  incessant  promptings  of  her 
black-eyed  companion,  she  would 
have  abandoned  all  thoughts  of  the 
expedition,  and  formally  petitioned  for 
leave  to  see  number  one  hundred  and 
forty-seven  under  the  awful  shadow  of 
Mr.  Dombey's  roof.  But  Susan,  who  was  per- 
sonally disposed  in  favour  of  the  excursion,  and 
who  (like  Tony  Lumpkin),  if  she  could  bear  the 
disappointments  of  other  people  with  tolerable 
fortitude,  could  not  abide  to  disappoint  her- 
self, threw  so  many  ingenious  doubts  in  the 
way  of  this  second  thought,  and  stimulated  the 
original  intention  with  so  many  ingenious  argu- 
ments, that  almost  as  soon  as  Mr.  Dombey's 
stately  back  was  turned,  and  that  gentleman 
was  pursuing  his  daily  road  towards  the  City, 
his  unconscious  son  was  on  his  way  to  Staggs's 
Gardens. 

This  euphonious  locality  was  situated  in  a 
suburb,  known  by  the  inhabitants  of  Staggs's 
Gardens  by  the  name  of  Camberling  Town  ;  a 
designation  which  the  Stranger's  Map  of  Lon- 
don, as  printed  (with  a  view  to  pleasant  and 
commodious  reference)  on  pocket-handkerchiefs, 
condenses,  with  some  show  of  reason,  into  Cam- 
den Town.  Hither  the  two  nurses  bent  their 
steps,  accompanied  by  their  charges  ;  Richards 
carrying  Paul,  of  course,  and  Susan  leading  little 
Florence  by  the  hand,  and  giving  her  such  jerks 
and  pokes,  from  time  to  time,  as  she  considered 
it  wholesome  to  administer. 

The  first  shock  of  a  great  earthquake  had, 
just  at  that  period,  rent  the  whole  neighbour- 
hood to  its  centre.  Traces  of  its  course  were 
visible  on  every  side.  Houses  were  knocked 
down  ;  streets  broken  througli  and  stopped  ;  deep 
pits  and  trenches  dug  in  the  ground  ;  enormous 
heaps  of  earth  and  clay  thrown  up ;  buildings 
that  were  undermined  and  shaking  propped  by 
great  beams  of  wood.  Here,  a  chaos  of  carts, 
overthrown  and  jumbled  together,  lay  tops)'- 
turvy  at  the  bottom  of  a  steep,  unnatural  hill ; 
there,  confused   treasures  of  iron   soaked  and 
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rusted  in  something  that  had  accidentally  be- 
come a  pond.  Everywhere  were  bridges  that 
led  nowhere ;  thoroughfares  that  were  wholly  im- 
passable ;  Babel  towers  of  chimneys,  wanting 
half  their  height ;  temporary  wooden  houses  and 
enclosures  in  the  most  unlikely  situations  ;  car- 
cases of  ragged  tenements,  and  fragments  of  un- 
finished walls  and  arches,  and  piles  of  scaffold- 
ing, and  wildernesses  of  bricks,  and  giant  forms 
of  cranes,  and  tripods  straddling  above  nothing. 
There  were  a  hundred  thousand  shapes  and  sub- 
stances of  incompleteness,  wildly  mingled  out  of 
their  places,  upside  down,  burrowing  in  the 
earth,  aspiring  in  the  air,  mouldering  in  the 
water,  and  unintelligible  as  any  dream.  Hot 
springs  and  fiery  eruptions,  the  usual  attendants 
upon  earthquakes,  lent  their  contributions  of 
confusion  to  the  scene.  Boiling  water  hissed 
and  heaved  ■  within  dilapidated  walls ;  whence, 
also,  the  glare  and  roar  of  flames  came  issuing 
forth  ;  and  mounds  of  ashes  blocked  up  rights 
of  way,  and  wholly  changed  the  law  and  custom 
of  the  neighbourhood. 

In  short,  the  yet  unfinished  and  unopened 
railroad  was  in  progress  )  and,  from  the  very 
core  of  all  this  dire  disorder,  trailed  smoothly 
away  upon  its  mighty  course  of  civilisation  and 
improvement. 

]3ut,  as  yet,  the  neighbourhood  was  shy  to 
own  the  Railroad.  One  or  two  bold  speculators 
had  projected  streets ;  and  one  had  built  a 
litde,  but  had  stopped  among  the  mud  and 
ashes  to  consider  farther  of  it.  A  bran-new 
tavern,  redolent  of  fresh  mortar  and  size,  and 
fronting  nothing  at  all,  had  taken  for  its  sign 
the  Railway  Arms ;  but  that  might  be  rash 
enterprise — and  then  it  hoped  to  sell  drink  to 
the  workmen.  So,  the  Excavators'  House  of 
Call  had  sprung  up  from  a  beer-shop ;  and  the 
old-established  Ham  and  Beef  Shop  had  become 
the  Railway  Eating  House,  with  a  roast  leg  of 
pork  daily,  through  interested  motives  of  a 
similar  immediate  and  popular  description. 
Lodging-house  keepers  were  favourable  in  like 
manner ;  and  for  the  like  reasons  were  not  to 
be  trusted.  The  general  belief  was  very  slow. 
There  were  frouzy  fields,  and  cow-houses,  and 
dunghills,  and  dust-heaps,  and  ditches,  and 
gardens,  and  summer-houses,  and  carpet-beating 
grounds  at  the  very  door  of  the  railway.  Little 
tumuli  of  oyster  shells  in  the  oyster  season,  and 
of  lobster  shells  in  the  lobster  season,  and  of 
broken  crockery  and  faded  cabbage-leaves  in  all 
seasons,  encroached  upon  its  high  places.  Posts, 
and  rails,  and  old  cautions  to  trespassers,  and 
backs  of  mean  jiouses,  and  patches  of  wretched 
vegetation  stared  it  out  of  countenance.     No- 
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thing  was  the  better  for  it,  or  thought  of  being 
so.  If  the  miserable  waste  ground  lying  near  it 
could  have  laughed,  it  would  have  laughed  it  to 
scorn,  like  nian)'  of  the  miserable  neighljours. 

Staggs's  Gardens  was  uncommonly  incredu- 
lous. It  was  a  little  row  of  houses,  with  little 
squalid  patches  of  ground  before  them,  fenced 
off  with  old  doors,  barrel  staves,  scraps  of  tar- 
paulin, and  dead  bushes  ;  with  bottomless  tin 
kettles  and  exhausted  iron  fenders  thrust  into 
the  gaps.  Here,  the  Staggs's  Gardeners  trained 
scarlet  beans,  kept  fowls  and  rabbits,  erected 
rotten  summer-houses  (one  was  an  old  boat), 
dried  clothes,  and  smoked  pipes.  Some  were 
of  opinion  that  Staggs's  Gardens  derived  its 
name  from  a  deceased  capitalist,  one  Mr.  Staggs, 
who  had  built  it  for  his  delectation.  Others, 
who  had  a  natural  taste  for  the  country,  held 
that  it  dated  from  those  rural  times  when  the 
antlered  herd,  under  the  familiar  denomination 
of  Staggses,  had  resorted  to  its  shady  precincts. 
Be  this  as  it  may,  Staggs's  Gardens  was  regarded 
by  its  population  as  a  sacred  grove  not  to  be 
withered  by  railroads;  and  so  confident  were 
they  generally  of  its  long  outliving  any  such 
ridiculous  inventions,  that  the  master  chimney- 
sweeper at  the  corner,  who  was  understood  to 
take  the  lead  in  the  local  politics  of  the  Gar- 
dens, had  publicly  declared  that  on  the  occasion 
of  the  railroad  opening,  if  ever  it  did  open,  two 
of  his  boys  should  ascend  the  flues  of  his  dwell- 
ing, with  instructions  to  hail  the  failure  with 
derisive  cheers  from  the  chimney-pots. 

To  this  unhallowed  spot,  the  very  name  of 
which  had  hitherto  been  carefully  concealed 
from  Mr.  Dombey  by  his  sister,  was  httle  Paul 
now  borne  by  Fate  and  Richards. 

"  That's  my  house,  Susan,"  said  Polly,  point- 
ing it  out. 

'"Is  it,  indeed,  j\Ii"s.  Richards?"  said  Susan 
condescendingly. 

'■  And  there's  my  sister  Jemima  at  the  door, 
I  do  declare,"  cried  Polly,  '■  with  my  own  sweet 
precious  baby  in  her  arms  !" 

The  sight  added  such  an  extensive  pair  of 
wings  to  Polly's  impatience,  that  she  set  off 
down  the  Gardens  at  a  run,  and  bouncing  on 
Jemima,  changed  babies  with  her  in  a  twinkling  ; 
to  the  utter  astonishment  of  that  young  damsel, 
on  whom  the  heir  of  the  Dombeys  seemed  to 
have  fallen  from  the  clouds. 

"  Why,  Polly  !  "  cried  Jemima.  "  You  !  what 
a  turn  you  have  given  me  !  who'd  have  thought 
it?  come  along  in,  Polly!  How  well  you  do 
look  to  be  sure  !  The  children  will  go  hall"  wild 
to  fee  you,  Polly,  that  they  will." 

That  they  did,  if  one  might  judge  from  the 


noise  they  made,  and  the  way  in  which  they 
dashed  at  Polly  and  dragged  her  to  a  low  chair 
in  the  chimney-corner,  where  her  own  honest 
apple  face  became  immediately  the  centre  of  a 
bunch  of  smaller  pippins,  all  laying  their  rosy 
cheeks  close  to  it,  and  all  evidently  the  growth 
of  the  same  tree.  As  to  Polly,  she  was  full  as 
noisy  and  vehement  as  the  children  ;  and  it  was 
not  until  she  was  quite  out  of  breath,  and  her 
hair  was  hanging  all  about  her  flushed  face, 
and  her  new  christening  attire  was  very  much 
dishevelled,  that  any  pause  took  place  in  the 
confusion.  Even  then,  the  smallest  Toodle  but 
one  remained  in  her  lap,  holding  on  tight  with 
both  arms  round  her  neck  ;  while  the  smallest 
Toodle  but  two  mounted  on  the  back  of  the 
chair,  and  made  desperate  efforts,  with  one  leg 
in  the  air,  to  kiss  her  round  the  corner. 

"  Look  !  there's  a  pretty  little  lady  come  to 
see  you,"  said  Polly ;  "  and  see  how  quiet  she  is  ! 
What  a  beautiful  little  lady,  ain't  she  ?  " 

This  reference  to  Florence,  who  had  been 
standing  by  the  door  not  unobservant  of  what 
passed,  directed  the  attention  of  the  younger 
branches  towards  her ;  and  had  likewise  the 
happy  effect  of  leading  to  the  formal  recognition 
of  Aliss  Nipper,  who  was  not  quite  free  from 
a  misgiving  that  she  had  been  already 
slighted. 

"  Oh,  do  come  in  and  sit  down  a  minute, 
Susan,  please,"  said  Polly.  "  This  is  my  sister 
Jemima,  this  is.  Jemima,  I  don't  know  what  I 
should  ever  do  with  myself,  if  it  wasn't  for 
Susan  Nipper ;  I  shouldn't  be  here  now  but  for 
her." 

"  Oh,  do  sit  down,  Miss  Nipper,  if  you  please," 
quoth  Jemima. 

Susan  took  the  extreme  corner  of  a  chair,  with 
a  stately  and  ceremonious  aspect. 

"  I  never  was  so  glad  to  see  anybody  in  all 
my  life  ;  now  really,  1  never  was,  Miss  Nipper," 
said  Jemima. 

Susan  relaxing,  took  a  little  more  of  the  chair, 
and  smiled  graciously. 

"  Do  untie  your  bonnet  strings  and  make  your- 
self at  home.  Miss  Nipper,  please,"  entreated 
Jemima.  "  I  am  afraid  it's  a  poorer  place  than 
you're  used  to ;  but  you'll  make  allowances,  I'm 
sure." 

The  black-eyed  was  so  softened  by  this  defer- 
ential behaviour,  that  she  caught  up  little  Miss 
Toodle,  who  was  running  past,  and  took  her  to 
Banbury  Cross  immediately. 

"  But  Where's  my  pretty  boy  ?  "  said  Polly. 
"  My  poor  fellow  ?  I  came  all  this  way  to  see 
him  in  his  new  clothes." 

"  Ah,  what  a  pity  !  "  cried  Jemima.     "  He'll 
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break  his  heart  when  he  hears  his  mother  has 
been  here.     He's  at  school,  Polly." 

"  Gone  already  !  " 

"Yes.  He  went  for  the  first  time  yesterday, 
for  fear  he  should  lose  any  learning.  But  it's 
half-holiday,  Polly  :  if  you  could  only  stop  till 
he  comes  home — you  and  Miss  Nipper,  least- 
ways," said  Jemima,  mindful  in  good  time  of  the 
dignity  of  the  black-eyed. 

"  And  how  does  he  look,  Jemima,  bless  him?" 
faltered  Polly. 

"Well,  really  be  don't  look  so  bad  as  you'd 
suppose,"  returned  Jemima. 

"Ah  ! "  said  Polly  with  emotion,  "  I  knew  his 
legs  must  be  too  short." 

"  His  legs  is  short,"  returned  Jemima  ;  "  espe- 
cially behind  ;  but  they'll  get  longer,  Polly,  every 
day." 

It  was  a  slow,  prospective  kind  of  consola- 
tion ;  but  the  cheerfulness  and  good-nature  with 
which  it  was  administered  gave  it  a  value  it 
did  not  intrinsically  possess.  After  a  moment's 
silence,  Polly  asked,  in  a  more  sprighily  manner  : 

"And  where's  father,  Jemima  dear?" — for  by 
that  patriarchal  appellation  Mr.  Toodle  was 
generally  known  in  the  family. 

"  There  again  !  "  said  Jemima.  "  What  a  pity  ! 
Father  took  his  dinner  with  him  this  morning, 
and  isn't  coming  home  till  night.  But  he's 
always  talking  of  you,  Polly,  and  telling  the 
children  about  you;  and  is  the  peaceablest, 
patientest,  best-temperedest  soul  in  the  world, 
as  he  always  was  and  will  be  !  " 

"  Thankee,  Jemima,"  cried  the  simple  Polly  ; 
delighted  by  the  speech,  and  disappointed  by 
the  absence. 

"  Oh,  you  needn't  thank  me,  Polly,"  said  her 
sister,  giving  her  a  sound  kiss  upon  the  cheek, 
and  then  dancing  little  Paul  cheerfully.  "  I  say 
the  same  of  you  sometimes,  and  think  it  too." 

In  spite  of  the  double  disappointment,  it  was 
impossible  to  regard  in  the  light  of  a  failure  a 
visit  which  was  greeted  with  such  a  reception  ; 
so  the  sisters  talked  hopefully  about  family 
matters,  and  about  Biler,  and  about  all  his 
brothers  and  sisters  :  while  the  black-eyed,  hav- 
ing performed  several  jonrneys  to  Banbury 
Cross  and  back,  took  sharp  note  of  the  furni- 
ture, the  Dutch  clock,  the  cupboard,  the  castle 
on  the  mantel-piece  with  red  and  green  windows 
in  it,  susceptible  of  illumination  by  a  candle-end 
within ;  and  the  pair  of  small  black  velvet 
kittens,  each  with  a  lady's  reticule  in  its  mouth; 
regarded  by  the  Staggs's  Gardeners  as  prodigies 
of  imitative  art.  The  conversation  soon  be- 
coming general,  lest  the  black-eyed  should  go 
off  at  score  and  turn  sarcastic,  that  young  lady 


related  to  Jemima  a  summary  of  everything  she 
knew  concerning  Mr.  Dombey,  his  prospects, 
family,  pursuits,  and  character.  Also  an  e.xact 
inventory  of  her  personal  wardrobe,  and  some 
account  of  her  principal  relations  and  friends. 
Having  relieved  her  mind  of  these  disclosures, 
she  partook  of  shrimps  and  porter,  and  evinced 
a  disposition  to  swear  eternal  friendship. 

Little  Florence  herself  was  not  behindhand  in 
improving  the  occasion  ;  for,  being  conducted 
forth  by  the  young  Toodles  to  inspect  some  toad- 
stools and  other  curiosities  of  the  Gardens,  she 
entered  with  them,  heart  and  soul,  on  the  forma- 
tion of  a  temporary  breakwater  across  a  small 
green  pool  that  had  collected  in  a  corner.  She 
was  still  busily  engaged  in  that  labour  when 
sought  and  found  by  Susan ;  who,  such  was  her 
sense  of  duty  even  under  the  humani,sing  in- 
fluence of  shrimps,  delivered  a  moral  address  to 
her  (punctuated  with  thumps)  on  her  degenerate 
nature,  while  washing  her  face  and  hands ;  and 
predicted  that  she  would  bring  the  grey  hairs  of 
her  family  in  general  with  sorrow  to  the  grave. 
After  some  delay,  occasioned  by  a  pretty  long 
confidential  interview  above-stairs,  on  pecuniary 
subjects,  between  Polly  and  Jemima,  an  inter- 
change of  babies  was  again  effected — for  Polly 
had  all  this  time  retained  her  own  child,  and 
Jemima  little  Paul — and  the  visitors  took  leave. 

But  first  the  young  Toodles,  victims  of  a  pious 
fraud,  were  deluded  into  repairing  in  a  body  to 
a  chandler's  shop  in  the  neighbourhood,  for  the 
ostensible  purpose  of  spending  a  penny ;  and, 
when  the  coast  was  quite  clear,  Polly  fled  : 
Jemima  calling  after  her  that,  if  they  could  only 
go  roand  towards  the  City  Road  on  their  way 
back,  they  would  be  sure  to  meet  little  Biler 
coming  from  school. 

"  Do  you  think  that  we  miglit  make  time  to 
go  a  little  round  in  that  direction,  Susan?"  in- 
quired Polly  when  they  halted  to  take  breath. 

"  Why  not,  Mrs.  Richards?"  returned  Susan. 

"  It's  getting  on  towards  our  dinner-time  you 
know,"  said  Polly. 

But  lunch  had  rendered  her  companion  more 
than  indiflerent  to  this  grave  consideration,  so 
she  allowed  no  weight  to  it,  and  they  resolved 
to  go  "  a  little  round." 

Now,  it  happened  that  jioor  Biler's  life  had 
been,  since  yestenlay  morning,  rendered  weary 
by  the  costume  of  the  Charitable  Grinders.  The 
youth  of  the  streets  could  not  endure  it.  No 
young  vagabond  could  be  brought  to  bear  its 
contemplation  for  a  moment,  without  throwing 
him.self  upon  the  unoffending  wearer,  and  doing 
him  a  mischief  His  social  existence  had  been 
more  like  that  of  an  early  Christian  than  an 
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innocent  child  of  the  nineteenth  century.  He 
had  been  stoned  in  the  streets.  He  had  been 
overthrown  into  gutters ;  bespattered  with 
mud  ;  violently  flattened  against  posts.  Entire 
strangers  to  his  person  had  lifted  his  yellow  cap 
off  his  head,  and  cast  it  to  the  winds.  His  legs 
had  not  only  undergone  verbal  criticisms  and 
revilings,  but  had  been  handled  and  pinched. 
That  very  morning  he  had  received  a  perfectly 
unsolicited  black  eye  on  his  way  to  the  Grinders' 
establishment,  and  had  been  punished  for  it  by  the 
master  :  a  superannuated'old  Grinder  of  savage 
disposition,  who  had  been  appointed  school- 
master because  he  didn't  know  anything,  and 
wasn't  fit  for  anything,  and  for  whose  cruel  cane 
all  chubby  little  boys  had  a  perfect  fascination. 

Thus  it  fell  out  that  Biler,  on  his  way  home, 
sought  unfrequented  paths  ;  and  slunk  along  by 
narrow  passages  and  back-streets,  to  avoid  his 
tormentors.  Being  compelled  to  emerge  into 
the  main  road,  his  ill-fortune  brought  him  at 
last  where  a  small  party  of  boys,  headed  by  a 
ferocious  young  butcher,  were  lying  in  wait  for 
any  means  of  pleasurable  excitement  that  might 
happen.  These,  finding  a  Charitable  Grinder 
in  the  midst  of  them — unaccountably  delivered 
over,  as  it  were,  into  their  hands — set  up  a 
general  yell  and  rushed  upon  him. 

But  it  so  fell  out,  likewise,  that,  at  the  same 
time,  Polly,  looking  hopelessly  along  the  road 
before  her,  after  a  good  hour's  walk,  had  said  it 
was  no  use  going  any  farther,  when  suddenly 
she  saw  this  sight.  She  no  sooner  saw  it  than, 
uttering  a  hasty  exclamation,  and  giving  Master 
Dombey  to  the  black-eyed,  she  started  to  the 
rescue  of  her  unhappy  little  son. 

Surprises,  like  misfortunes,  rarely  come  alone. 
The  astonished  Susan  Nipper  and  her  two  young 
charges  were  rescued  by  the  bystanders  from 
under  the  very  wheels  of  a  passing  carriage  before 
they  knew  what  had  happened ;  and  at  that 
moment  (it  was  market-day)  a  thundering  alarm 
of  "  Mad  Bull  !"  was  raised. 

With  a  wild  confusion  before  her  of  people 
running  up  and  down,  and  shouting,  and  wheels 
running  over  them,  and  boys  fighting,  and  mad 
bulls  coming  up,  and  the  nurse  in  the  midst  of 
all  these  dangers  being  torn  to  pieces,  Florence 
screamed  and  ran.  She  ran  till  she  was  ex- 
hausted, urging  Susan  to  do  the  same  ;  and  then, 
stopping  and  wringing  her  hands  as  she  remem- 
bered they  had  left  the  other  nurse  behind, 
found,  with  a  sensation  of  terror  not  to  be  de- 
scribed, that  she  was  quite  alone. 

"  Susan  !  Susan  ! "  cried  Florence,  clapping 
her  hands  in  the  very  ecstasy  of  her  alarm. 
"  Oh,  where  are  they  ?  where  are  they  ?  " 


"Where  are  they?"  said  an  old  woman, 
coming  hobbling  across  as  fast  as  she  could  from 
the  opposite  ■  side  of  the  way.  "  Why  did  you 
run  away  from  'em  ?" 

"  I  was  frightened,"  answered  Florence.  "  I 
didn't  know  what  I  did.  I  thought  they  were 
with  me.     Where  are  they  ?" 

The  old  woman  took  her  by  the  wrist,  and 
said,  "  I'll  show  you." 

She  was  a  very  ugly  old  woman,  with  red  rims 
round  her  eyes,  and  a  mouth  that  mumbled  and 
chattered  of  itself  when  she  was  not  speaking. 
She  was  miserably  dressed,  and  carried  some 
skins  over  her  arm.  She  seemed  to  have  fol- 
lowed Florence  some  little  way,  at  all  events, 
for  she  had  lost  her  breath ;  and  this  made  her 
uglier  still,  as  she  stood  trj'ing  to  regain  it : 
working  her  shrivelled  yellow  face  and  throat 
into  all  sorts  of  contortions. 

Florence  was  afraid  of  her,  and  looked,  hesi- 
tating, up  the  street,  of  which  she  had  almost 
reached  the  bottom.  It  was  a  solitary  place — 
more  a  back-road  than  a  street — -and  there  was 
no  one  in  it  but  herself  and  the  old  woman. 

"  You  needn't  be  frightened  now,"  said  the 
old  woman,  still  holding  her  tight.  "  Come 
along  with  me." 

"  I — I  don't  know  you.  What's  your  name?" 
asked  Florence. 

"  Mrs.  Brown,"  said  the  old  woman.  "  Good 
Mrs.  Brown." 

"  Are  they  near  here  ?  "  asked  Florence,  be- 
ginning to  be  led  away. 

"  Susan  ain't  far  off,"  said  Good  Mrs.  Brown  ; 
"  and  the  others  are  close  to  her." 

"  Is  anybody  hurt?"  cried  Florence. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  said  Good  Mrs.  Brown. 

The  child  shed  tears  of  delight  on  hearing 
this,tind  accompanied  the  old  woman  willingly  ; 
though  she  could  not  help  glancing  at  her  face 
as  they  went  along — particularly  at  that  indus- 
trious mouth — and  wondering  whether  Bad  Mrs. 
Brown,  if  there  were  such  a  person,  was  at  all 
like  her. 

They  had  not  gone  far,  but  had  gone  by  some 
very  uncomfortable  places,  such  as  brick-fields 
and  tile-yards,  when  the  old  woman  turned  down 
a  dirty  lane,  where  the  mud  lay  in  deep  black 
ruts  in  the  middle  of  the  road.  She  stopped 
before  a  shabby  little  house,  as  closely  shut  up 
as  a  house  that  was  full  of  cracks  and  crevices 
could  be.  Opening  the  door  with  a  key  she 
took  out  of  her  bonnet,  she  pushed  the  child 
before  her  into  a  back-room,  where  there  was  a 
great  heap  of  rags  of  different  colours  lying  on 
the  floor,  a  heap  of  bones,  and  a  heap  of  sifted 
dust  or  cinders;  but  there    was    no    furniture 
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at  all,    and   the    walls  and  ceiling   were   quite 
black. 

The  child  became  so  terrified  that  she  was 
stricken  speechless,  and  looked  as  though  about 
to  swoon. 

«  •  Now  don't  be  a  young  mule,"  said  Good 
Mrs.  Brown,  reviving  her  with  a  shake.  "  I'm 
not  a-going  to  hurt  you.     Sit  upon  the  rags." 

Florence  obeyed  her,  holding  out  her  folded 
hands  in  mute  supplication. 

"  I'm  not  a-going  to  keep  you,  even,  above  an 


Brown.     "  D'ye   understand 
with    great     difficulty, 


hour,"   said   Mrs. 
wliat  I  say  ?  " 

The    child   answered 
"  Yes." 

"Then,"  said  Good  Mrs.  Brown,  taking  her 
own  seat  on  the  bones,  "  don't  vex  me.  If  you 
don't,  I  tell  you  I  won't  hurt  you.  But  if  you 
do,  I'll  kill  you.  I  could  have  you  killed  at  any 
time — even  if  you  was  in  your  own  bed  at  home. 
Now  let's  know  who  you  are,  and  what  you  are, 
and  all  about  it." 


"FLORENCE     OBEYED    AS    FAST  AS     HER    TREMBLING     HANDS   WOULD    ALLOW    ;     KLLII.XO,    ALL     lUL     WHILE,   A 

FRIGHTENED   EYE   ON    MRS.   BROWN." 


The  old  woman's  threats  and  promises  ;  the 
dread  of  giving  her  oftence  ;  and  the  habit,  un- 
usual to  a  child,  but  almost  natural  to  Florence 
now,  of  being  quiet,  and  repressing  what  she 
felt,  and  feared,  and  hoped ;  enabled  her  to  do 
this  bidding,  and  to  tell  her  little  history,  or 
what  she  knew  of  it.  Mrs.  Brown  listened  at- 
tentively until  she  had  finished. 

'■  So  your  name's  Dombey,  eh  ? "  said  Mrs. 
Brown. 


"  Yes,  ma'am." 

"  I  want  that  pretty  frock.  Miss  Dombey," 
said  Good  Mrs.  Brown,  "  and  that  little  bonnet, 
and  a  petticoat  or  two,  and  anything  else  you 
can  spare.     Come  !     Take  'em  off." 

Florence  obeyed  as  fast  as  her  trembling 
hands  would  allow  ;  keeping,  all  the  while,  a 
frightened  eye  on  Mrs.  Brown.  When  she  had 
divested  herself  of  all  the  articles  of  apparel 
mentioned  by  tiiat  lady,  Mrs.  B  examined  them 
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at  leisure,  and  seemed  tolerably  well  satisfied 
with  their  quality  and  value. 

"Humph!"  she  said,  running  her  eyes  over 
the  child's  slight  figure,  "  I  don't  see  anything 
else — except  the  shoes.  I  must  have  the  shoes, 
Miss  DomSey." 

Poor  litde  Florence  took  them  off  with  equal 
alacrity,  only  too  glad  to  have  any  more  means 
of  conciliation  about  her.  The  old  woman  then 
produced  some  wretched  substitutes  from  the 
bottom  of  the  heap  of  rags,  which  she  turned 
up  for  that  purpose  ;  together  with  a  girl's  cloak, 
quite  worn  out  and  very  old  ;  and  the  crushed 
remains  of  a  bonnet  that  had  probably  been 
picked  up  from  some  ditch  or  dunghill.  In 
this  dainty  raiment  she  instructed  Florence  to 
dress  herself;  and,  as  such  preparation  seemed 
a  prelude  to  her  release,  the  child  complied  with 
increased  readiness,  if  possible. 

In  hurriedly  putting  on  the  bonnet,  if  that 
may  be  called  a  bonnet  which  was  more  like  a 
pad  to  carry  loads  on,  she  caught  it  in  her  hair, 
which  grew  luxuriantly,  and  could  not  immedi- 
ately disentangle  it.  Good  Mrs.  Brown  whipped 
out  a  large  pair  of  scissors,  and  fell  into  an  un- 
accountable state  of  excitement. 

"  Why  couldn't  you  let  me  be,"  said  Mrs. 
Brown,  "  when  I  was  contented  ?  You  little 
fool !  " 

"  I  beg  your  pavdon.  I  don't  know  what  I 
have  done,"  panted  Florence.  "  I  couldn't 
help  it." 

"  Couldn't  help  it ! "  cried  Mrs.  Brown. 
"  How  do  ycu  expect  I  can  help  it  ?  Why, 
Lord  !  "  said  the  old  woman,  ruffling  her  curls 
with  a  furious  pleasure,  "  anybody  but  me  would 
have  bad  'em  off  first  of  all." 

Florence  was  so  relieved  to  find  that  it  was 
only  her  hair,  and  not  her  head,  which  Mrs. 
Brown  coveted,  that  she  offered  no  resistance  or 
entreaty,  and  merely  raised  her  mild  eyes  to- 
wards the  face  of  that  good  soul. 

■'  If  I  hadn't  once  had  a  gal  of  my  own — be- 
yond seas  now — that  was  proud  of  her  hair," 
.said  Mrs.  Brown,  "  I'd  have  had  ever)'  lock  of 
it.   She's  far  away,  she's  far  away.    Oho!   Oho!" 

Mrs.  Brown's  was  not  a  melodious  cry,  but, 
accompanied  with  a  wild  tossing  up  of  her  lean 
arms,  it  was  full  of  passionate  grief,  and  thrilled 
to  the  heart  of  Florence,  whom  it  frightened 
more  than  ever.  It  had  its  part,  perhaps,  in 
saving  her  curls ;  for  Mrs.  Brown,  after  hover- 
ing about  her  with  the  scissors  for  some  mo- 
ments, like  a  new  kind  of  butterfly,  bade  her 
hide  them  under  the  bonnet,  and  let  no  trace  of 
them  escape  to  tempt  her.  Havmg  accom- 
plished this  victory  over  herself,  Mrs.  Brown  re- 


sumed her  seat  on  the  bones,  and  sn.oked  a 
very  short  black  pipe,  mowing  and  mumbling 
all  the  time  as  if  she  were  eating  the  stem. 

When  the  pipe  was  smoked  out,  she  gave  the 
child  a  rabbit-skin  to  carry,  that  she  might  ap^ 
pear  more  like  her  ordinary  companion,  and 
told  her  that  she  was  now  going  to  lead  her  to 
a  public  street  whence  she  could  inquire  her 
way  to  her  friends.  But  she  cautioned  her,  with 
threats  of  summary  and  deadly  vengeance  ic  case 
of  disobedience,  not  to  talk  to  strangers,  nor  to 
repair  to  her  oun  home  (which  may  have  been 
too  near  for  Mrs.  Brown's  convenience),  but  to 
her  father's  office  in  the  City ;  also  to  wait  at 
the  street  comer  where  she  would  be  left  until 
the  clock  struck  three.  These  directions  Mrs. 
Brown  enforced  with  assurances  that  there  would 
be  potent  eyes  and  ears  in  her  employment  cog- 
nizant of  all  she  did ;  and  these  directions 
Florence  promised  faithfully  and  earnestly  to 
observe. 

At  length  Mrs.  Brown,  issuing  forth,  con- 
ducted her  changed  and  ragged  little  friend 
through  a  labyrinth  of  narrow  streets  and  lanes 
and  alleys,  which  emerged,  after  a  long  time, 
upon  a  stable-)'ard,  with  a  gateway  at  the  end, 
whence  the  roar  of  a  great  thoroughfare  made 
itself  audible.  Pointing  out  this  gateway,  and 
informing  Florence  that  when  the  clock  struck 
three  she  was  to  go  to  the  left,  Mrs.  Brown, 
after  making  a  parting  grasp  at  her  hair  which 
seemed  involuntary,  and  quite  beyond  her  own 
control,  told  her  she  knew  what  to  do,  and 
bade  her  go  and  do  it :  remembering  that  she 
was  watched. 

With  a  lighter  heart,  but  still  sore  afraid, 
Florence  felt  herself  released,  and  tripped  off  to 
the  corner.  When  she  reached  it,  she  looked 
back,  and  saw  the  head  of  Good  Mrs.  Brown 
peeping  out  of  the  low  wooden  passage  where 
she  had  issued  her  parting  injunctions  ;  likewise 
the  fist  of  Good  ]Mrs.  Brown  shaking  towards 
her.  Bat  though  she  often  looked  back  after- 
wards— every  minute,  at  least,  in  her  nervous 
recollection  of  the  old  woman — she  could  not 
see  her  again. 

Florence  remained  there,  looking  at  the  bustle 
in  the  street,  and  more  and  more  bewildered  by 
it ;  and,  in  the  meanwhile,  the  clocks  appeared 
to  have  made  up  their  mind  never  to  strike 
three  any  more.  At  last  the  steeples  rang  out 
three  o'clock ;  there  was  one  close  by,  so  she 
couldn't  be  mistaken  ;  and— after  often  looking 
over  her  shoulder,  and  often  going  a  little  way, 
and  as  often  coming  back  again,  lest  the  all- 
powerful  spies  of  Mrs.  Brown  should  take 
oft'ence — she  hurried  off  as  fast  as  she  could  in 
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'ler  <;lipshod  shoes,  holding  the  rabbit-skin  tight 
m  her  hand. 

All  she  knew  of  her  father's  offices  was  that 
they  belonged  to  Dombey  and  Son,  and  that 
that  was  a  great  power  belonging  to  the  City. 
So  she  coukl  only  ask  the  way  to  Dombey  and 
Son's  in  the  City ;  and  as  she  generally  made 
inquiry  of  children — being  afraid  to  a-sk  grown 
people — she  got  very  little  satisfaction  indeed. 
But,  by  dint  of  asking  her  way  to  the  City  after 
awhile,  and  dropping  the  rest  of  her  inquiry  for 
the  present,  she  really  did  advance,  by  slow 
degrees,  towards  the  heart  of  that  great  region 
which  is  governed  by  the  terrible  Lord  Mayor. 

Tired  of  walking,  repulsed  and  pushed  about, 
stunned  by  the  noise  and  confusion,  anxious  for 
her  brother  and  the  nurses,  terrified  by  what  she 
had  undergone,  and  the  prospect  of  encounter- 
ing her  angry  father  in  such  an  altered  state  ; 
perplexed  and  frightened  alike  by  what  had 
passed,  and  what  was  passing,  and  what  was  yet 
before  her  ;  Florence  went  upon  her  weary  way 
with  tearful  eyes,  and  once  or  twice  could  not 
help  stopping  to  ease  her  bursting  heart  by  cry- 
ing bitterly.  But  few  people  noticed  her  at 
those  times,  in  the  garb  she  wore  :  or,  if  they 
did,  believed  that  she  was  tutored  to  excite 
compassion,  and  passed  on.  Florence,  too, 
called  to  her  aid  all  the  firmness  and  self-reliance 
of  a  character  that  her  sad  experience  had  prema- 
turely formed  and  tried  ;  and,  keeping  the  end 
she  had  in  view  steadily  before  her,  steadily 
pursued  it. 

It  was  full  two  hours  later  in  the  afternoon 
than  when  she  had  started  on  this  strange 
adventure,  when,  escaping  from  the  clash  and 
clangour  of  a  narrow  street  full  of  carts  and 
waggons,  she  peeped  into  a  kind  of  wharf  or 
lantling-place  upon  the  river-side,  where  there 
were  a  great  many  packages,  casks,  and  boxes 
strewn  about ;  a  large  pair  of  wooden  scales  ; 
and  a  little  wooden  house  on  wheels,  outside  of 
which,  looking  at  the  neighbouring  masts  and 
boats,  a  stout  man  stood  whistling,  with  his  pen 
behind  his  ear,  and  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  as 
if  his  day's  work  were  nearly  done. 

"  Now  then  ! "  said  this  man,  happening  to 
turn  round.  "  We  haven't  got  anything  for  you, 
litde  girl.     Be  off  !  " 

"If  you  please,  is  this  the  City?"  asked  the 
trembling  daughter  of  the  Dombeys. 

"  Ah  !  it's  the  City.  You  know  that  well 
enough,  I  dare  say.  Be  off !  We  haven't  got 
anything  for  you." 

"  I  don't  want  anything,  thank  you,"  was  the 
timid  answer.  "  Except  to  know  the  way  to 
Dombev  and  Son's." 


The  man,  who  had  been  strolling  carelessly 
towards  her,  seemed  surprised  by  this  reply, 
and,  looking  attentively  in  her  face,  rejoined  : 

'•  Why,  what  can  you  want  with  Dombey  an! 
Son's  ?  " 

"  To  know  the  way  there,  if  you  please." 

The  man  looked  at  her  yet  more  curiously, 
and  rubbed  the  back  of  his  head  so  hard  in  his 
wonderment,  that  he  knocked  his  own  hat  off 

"Joe  !"  he  called  to  another  man — a  labourer 
— as  he  picked  it  up  and  put  it  on  again. 

"  Joe  it  is  ! "  said  Joe. 

"  Where's  that  young  spark  of  Dombey's 
who's  been  watching  the  shipment  of  them 
goods  ?  " 

"  Just  gone  by  the  t'other  gate,"  said  Joe. 

"  Call  him  back  a  minute." 

Joe  ran  up  an  archway,  bawling  as  he  went, 
and  very  soon  returned  with  a  blithe  looking 
boy. 

"  You're  Dombey's  jockey,  an't  you  ?  "  said 
the  first  man. 

"  I'm  in  Dombey's  House,  Mr.  Clark,"  re- 
turned the  boy. 

"  Lookye  here,  then,"  said  Mr.  Clark. 

Obedient  to  the  indication  of  Mr.  Clark's 
hand,  the  boy  approached  towards  Florence, 
wondering,  as  well  he  might,  what  he  had  to  do 
with  her.  But  she,  who  had  heard  what  passed, 
and  who,  besides  the  relief  of  so  suddenly  con- 
sidering herself  safe  and  at  her  journey's  end, 
felt  reassured  beyond  all  measure  by  his  lively 
youthful  face  and  manner,  ran  eagerly  up  to 
him,  leaving  one  of  the  slipshod  shoes  upon 
the  ground,  and  caught  his  hand  in  both  of 
hers. 

"  I  am  lost,  if  you  please  !"  said  Florence. 

"  Lost !  "  cried  the  boy. 

"  Yes,  I  was  lost  this  morning,  a  long  way 
from  here — and  I  have  had  my  clothes  taken 
away  since — and  I  am  not  dressed  in  my  own 
now — and  my  name  is  Florence  Dombey,  my 
little  brother's  only  sister — and,  oh  dear,  dear, 
take  care  of  me,  if  you  please  ! "  sobbed  Florence, 
giving  full  vent  to  tiie  childish  feelings  she  had 
so  long  suppressed,  and  bursting  into  tears.  At 
the  same  time,  her  miserable  bonnet  falling  off, 
her  hair  came  tumbling  down  about  her  face  : 
moving  to  speechless  admiration  and  commisera- 
tion young  Walter,  nephew  of  Solomon  Gills, 
Ships'  Instrument-maker  in  general. 

Mr.  Clark  stood  rapt  in  amazement :  observ- 
ing under  his  breath,  /  never  saw  such  a  start 
on  this  wharf  before.  Walter  picked  up  the 
shoe,  and  put  it  on  the  little  foot  as  the  Prince 
in  the  story  might  have  fitted  Cinderella's  slipper 
on.     He  hung  the  rabbit-skin  over  his  left  arm  ; 
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gave  the  right  to  Florence ;  and  felt  not  to  say 
like  Richard  Whittington — that  is  a  tame  com- 
parison— but  like  St.  George  of  England,  with 
the  dragon  lying  dead  before  him. 

"  Don't  cry,  Miss  Dombey,"  said  Walter  in  a 
transport  of  enthusiasm.  "  What  a  wonderful 
thing  for  me  that  I  am  here  !  You  are  as  safe 
now  as  if  you  were  guarded  by  a  whole  boat's 
crew  of  picked  men  from  a  man-of-war.  Oh, 
don't  cry  !  " 

"  I  won't  cry  any  more,"  said  Florence.  "  I 
am  only  crying  for  joy." 

"Crying  for  joy!"  thought  Walter;  "and 
I'm  the  cause  of  it.  Come  along.  Miss  Dombey. 
There's  the  other  shoe  off  now.  Take  mine, 
Miss  Dombey." 

"  No,  no,  no,"  said  Florence,  checking  him  in 
the  act  of  impetuously  pulling  off  his  own. 
"  These  do  better.     These  do  very  well." 

"  Wh}',  to  be  sure,"  said  Walter,  glancing  at 
her  foot ;  "  mine  are  a  mile  too  large.  What 
am  I  thinking  about  ?  You  never  could  walk 
in  mine!  Come  along.  Miss  Dombey.  Let 
me  see  the  villain  who  will  dare  molest  you 
now." 

So  Walter,  looking  immensely  fierce,  led  off 
Florence,  looking  very  happy;  and  they  went 
arm-in-arm  along  the  streets,  perfectly  indifferent 
to  any  astonishment  that  their  appearance  might 
or  did  excite  by  the  way. 

It  was  growing  dark  antl  foggy,  and  beginning 
to  rain  too  ;  but  they  cared  nothing  for  this  : 
being  both  wholly  absorbed  in  the  late  adven- 
tures of  Florence,  which  she  related  with  the 
innocent  good  faith  and  confidence  of  her  years, 
while  Walter  listened  as  if,  far  from  the  mud 
and  grease  of  Thames  Street,  they  were  rambling 
alone  among  the  broad  leaves  and  tall  trees  of 
some  desert  island  in  the  tropics — as  he  very 
likely  fancied,  for  the  time,  they  were. 

"  Have  we  far  to  go  ? "  asked  Florence  at 
last,  hfting  her  eyes  to  her  companion's  face. 

"  Ah  !  By-the-bye,"  said  Walter,  stopping, 
"  let  me  see  ;  where  are  we  ?  Oh !  I  know. 
But  the  offices  are  shut  up  now.  Miss  Dombey. 
There's  nobody  there.  Rlr.  Dombey  has  gone 
home  long  ago.  I  suppose  we  must  go  home 
too  ?  Or,  stay.  Suppose  I  take  you  to  my 
uncle's,  where  I  live — it's  very  near  here — and 
go  to  your  house  in  a  coach  to  tell  them  you  are 
safe,  and  bring  you  back  some  clothes.  Won't 
that  be  best  ?  " 

"  I  think  so,"  answered  Florence.  "  Don't 
}0u  ?     What  do  you  think  ?  " 

As  they  stood  deliberating  in  the  street,  a 
man  passed  them,  who  glanced  quickly  at  Walter 
as  he  went  by,  as  if  he  recognised  him ;  but 


seeming  to  correct  that  first  impression,  he 
passed  on  without  stopping. 

"  Why,  I  think  it's  Mr.  Carker,"  said  Walter. 
"  Carker  in  our  House.  Not  Carker  our 
manager.  Miss  Dombey — the  other  Carker;  the 
junior.     Halloa  !  Mr.  Carker  !  " 

"Is  that  Walter  Gay.?"  said  the  other,  stop- 
ping and  returning.  "  I  couldn't  believe  it, 
with  such  a  strange  companion." 

As  he  stood  near  a  lamp,  listening  with  sur- 
prise to  Walter's  hurried  explanation,  he  pre- 
sented a  remarkable  contrast  to  the  tw'o  youth- 
ful figures  arm-in-arm  before  him.  He  was  not 
old,  but  his  hair  was  white  ;  his  body  was  bent,  or 
bowed,  as  if  by  the  weight  of  some  great  trouble  ; 
and  there  were  deep  lines  in  his  worn  and  me- 
lancholy face.  The  fire  of  his  eyes,  the  expres- 
sion of  his  features,  the  very  voice  in  which  he 
spoke,  were  all  subdued  and  quenched,  as  if  the 
spirit  within  him  lay  in  ashes.  He  was  respect- 
ably, though  very  plainly,  dressed  in  black ;  but 
his  clothes,  moulded  to  the  general  character  of 
his  figure,  seemed  to  shrink  and  abase  them- 
selves upon  him,  and  to  join  in  the  sorrowful 
solicitation  which  the  whole  man  from  head  to 
foot  expressed,  to  be  left  unnoticed,  and  alone 
in  his  humility. 

And  yet  his  interest  in  youth  and  hopefulness 
was  not  extinguished  \s\Sk\.  the  other  embers  of 
his  soul,  for  he  watched  the  boy's  earnest  coun- 
tenance as  he  spoke  with  unusual  sympathy, 
though  with  an  inexplicable  show  of  trouble  and 
compassion,  which  escaped  into  his  looks,  how- 
ever hard  he  strove  to  hold  it  prisoner.  When 
Walter,  in  conclusion,  put  to  him  the  question 
he  had  put  to  Florence,  he  still  stood  glancing 
at  him  with  the  same  expression,  as  if  he  read 
some  fate  upon  his  face,  mournfully  at  variance 
with  its  present  brightness. 

"  What  do  you  advise,  Mr.  Carker  ? "  said 
Walter,  smiling.  "  You  always  give  me  good 
advice,  you  know,  when  you  do  speak  to  me. 
That's  not  often,  though." 

"  I  think  your  own  idea  is  the  best,"  he  an- 
swered :  looking  from  Florence  to  Walter,  and 
back  again. 

"  Mr.  Carker,"  said  Walter,  brightening  with 
a  generous  thought,  "  come  !  Here's  a  chance 
for  you.  Go  you  to  Mr.  Dombey's,  and  be  the 
messenger  of  good  news.  It  may  do  you  some 
good,  sir.  I'll  remain  at  home.  You  shall 
go." 

"  I  !  "  returned  the  other. 

"Yes.  Why  not,  Mr.  Carker?"  said  the 
boy. 

He  merely  shook  him  by  the  hand  in  answer; 
he  seemed  in  a  manner  ashamed  and  afraid  even 
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to  do  that ;  and  bidding  him  good  night,  and 
advising  him  to  make  haste,  turned  away. 

"  Come,  Miss  Dombey,"  said  Walter,  looking 
after  him  as  they  turned  away  also,  "  we'll  go  to 
my  uncle's  as  quick  as  we  can.  Did  you  ever 
hear  Mr.  Dombey  speak  of  Mr.  Carker,  the  junior, 
Miss  Florence  ?  " 

"  No,"  returned  the  child  mildly,  "  I  don't 
often  hear  papa  speak.'' 

"Ah!  true!  more  shame  for  him,"  thought 
Walter.  After  a  minute's  pause,  during  which 
he  had  been  looking  down  upon  the  gentle, 
patient  little  face  moving  on  at  his  side,  he  be- 
stirred himself  with  his  accustomed  boyish  ani- 
mation and  restlessness  to  change  the  subject; 
and  one  of  the  unfortunate  shoes  coming  off  again 
opportunely,  proposed  to  carry  Florence  to  his 
uncle's  in  his  arms.  Florence,  though  very 
tired,  laughingly  declined  the  proposal,  lest  he 
should  let  her  fall ;  and  as  they  were  already 
near  the  Wooden  Midshipman,  and  as  Walter 
went  on  to  cite  various  precedents,  from  ship- 
wrecks and  other  moving  accidents,  where 
younger  boys  than  he  had  triumphantly  rescued 
and  carried  off  older  girls  than  Florence,  they 
were  still  in  full  conversation  about  it  when  they 
arrived  at  the  instrument-maker's  door. 

"  Halloa,  Uncle  Sol  !  "  cried  Walter,  bursting 
into  the  shop,  and  speaking  incoherently  and 
out  of  breath,  from  that  time  forth,  for  the  rest 
of  the  evening.  "  Here's  a  wonderful  adven- 
ture !  Here's  Mr.  Dombey's  daughter  lost  in 
the  streets,  apd  robbed  of  her  clothes  by  an  old 
witch  of  a  woman — found  by  me — brought  home 
to  our  parlour  to  rest — look  here  I " 

"  Good  Heaven  !  "  said  Uncle  Sol,  starting 
back  against  his  favourite  compass-case.  "  It 
can't  be  !     Well,  I " 

"  No,  nor  anybody  else,"  said  Walter,  antici- 
pating the  rest.  "  Nobody  would,  nobody 
could,  you  know.  Here  !  just  help  me  lift  the 
little  sofa  near  the  fire,  will  you.  Uncle  Sol  ? — 
take  care  of  the  plates — cut  some  dinner  for 
her,  will  you,  uncle  ?— throw  those  shoes  under 
the  grate,  Miss  Florence — put  your  feet  on  the 
fender  to  dry — how  damp  they  are  ! — here's  an 
adventure,  uncle,  eh  ?— God  bless  my  soul,  how 
hot  I  am  !" 

Solomon  Gills  was  quite  as  hot,  by  sympathy, 
and  in  excessive  bewilderment.  He  patted 
Florence's  head,  pressed  her  to  eat,  pressed  her 
to  drink,  rubbed  the  soles  of  her  feet  with  his 
pocket-handkerchief  heated  at  the  fire,  followed 
his  locomotive  nephew  with  his  eyes  and  ears, 
and  had  no  clear  perception  of  anything  except 
that  he  was  being  constantly  knocked  against 
and  tumbled  over  by  that  excited  young  gentle- 


man, as  he  darted  about  the  room  attempting  to 
accomplish  twenty  things  at  once,  and  doing 
nothing  at  all. 

"  Here,  wait  a  minute,  uncle,"  he  continued, 
catching  up  a  candle,  "  till  I  run  up-stairs  and 
get  another  jacket  on,  and  then  Fll  be  off.  I 
say,  uncle,  isn't  this  an  adventure  ?  " 

"  My  dear  boy,"  said  Solomon,  who,  with  his 
spectacles  on  his  forehead  and  the  great  chrono- 
meter in  his  pocket,  was  incessantly  oscillating 
between  Florence  on  the  sofa  and  his  nephew 
in  all  parts  of  the  parlour,  "  it's  the  most  extra- 
ordinary  " 

"  No,  but  do,  uncle,  please — do.  Miss  Flo- 
rence— dinner,  you  know,  uncle." 

"  Yes,  yes,  yes,"  cried  Solomon,  cutting  in- 
stantly into  a  leg  of  mutton,  as  if  he  were 
catering  for  a  giant.  "  I'll  take  care  of  her, 
Wally  !  I  understand.  Pretty  dear  !  Famished, 
of  course.  You  go  and  get  ready.  Lord  bless 
me !  Sir  Richard  Whittington,  thrice  Lord 
Mayor  of  London !  " 

Walter  was  not  very  long  in  mounting  to  his 
lofty  garret  and  descending  from  it,  but  in  the 
meantime  Florence,  overcome  by  fatigue,  had 
sunk  into  a  doze  before  the  fire.  The  short 
interval  of  quiet,  though  only  a  few  minutes  in 
duration,  enabled  Solomon  Gills  so  far  to  collect 
his  wits  as  to  make  some  little  arrangements  for 
her  comfort,  and  to  darken  the  room,  and  to 
screen  her  from  the  blaze.  Thus,  when  the  boy 
returned,  she  was  sleeping  peacefully. 

"  That's  capital !"  he  whispered,  giving  Solo- 
mon such  a  hug  that  it  squeezed  a  new  expres- 
sion into  his  face.  "  Now  I'm  off.  I.'ll  just 
take  a  crust  of  bread  with  me,  for  I'm  very 
hungry — and — don't  wake  her.  Uncle  Sol." 

"'  No,  no,"  said  Solomon.     "  Pretty  child  ! " 

"  Pretty,  indeed  ! "  cried  Walter.  "  /  never 
saw  such  a  face,  Uncle  Sol.     Now  I'm  off." 

"  Tliat's  right,"  said  Solomon,  greatly  re- 
lieved. 

"  I  say.  Uncle  Sol,"  cried  Walter,  putting  his 
face  in  at  the  door. 

"  Here  he  is  again  !"  said  Solomon. 

"  How  does  she  look  now?" 

"  Quite  happy,"  said  Solomon. 

"  That's  famous  !     Now  I'm  off." 

"  I  hope  you  are,"  said  Solomon  to  himself 

"  I  say.  Uncle  Sol,"  cried  Walter,  reappearing 
at  the  door. 

"  Here  he  is  again  !"  said  Solomon. 

"  We  met  Mr.  Carker  the  junior  in  the  street, 
queerer  than  ever.  He  bade  me  good-bye,  but 
came  behind  us  here — there's  an  odd  thing  ! — 
for  when  we  reached  the  shop-door,  I  looked 
round,  and  saw  him  going  quietly  away,  like  a 
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servant  who  had  seen  me  home,  or  a  faithful 
dog.     How  does  slie  look  now,  uncle?" 

"  Pretty  much  the  same  as  before,  Wally," 
replied  Uncle  Sol. 

"  That's  right.     Now  I  am  off!" 

And  this  time  he  really  was :  and  Solomon 
Gills,  with  no  appetite  for  dinner,  sat  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  fire,  watching  Florence  in 
her  slumber,  building  a  great  many  airy  castles 
of  the  most  fantastic  architecture  ;  and  looking 
in  the  dim  shade,  and  in  the  close  vicinity  of  all 
the  instruments,  like  a  magician  disguised  in  a 
Welsh  wig  and  a  suit  of  coffee  colour,  who  held 
the  child  in  an  enchanted  sleep. 

In  the  meantime  Walter  proceeded  towards 
Mr.  Dombey's  house  at  a  pace  seldom  achieved 
by  a  hack  horse  from  the  stand ;  and  yet  with 
his  head  out  of  window  every  two  or  three 
minutes,  in  impatient  remonstrance  with  the 
driver.  Arriving  at  his  journey's  end,  he  leaped 
out,  and  breathlessly  announcing  his  errand  to 
the  servant,  followed  him  straight  into  the 
library,  where  there  was  a  great  confusion  of 
tongues,  and  where  Mr.  Dombey,  his  sister,  and 
Miss  Tox,  Richards,  and  Nipper,  were  all  con- 
gregated together. 

"  Oh  !  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Walter, 
rashing  up  to  him,  "  but  I'm  happy  to  say  it's 
all  right,  sir.     Miss  Dombey's  found." 

The  boy  with  his  open  face,  and  flowing  hair, 
and  sparkling  eyes,  panting  with  pleasure  and 
excitement,  was  wonderfully  opposed  to  Mr. 
Dombey,  as  he  sat  confronting  him  in  his  library 
chair. 

"  I  told  you,  Louisa,  that  she  would  certainly 
be  found,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  looking  slightly 
over  his  shoulder  at  that  lady,  who  wept  in  com- 
pany with  Miss  Tox.  "  Let  the  servants  know 
that  no  further  steps  are  necessary.  This  boy, 
who  brings  the  information,  is  young  Gay,  from 
the  office.  How  was  my  daughter  found,  sir? 
I  know  how  she  was  lost."  Here  he  looked 
majestically  at  Richards.  "  But  how  was  she 
found?     \Vho  found  her?" 

"Why,  I  believe  /found  Miss  Dombey,  sir," 
said  Walter  modestly;  "at  least,  I  don't  know 
that  I  can  claim  the  merit  of  having  exactly 
found  her,  sir,  but  I  was  the  fortunate  instru- 
ment of " 

"What  do  you  mean,  sir,"  interrupted  Mr. 
Dombey,  regarding  the  boy's  evident  pride  and 
pleasure  in  his  share  of  the  transaction  with  an 
mstinctive  dislike,  "  by  not  having  exactly  found 
my  daughter,  and  by  being  a  fortunate  instru- 
ment ?     Be  plain  and  coherent,  if  you  please." 

It  was  quite  out  of  Walter's  power  to  be  co- 
herent ;  but  he  rendered  himself  as  explanatory 


as  he  could  in  his  breathless  state,  and  stated 
why  he  had  come  alone. 

""Vou  hear  this,  girl?"  said  Mr.  Dombey 
sternly  to  the  black-eyed.  "  Take  what  is  neces- 
sary, and  return  immediately  with  this  young 
man  to  fetch  Miss  Florence  home.  Gay,  you 
will  be  rewarded  to-morrow." 

"  Oh  !  thank  you,  sir,"  said  Walter.  "  You 
are  very  kind.  I'm  sure  I  was  not  thinking  of 
any  reward,  sir." 

"  You  are  a  boy,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  suddenly 
and  almost  fiercely ;  "  and  what  you  think  of, 
or  affect  to  think  of,  is  of  little  consequence. 
You  have  done  well,  sir.  Don't  undo  it.  Louisa, 
please  to  give  the  lad  some  wine." 

Mr.  Dombey's  glance  followed  Walter  Gay 
with  sharp  disfa\  our  as  he  left  the  room  under 
the  pilotage  of  Mrs.  Chick ;  and  it  may  be  that 
his  mind's  eye  followed  him  with  no  greater 
relish  as  he  rode  back  to  his  uncle's  with  Miss 
Susan  Nipper. 

There  they  found  that  Florence,  much  re- 
freshed by  sleep,  had  dined,  and  greatly  im- 
proved the  acquaintance  of  Solomon  Gills,  with 
whom  she  was  on  terms  of  perfect  confidence 
and  ease.  The  black-eyed  (who  had  cried  so 
much  that  she  might  now  be  called  the  red-eyed, 
and  who  was  very  silent  and  depressed)  caught 
her  in  her  arms  without  a  word  of  contradiction 
or  reproach,  and  made  a  very  hysterical  meeting 
of  it.  Then  converting  the  parlour,  for  the  nonce, 
into  a  private  tiring-room,  she  dressed  her,  wiih 
great  care,  in  proper  clothes ;  and  presently  led 
her  forth,  as  like  a  Dombey  as  her  natural  dis- 
qualifications admitted  of  her  being  made. 

"  Good  night !  "  said  Florence,  running  up  to 
Solomon.     "  You  have  been  very  good  to  me." 

Old  Sol  was  quite  delighted,  and  kissed  her 
like  her  grandfather. 

"  Good  night,  Walter  !  Good-bye  !  "  said 
Florence. 

"  Good-bye  ! "  said  Walter,  giving  both  Iiis 
hands. 

"I'll  never  forget  you,"  pursued  Florence. 
"  No  !  indeed  I  never  will.    Goodbye,  Walter ! " 

In  the  innocence  of  her  grateful  heart,  the 
child  lifted  up  her  face  to  his.  Walter,  bending 
down  his  own,  raised  it  again,  all  red  and  burn- 
ing ;  and  looked  at  Uncle  Sol  quite  sheepishly. 

"  Where's  Walter  ?  "  "  Good  night,  Walter  !  " 
"Good-bye,  Walter!"  "Shake  hands  once 
more,  Walter  !  "  This  was  still  Florence's  cry, 
after  she  was  shut  up  with  her  little  maid  in  the 
coach.  And  when  the  coach  at  length  moved 
off,  Walter  on  the  door-step  gaily  returned  the 
waving  of  her  handkerchief,  while  the  Wooden 
Midshipman  behind  him  seemed,  like  himself, 
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intent  upon  that  coach  alone,  excluding  all  the 
other  passing  coaches  from  his  observation. 

In  good  time  Mr.  Dombey's  mansion  was 
gained  again,  and  again  there  was  a  noise  of 
tongues  in  the  library.  Again,  too,  the  coach 
was  ordered  to  wait — "for  Mrs.  Richards,"  one 
of  Susan's  fellow-servants  ominously  whispered, 
as  she  passed  with  Florence. 

The  entrance  of  the  lost  child  made  a  .slight 
sensation,  but  not  much.  Mr.  Dombey,  who 
had  never  found  her,  kissed  her  once  upon  the 
forehead,  and  cautioned  her  not  to  run  away 
again,  or  wander  anywhere  with  treacherous 
attendants.  Mrs.  Chick  stopped  in  her  lamenta- 
tions on  the  corruption  of  human  nature,  even 
when  beckoned  to  the  paths  of  virtue  by  a 
Charitable  Grinder  ;  and  received  her  with  a 
welcome  something  short  of  the  reception  due 
to  none  but  perfect  Dombeys.  Miss  Tox  regu- 
lated her  feelings  by  the  models  before  her. 
Richards,  the  culprit  Richards,  alone  poured  out 
her  heart  in  broken  words  of  welcome,  and 
bowed  herself  over  the  little  wandering  head  as 
if  she  really  loved  it. 

"  Ah,  Richards ! "  said  Mrs.  Chick  with  a 
sigh.  "  It  would  have  been  much  more,  satis- 
factory to  those  who  wish  to  think  well  of  their 
I'ellow-creatures,  and  much  more  becoming  in 
you,  if  you  had  shown  some  proper  feeling,  in 
time,  for  the  little  child  that  is  now  going  to 
be  prematurely  deprived  of  its  natural  nourish- 
ment." 

"  Cut  off,"  said  Miss  Tox  in  a  plaintive 
whisper,  "  from  one  common  fountain  !  " 

"  If  it  was  my  ungrateful  case,"  said  Mrs.  Chick 
solemnly,  "and  I  had  jw/^r  reflections,  Richards, 
I  should  feel  as  if  the  Charitable  Grinders'  dress 
would  blight  my  child,  and  the  education  choke 
him." 

For  the  matter  of  that — but  Mrs.  Chick  didn't 
know  it — he  had  been  pretty  well  blighted  by 
the  dress  already  ;  and  as  to  the  education,  even 
its  retributive  effect  might  be  produced  in  time, 
for  it  was  a  storm  of  sobs  and  blows. 

"  Louisa  I  "  said  Mr.  Dombey.  "  It  is  not 
necessary  to  prolong  these  observations.  The 
woman  is  discharged  and  paid.  You  leave  this 
house,  Richards,  for  taking  my  son — my  son," 
said  Mr.  Dombey,  emphatically  repeating  these 
two  words,  "  into  haunts  and  into  society  which 
are  not  to  be  thought  of  without  a  shudder.  As 
to  the  accident  which  befell  Miss  Florence  this 
morning,  I  regard  that  as,  in  one  great  sense,  a 
happy  and  fortunate  circumstance ;  inasmuch 
as,  but  for  that  occurrence,  I  never  could  have 
known — and  from  your  own  lips  too — of  what 
you  had  been  guilty.     I  think,  Louisa,  the  other 


nurse,  the  young  person," — here  Miss  Nipper 
sobbed  aloud, —  "being  so  much  younger,  and 
necessarily  influenced  by  Paul's  nurse,  may  re- 
main. Have  the  goodness  to  direct  that  this 
woman's  coach  is  paid  to" — Mr.  Dombey  stopped 
and  winced — "  to  Staggs's  Gardens." 

Polly  moved  towards  the  door,  with  Florence 
holding  to  her  dress,  and  crying  to  her  in  the 
most  pathetic  manner  not  to  go  away.  It  was  a 
dagger  in  the  haughty  father's  heart,  an  arrow 
in  his  brain,  to  see  how  the  flesh  and  blood  he 
could  not  disown  clung  to  this  obscure  stranger, 
and  he  sitting  by.  Not  that  he  cared  to  whom 
his  daughter  turned,  or  from  whom  turned  away. 
The  swift  sharp  agony  struck  through  him  as  he 
thought  of  what  his  son  might  do. 

His  son  cried  lustily  that  night,  at  all  events. 
Sooth  to  say,  poor  Paul  had  better  reason  for 
his  tears  than  sons  of  that  age  often  have,  for 
he  had  lost  his  second  mother — his  first,  so 
far  as  he  knew — by  a  stroke  as  sudden  as  that 
natural  affliction  which  had  darkened  the  begin- 
ning of  his  life.  At  the  same  blow,  his  sister 
too,  who  cried  herself  to  sleep  so  mournfully, 
had  lost  as  good  and  true  a  friend.  But  that  is 
quite  beside  the  question.  Let  us  waste  no 
words  about  it. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

bird's-eye  glimpse  of  hiss  tox's  dwelling- 
place  ;  ALSO  OF  THE  STATE  OF  MISS  TOX's  .'AFFEC- 
TIONS. 

TSS  TOX  inhabited  a  dark  little 
house  that  had  been  squeezed,  at 
some  remote  period  of  F^nglish  His- 
tory, into  a  lashionable  neighbour- 
hood at  the  West-end  of  the  town, 
where  it  stood  in  the  shade  like  a 
poor  relation  of  the  great  street  round 
the  corner,  coldly  looked  down  upon  by 
mighty  mansions.  It  was  not  exactly  in  a  court, 
and  it  was  not  exactly  in  a  yard  ;  but  it  was 
in  the  dullest  of  No -Thoroughfares,  rendered 
anxious  and  haggard  by  distant  double  knocks. 
The  name  of  this  retirement,  where  grass  grew 
between  the  chinks  in  the  stone  pavement,  was 
Princess's  Place;  and  in  Princess's  Place  was 
Princess's  Chapel,  with  a  tinkling  bell,  where 
sometimes  as  many  as  five-and-twenty  people 
attended  service  on  a  Sunday.  The  Princess's 
Arms  was  also  there,  and  much  resorted  to  by 
splendid  footmen.  A  sedan-chair  was  kept  in- 
side the  railing  before  the  Princess's  Arms,  but 
it  had  never  come  out  within  the  memory  of 
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man;  and,  on  fine  mornings,  the  top  of  every 
rail  (there  are  eight-and-forty,  as  Miss  Tox  had 
often  counted)  was  decorated  with  a  pewter 
pot. 

There  was  another  private  house  besides  Miss 
Tox's  in  Princess's  Place  :  not  to  mention  an 
immense  pair  of  gates,  with  an  immense  pair  of 
lion-headed  knockers  on  them,  which  were  never 
opened  by  any  chance,  and  were  supposed  to 
constitute  a  disused  entrance  to  somebody's 
stables.  Indeed,  there  was  a  smack  of  stabling 
in  the  air  of  Princess's  Place ;  and  Miss  Tox's 
bedroom  (which  was  at  the  back)  commanded  a 
vista  of  Mews,  where  hostlers,  at  whatever  sort 
of  work  engaged,  were  continually  accompanying 
themselves  with  effervescent  noises  ;  and  where 
the  most  domestic  and  confidential  garments  of 
coachmen  and  their  wives  and  families  usually 
hung,  like  Macbeth's  banners,  on  the  outward 
walls. 

At  this  other  private  house  in  Princess's  Place, 
tenanted  by  a  retired  butler  who  had  married  a 
housekeeper,  apartments  were  let,  F'urnished,  to 
a  single  gentleman,  to  wit,  a  wooden-featured, 
blue-faced  Major,  with  his  eyes  starting  out  of 
his  head,  in  whom  Miss  Tox  recognised,  as  she 
herself  expressed  it,  "  something  so  truly  mili- 
tary;" and  between  whom  and  herself  an  occa- 
sional interchange  of  newspapers  and  pamphlets, 
and  such  Platonic  dalliance,  was  effected  through 
the  medium  of  a  dark  servant  of  the  major's, 
whom  Miss  Tox  was  quite  content  to  classify  as 
a  "  native,"  without  connecting  him  with  any 
geographical  idea  whatever. 

Perhaps  there  never  was  a  smaller  entry  and 
staircase  than  the  entry  and  staircase  of  Miss 
Tox's  house.  Perhaps,  taken  altogether,  from 
top  to  bottom,  it  was  the  most  inconvenient 
little  house  in  England,  and  the  crookedest ; 
but  then,  Miss  Tox  said,  what  a  situation ! 
There  was  very  little  daylight  to  be  got  there  in 
the  winter  :  no  sun  at  the  best  of  times  :  air  was 
out  of  the  question,  and  traffic  was  walled  out. 
Still  Miss  Tox  said,  think  of  the  situation  !  So 
said  the  blue-faced  major,  whose  eyes  were  start- 
ing out  of  his  head  :  who  gloried  in  Princess's 
Place  :  and  who  delighted  to  turn  the  conversa- 
tion at  his  club,  whenever  he  could,  to  some- 
thing connected  with  some  of  the  great  people 
in  the  great  street  round  the  corner,  that  he 
might  have  the  satisfaction  of  saying  they  were 
his  neighbours. 

The  dingy  tenement  inhabited  by  Miss  Tox 
was  her  own ;  having  been  devised  and  be- 
queathed to  her  by  the  deceased  owner  of  the 
fishy  eye  in  the  locket,  of  whom  a  miniature 
portrait,  with  a  powdered  head  and  a  pigtail. 


balanced  the  kettle-holder  on  opposite  sides  of 
the  parlour  fire-place.  The  greater  part  of  the 
furniture  was  of  the  powdered  head  and  pigtail 
period  :  comprising  a  plate-warmer,  always  lan- 
guishing and  sprawling  its  four  attenuated  bow 
legs  in  somebody's  way ;  and  an  obsolete  harp- 
sichord, illuminated  round  the  maker's  name 
with  a  painted  garland  of  sweet  peas. 

Although  Major  Bagstock  had  arrived  at  what 
is  called,  in  polite  literature,  the  grand  meridian 
of  life,  and  was  proceeding  on  his  journey  down- 
hill with  hardly  any  throat,  and  a  very  rigid  pair 
of  jaw-bones,  and  long-flapped  elephantine  ears, 
and  his  eyes  and  complexion  in  the  state  of 
artificial  excitement  already  mentioned,  he  was 
mightily  proud  of  awakening  an  interest  in  Miss 
Tox,  and  tickled  his  vanity  with  the  fiction  that 
she  was  a  splendid  woman  who  had  her  eye 
on  him.  This  he  had  several  times  hinted 
at  the  club  :  in  connection  with  little  joculari- 
ties, of  which  old  Joe  Bagstock,  old  Joey  Bag- 
stock,  old  J.  Bagstock,  old  Josh  Bagstock,  or  so 
forth,  was  the  perpetual  theme  :  it  being,  as  it 
were,  the  major's  stronghold  and  donjon-keep 
of  light  humour  to  be  on  the  most  familiar 
terms  with  his  own  name. 

"Joey  B.,  sir,"  the  major  would  say,  with  a 
flourish  of  his  walking-stick,  "  is  worth  a  dozen 
of  you.  If  you  had  a  few  more  of  the  Bagstock 
breed  among  you,  sir,  you'd  be  none  the  worse 
for  it.  Old  Joe,  sir,  needn't  look  far  for  a  wife 
even  now,  if  he  was  on  the  look-out ;  but  he's 
hard-hearted,  sir,  is  Joe — he's  tough,  sir,  tough, 
and  de-vilish  sly  ! "  After  such  a  declaration 
wheezing  sounds  would  be  heard ;  and  the 
major's  blue  would  deepen  into  purple,  while 
his  eyes  strained  and  started  convulsively. 

Notwithstanding  his  very  liberal  laudation  of 
himself,  however,  the  major  was  selfish.  It  may 
be  doubted  whether  there  ever  was  a  more 
entirely  selfish  person  at  heart ;  or  at  stomach  is 
perhaps  a  better  expression,  seeing  that  he  was 
more  decidedly  endowed  with  that  latter  organ 
than  with  the  former.  He  had  no  idea  of  being 
ovei'looked  or  slighted  by  anybody  ;  least  of  all 
had  he  the  remotest  comprehension  of  being 
overlooked  and  slighted  by  Miss  Tox. 

And  yet.  Miss  Tox,  as  it  appeared,  forgot 
him— gradually  forgot  him.  She  began  to  forget 
him  soon  after  her  discovery  of  the  Toodle  family. 
She  continued  to  forget  him  up  to  the  time  of 
the  christening.  She  went  on  forgetting  him 
with  compound  interest  after  that.  Something 
or  somebody  had  superseded  him  as  a  source  of 
interest. 

"  Good  morning,  ma'am,"  said  the  major, 
meeting   Miss  Tox  in   Princess's   Place,   some 
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weeks  after  the  changes  chronicled  in  the  last 
chapter. 

"Good  morning,  sir,"  said  Miss  Tox  ;  very 
coldly. 

"  Joe  Bagstock,  ma'am,"  observed  the  major 
with  his  usual  gallantry,  "  has  not  had  the  hap- 
piness of  bowing  to  you  at  your  window  for  a 
considerable  period.  Joe  has  been  hardly  used, 
ma'am.     His  sun  has  been  behind  a  cloud." 

Miss  To.x  inclined  her  head;  but  very  coldly 
indeed. 

"  Joe's  luminary  has  been  out  of  town,  ma'am, 
perhaps?"  inquired  the  major. 

"  I  ?  out  of  town  ?  Oh  no,  I  have  not  been 
out  of  town,"  said  Miss  Tox.  "  I  have  been 
much  engaged  lately.  My  dme  is  nearly  all 
devoted  to  some  very  intimate  friends.  I  am 
afraid  I  have  none  to  spare,  even  now.  Good 
morning,  sir  ! " 

As  Miss  Tox,  with  her  most  fascinating  step 
and  carriage,  disappeared  from  Princess's  Place, 
the  major  stood  looking  after  her  with  a  bluer 
face  than  ever :  muttering  and  growling  some 
not  at  all  complimentary  remarks. 

"  Why,  damme,  sir,"  said  the  major,  rolling 
his  lobster  eyes  round  and  round  Princess's 
Place,  and  apostrophizing  its  fragrant  air,  "  six 
months  ago,  the  woman  loved  the  ground  Josh 
Bagstock  walked  on.  What's  the  meaning  of  it  ?" 

The  major  decided,  after  some  consideration, 
that  it  meant  man-traps;  that  it  meant  plotting 
and  snaring:  that  Miss  Tox  was  digging  jjitfaiis. 
•'  But  you  won't  catch  Joe,  ma'am,"  said  the 
major.  "  He's  tough,  ma'am,  tough,  is  J.  B. 
Tough,  and  de-vilish  sly!"  over  which  reflec- 
tion he  chuckled  for  the  rest  of  the  day. 

But  still,  when  that  day  and  many  other  days 
were  gone  and  past,  it  seemed  that  Miss  Tox 
took  no  heed  whatever  of  the  major,  and  thought 
nothing  at  all  about  him.  She  had  been  wont, 
once  upon  a  time,  to  look  out  at  one  of  her 
little  dark  windows  by  accident,  and  blushingly 
return  the  major's  greeting;  but  now  she  never 
gave  the  major  a  chance,  and  cared  nothing  at 
all  whether  he  looked  over  the  way  or  not. 
Other  changes  had  come  to  pass  too.  The 
major,  standing  in  the  shade  of  his  own  apart- 
ment, could  make  out  that  an  air  of  greater 
smartness  had  recently  come  over  Miss  Tox's 
house ;  that  a  new  cage  with  gilded  wires  iiad 
been  provided  for  the  ancient  little  canary  birtl ; 
that  divers  ornaments,  cut  out  of  coloured  card- 
boards and  paper,  seemed  to  decorate  the  chim- 
ney-piece and  tables ;  that  a  plant  or  two  had 
suddenly  sprang  up  in  the  windows ;  that  Miss 
Tox  occasionally  practised  on  the  harpsichord, 
whose  garland  of  sweet  peas  was  always  dis- 


played ostentatiously,  crowned  with  the  Copen- 
hagen and  Bird  Waltzes  in  a  music-book  of  Miss 
Tox's  own  copying. 

Over  and  above  all  this,  Miss  Tox  had  long 
been  dressed  with  uncommon  care  and  elegance 
in  slight  mourning.  But  this  helped  the  major 
out  of  his  difficulty ;  and  he  determined  within 
himself  that  she  had  come  into  a  small  legacy, 
and  grown  proud. 

It  was  on  the  very  next  day  after  he  had 
eased  his  mind  by  arriving  at  this  decision,  that 
the  major,  sitting  at  his  breakfast,  saw  an  appa- 
rition so  tremendous  and  wonderful  in  Miss 
Tox's  little  drawing-room,  that  he  remained  for 
some  time  rooted  to  his  chair;  then,  rushing 
into  the  next  room,  returned  with  a  double- 
barrelled  opera -glass,  through  which  he  sur- 
veyed it  intendy  for  some  minutes. 

"  It's  a  Baby,  sir,"  said  the  major,  shutting  up 
the  glass  again,  "  for  fifty  thousand  pounds  !  " 

The  major  couldn't  forget  it.  He  could  do 
nothing  but  whistle,  and  stare  to  that  extent, 
that  his  eyes,  compared  with  what  they  now 
became,  had  been  in  former  times  quite  cavern- 
ous and  sunken.  Day  after  day,  two,  three, 
four  times  a  week,  this  baby  reappeared.  The 
major  continued  to  stare  and  whistle.  To  all 
other  intents  and  purposes  he  was  alone  in  Prin- 
cess's Place.  Miss  Tox  had  ceased  to  mind 
what  he  did.  He  might  have  been  black  as 
well  as  blue,  and  it  would  have  bpen  of  no  con- 
sequence to  her. 

The  perseverance  with  whicn  she  walked  out 
of  Princess's  Place  to  fetch  this  baby  and  its 
nurse,  and  walked  back  with  them,  and  walked 
home  with  them  again,  and  continually  mounted 
guard  over  them ;  and  the  perseverance  with 
which  she  nursed  it  herself,  and  fed  it,  and  played 
with  it,  and  froze  its  young  blood  with  airs  upon 
the  harpsichord  ;  was  extraordinary.  At  about 
the  same  period,  too,  she  was  seized  with  a 
passion  for  looking  at  a  certain  bracelet ;  also 
with  a  passion  for  looking  at  the  moon,  of  which 
she  would  take  long  observations  from  her 
chamber  window.  But  whatever  she  looked  at ; 
sun,  moon,  stars,  or  bracelet;  she  looked  no 
more  at  the  major.  And  the  major  whistled, 
and  stared,  and  wondered,  and  dodged  about 
his  room,  and  could  make  nothing  of  it. 

■'  You'll  quite  win  my  brother  Paul's  heart, 
and  that's  the  truth,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Chick 
one  day. 

Miss  Tox  turned  pale. 

"  He  grows  more  like  Paul  every  day,"  said 
Mrs.  Chick. 

Miss  Tox  returned  no  other  reply  than  by 
taking  the  little  Paul  in  her  arms,  and  making 
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his  cockade  perfectly  flat  and  limp  with  her 
caresses. 

'•  His  mother,  my  dear,"  said  Miss  Tox, 
"  whose  acquaintance  I  was  to  have  made 
through  you,  does  he  at  all  resemble  her?" 

"  Not  at  all,"  returned  Louisa. 

"She  was — she  was  pretty,  I  believe?  "  fal- 
tered Miss  Tox. 

"  Why,  poor  dear  Fanny  was  interesting,"  said 
Mrs.  Chick  after  some  judicial  consideration. 
"  Certainly  interesting.  She  had  not  that  air  of 
commanding  superiority  which  one  would  some- 
how expect,  almost  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  find 
in  my  brother's  wife  ;  nor  had  she  that  strength 
and  vigour  of  mind  which  such  a  man  requires." 

Miss  Tox  heaved  a  deep  sigh. 

"  But  she  was  pleasing,"  said  Mrs.  Chick, 
"  extremely  so.  And  she  meant ! — oh  dear, 
how  well  poor  Fanny  meant !  " 

"  You  angel !  "  cried'  Miss  Tox  to  little  Paul. 
'•  You  picture  of  your  own  papa  !  " 

If  the  major  could  have  known  how  many 
hopes  and  ventures,  what  a  multitude  of  plans 
and  speculations,  rested  on  that  baby  head ; 
and  could  have  seen  them  hovering,  in  all  their 
heterogeneous  confusion  and  disorder,  round 
the  puckered  cap  of  the  unconscious  little  Paul; 
he  might  have  stared  indeed.  Then  would  he 
have  recognised,  among  the  crowd,  some  few 
ambitious  motes  and  beams  belonging  to  Miss 
Tox ;  then  would  he  perhaps  have  uit Jerstood 
the  nature  of  that  lady's  faltering  investment  in 
the  Dombey  Firm. 

If  the  child  himself  could  have  awakened  in 
the  night,  and  seen,  gathered  about  his  cradle 
curtains,  faint  reflections  of  the  dreams  that 
other  people  had  of  him,  they  might  have  scared 
him,  with  good  reason.  But  he  slumbered  on, 
alike  unconscious  of  the  kind  intentions  of  Miss 
Tox,  the  wonder  of  the  major,  the  early  sorrows 
of  his  sister,  and  the  sterner  visions  of  his  father; 
and  innocent  that  any  spot  of  earth  contained  a 
Dombey  or  a  Son. 
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pat:l's   further   progress,   growth,   and 
character. 

BENEATH  the  watching  and  attentive  eyes 
of  Time — so  far  another  Major — Paul's 
slumbers  gradually  changed.  More  and  more 
light  broke  in  upon  them  ;  distincter  and  dis- 
tincter  dreams  disturbed  them  ;  an  accumulating 
crowd  of  objects  and  impressions  swarmed  about 
his  rest ;  and  so  he  passed  from  babyhood  to 


childhood,  and  became  a  talking,  walking,  won- 
dering Dombey. 

On  the  downfall  and  banishment  of  Richards, 
the  nursery  may  be  said  to  have  been  put  into 
commission;  as  a  Public  Department  is  some- 
times, when  no  individual  Atlas  can  be  found 
to  support  it.  The  Commissioners  were,  of 
course,  Mrs.  Chick  and  Miss  Tox  :  who  devoted 
themselves  to  their  duties  with  such  astonishing 
ardour,  that  Major  Bagstock  had  every  day  some 
new  reminder  of  his  being  forsaken,  while  Mr. 
Chick,  bereft  of  domestic  supervision,  cast  him- 
self upon  the  gay  world,  dined  at  clubs  and 
coflee-houses,  smelt  of  smoke  on  three  distinct 
occasions,  went  to  the  play  by  himself,  and,  in 
short,  loosened  (as  Mrs.  Chick  once  told  him) 
every  social  bond  and  moral  obligation. 

Yet,  in  spite  of  his  early  promise,  all  this 
vigilance  and  care  could  not  make  little  Paul  a 
thriving  boy.  Naturally  delicate,  perhaps,  he 
pined  and  wasted  after  the  dismissal  of  his  nurse, 
and,  for  a  long  time,  seemed  but  to  wait  his 
opportunity  of  gliding  through  their  hands,  and 
seeking  his  lost  mother.  This  dangerous  ground 
in  his  steeple-chase  towards  manhood  passed,  he 
still  found  it  very  rough  riding,  and  was  griev- 
ously beset  by  all  the  obstacles  in  his  course. 
Every  tooth  was  a  break-neck  fence,  and  every 
pimple  in  the  measles  a  stone  wall  to  him.  He 
was  down  in  every  fit  of  the  hooping-cough,  and 
rolled  upon  and  crushed  by  a  whole  field  of 
small  diseases,  that  came  trooping  on  each 
other's  heels  to  prevent  his  getting  up  again. 
Some  bird  of  prey  got  into  his  throat  instead  of 
the  thrush ;  and  the  very  chickens,  turning  fero- 
cious— -if  they  have  anything  to  do  with  that 
infant  malady  to  which  they  lend  their  name — 
worried  him  like  tiger-cats. 

The  chill  of  Paul's  christening  had  struck 
home,  perhaps,  to  some  sensitive  part  of  his 
nature,  which  could  not  recover  itself  in  the 
cold  shade  of  his  father ;  but  he  was  an  unfor- 
tunate child  from  that  day.  Mrs.  Wickam  often 
said  she  never  see  a  dear  so  put  upon. 

Mrs.  Wickam  was  a  waiter's  wife — which 
would  seem  equivalent  to  being  any  other  man's 
widow — whose  application  for  an  engagement 
in  Mr.  Dombey's  service  had  been  favourably 
considered,  on  account  of  the  apparent  impos- 
sibility of  her  having  any  followers,  or  any  one 
to  follow ;  and  who,  from  within  a  day  or  two 
of  Paul's  sharp  weaning,  had  been  engaged  as 
his  nurse.  Mrs.  Wickam  was  a  meek  \voman, 
of  a  fair  complexion,  with  her  e)'ebrows  always 
elevated,  and  her  head  always  drooping ;  who 
was  always  ready  to  pity  herself,  or  to  be  pitied, 
or  to  j)ity  anybody  else ;  and  who  had  a  sur- 
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prising  natural  gift  of  viewing  all  subjects  in  an 
utterly  forlorn  and  pitiable  light,  and  bringing 
dreadful  precedents  to  bear  upon  them,  and 
deriving  the  greatest  consolation  from  the  exer- 
cise of  that  talent. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  observe,  that  no  touch 
of  this  quality  ever  reached  the  magnificent 
knowledge  of  Mr.  Dombey.  It  would  have 
been  remarkable,  indeed,  if  any  had ;  when  no 
one  in  the  house — not  even  Mrs.  Chick  or  Miss 
Tox — dared  ever  whisper  to  him  that  there  had, 
on  any  one  occasion,  been  the  least  reason  for 
uneasiness  in  reference  to  little  Paul.  He  had 
settled,  within  himself,  that  the  child  must 
necessarily  pass  through  a  certain  routine  of 
minor  maladies,  and  that  the  sooner  he  did  so 
the  better.  If  he  could  have  bought  him  olT,  or 
provided  a  substitute,  as  in  the  case  of  an  un- 
lucky drawing  for  the  militia,  he  would  have 
been  glad  to  do  so  on  liberal  terms.  But,  as 
this  was  not  feasible,  he  merely  wondered,  in  his 
haughty  manner,  now  and  then,  what  Nature 
meant  by  it ;  and  comforted  himself  with  the  re- 
flection that  there  was  another  milestone  passed 
upon  the  road,  and  that  the  great  end  of  the 
journey  lay  so  much  the  nearer.  For  the  feeling 
uppermost  in  his  mind,  now  and  constantly 
intensifying,  and  increasing  in  it  as  Paul  grew 
older,  was  impatience.  Impatience  for  the  time  to 
come  when  his  visions  of  their  united  consequence 
and  grandeur  would  be  triumphantly  realised. 

Some  philosophers  tell  us  that  selfishness  is 
at  the  root  of  our  best  loves  and  affections. 
Mr.  Dombey's  young  child  was,  from  the  be- 
ginning, so  distinctly  important  to  him  as  a 
part  of  his  own  greatness,  or  (which  is  the  same 
thing)  of  the  greatness  of  Dombey  and  Son, 
that  there  is  no  doubt  his  parental  affection 
might  have  been  easily  traced,  like  many  a 
goodly  superstructure  of  fair  fame,  to  a  very  low 
foundation.  But  he  loved  his  son  with  all  the 
love  he  had.  If  there  were  a  warm  place  in  his 
frosty  heart,  his  son  occupied  it ;  if  its  very  hard 
surface  could  receive  the  impression  of  any 
image,  the  image  of  that  son  was  there  ;  though 
not  so  much  as  an  infant,  or  as  a  boy,  but  as  a 
grown  man — the  "  Son  "  of  the  Firm.  Therefore 
he  was  impatient  to  advance  into  the  future, 
and  to  hurry  over  the  intervening  passages  of 
his  history.  Therefore  he  had  little  or  no 
anxiety  about  them,  in  spite  of  his  love;  feeling 
as  if  the  boy  had  a  charmed  life,  and  must  be- 
come the  man  with  whom  he  held  such  constant 
communication  in  his  thoughts,  and  for  whom 
he  planned  and  projected,  as  for  an  existing 
reality,  every  day. 

Thus  Paul  grew  to  be  nearly  five  years  old. 


He  was  a  pretty  little  fellow ;  though  there  was 
something  wan  and  wistful  in  his  small  fiice, 
that  gave  occasion  to  many  significant  shakes  of 
Mrs.  Wickam's  head,  and  many  long-drawn  in- 
spirations of  Mrs.  Wi;'.::,m's  breath.  His  temper 
gave  abundant  promise  of  being  imperious  in 
afterlife;  and  he  had  as  hopeful  an  apprehen- 
sion of  his  own  importance,  and  the  rightful 
subservience  of  all  other  things  and  persons  to 
it,  as  heart  could  desire.  He  was  childish  and 
sportive  enough  at  times,  and  not  of  a  sullen 
disposition  ;  but  he  had  a  strange,  old-fashioned, 
thoughtful  way,  at  other  times,  of  sitting  brood- 
ing m  his  miniature  arm-chair,  when  he  looked 
(and  talked)  like  one  of  those  terrible  little 
Beings  in  the  Fairy  tales,  who  at  a  hundred  and 
fifty  or  two  hundred  years  of  age,  fantastically 
represent  the  children  for  whom  they  have  been 
substituted.  He  would  frequently  be  stricken 
with  this  precocious  mood  up-stairs  in  the  nur- 
sery ;  and  would  sometimes  lapse  into  it  sud- 
denly, exclaiming  that  he  was  tired  :  even  while 
playing  with  Florence,  or  driving  Miss  Tox  in 
single  harness.  But  at  no  time  did  he  fall  into 
it  so  surely  as  when,  his  little  chair  being  carried 
down  into  his  father's  room,  he  sat  there  with 
him  after  dinner,  by  the  fire.  They  were  the 
strangest  pair  at  such  a  time  that  ever  fire-light 
shone  upon.  Mr.  Dombey  so  erect  and  solemn, 
gazing  at  the  blaze  ;  his  little  image,  with  an  old, 
old  face,  peering  into  the  red  perspective  with  the 
fixed  and  rapt  attention  of  a  sage.  Mr.  Dombey 
entertaining  complicated  worldly  schemes  and 
plans  ;  the  little  image  entertaining  Heaven 
knows  what  wild  fancies,  half-formed  thoughts, 
and  wandering  speculations.  Mr.  Dombey  stiff 
with  starch  and  arrogance  ;  the  little  image  by 
inheritance,  and  in  unconscious  imitation.  The 
two  so  very  much  alike,  and  yet  so  monstrously 
contrasted. 

On  one  of  these  occasions,  when  they  had 
both  been  perfectly  quiet  for  a  long  time,  and 
Mr.  Dombey  only  knew  that  the  child  was  awake 
by  occasionally  glancing  at  his  eye,  where  the 
bright  fire  was  sparkling  like  a  jewel,  little  Paul 
broke  silence  thus  : 

"  Papa!  what's  money?'' 

The  abrupt  question  had  such  immediate  re- 
ference to  the  subject  of  Mr.  Dombey's  thoughts, 
that  Mr.  Dombey  was  quite  disconcerted. 

"  What  is  money,  Paul  ? "  he  answered. 
"  Money  ?" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  child,  laying  his  hands 
upon  the  elbows  of  his  little  chair,  and  turning 
the  old  face  up  towards  Mr.  Dombey's ;  "  what 
is  money?" 

Mr.  Dombey  was  in  a  difficulty.     He  would 
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have  liked  to  give  him  some  explanation  in- 
volving the  terms  circulating  medium,  currency, 
depreciation  of  currency,  paper,  bullion,  rates  of 
exchange,  value  of  precious  metals  in  the  mar- 
ket, and  so  forth ;  but  looking  down  at  the  little 
chair,  and  seeing  what  '   long  way  down  it  was. 


he  answered  :  "  Gold,  and  silver,  and  copper. 
Guineas,  shillings,  halfpence.  You  know  what 
they  are  ?" 

"  Oh  yes,  I  know  what  they  are  ! "  said  Paul. 
"  I  don't  mean  that,  papa.  I  mean  what's  money 
after  all?" 
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Heaven  and  Earth,  how  old  his  face  was  as 
he  turned  it  up  again  towards  his  father's  ! 

"What  is  money  after  all?"  said  Mr.  Dom- 
bey,  backing  his  chair  a  little,  that  he  might  the 
better  gaze  in  sheer  amazement  at  the  presump- 
tuous atom  that  propounded  such  an  inquiry. 


"I  mean,  papa,  what  can  it  do?"  returned 
Paul,  folding  his  arms  (they  were  hardly  long 
enough  to  fold),  and  looking  at  the  fire,  and  up 
at  him,  and  at  the  fire,  and  up  at  him  again. 

Mr.  Dombey  drew  his  chair  back  to  its  former 
place,   and  patted  him  on  the  head.     "  You'll 
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know  better  by -and -by.  my  man,"  he  said. 
"  Money  can  do  anything."  He  took  hold  of 
the  little  hand,  and  beat  it  softly  against  one  of 
his  own,  as  he  said  so. 

But  Paul  got  his  hand  free  as  soon  as  he 
could  ;  and  rubbing  it  gently  to  and  fro  on  the 
elbow  of  his  chair,  as  if  his  wit  were  in  the  palm, 
and  he  were  sharpening  it — and  looking  at  the 
fire  again,  as  though  the  fire  had  been  his  atl- 
viser  and  prompter — repeated,  after  a  short 
pause : 

"  Anything,  papa  ?" 

"  Yes.    Anything — almost,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Anything  means  everythuig,  don't  it,  papa?" 
asked  his  son,  not  observing,  or  possibly  not 
understanding,  the  qualification. 

"  It  includes  it  :  yes,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Why  didn't  money  save  me  my  mamma?" 
returned  the  child.     '•  It  isn't  cruel,  is  it?" 

"  Cruel !"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  settling  his  neck- 
cloth, and  seeming  to  resent  the  idea.  "  No. 
A  good  thing  can't  be  cruel." 

'■  If  it's  a  good  thing,  and  can  do  anything," 
said  the  little  fellow  thoughtfully,  as  he  looked 
back  at  the  fire,  "  I  wonder  why  it  didn't  save 
me  my  mamma." 

He  didn't  ask  the  question  of  his  father  this 
time.  Perhaps  he  had  seen,  with  a  child's  quick- 
ness, that  it  had  already  made  his  father  uncom- 
fortable. But  he  repeated  the  thought  aloud, 
as  if  it  were  quite  an  old  one  to  him,  and  had 
troubled  him  very  much ;  and  sat  with  his  chin 
resting  on  his  hand,  still  cogitating  and  looking 
for  an  explanation  in  the  fire. 

Mr.  Dombey,  having  recovered  from  his  sur- 
prise, not  to  say  his  alarm  (for  it  was  the  very  first 
occasion  on  which  the  child  had  ever  broached 
the  subject  of  his  mother  to  him,  though  he  had 
had  him  sitting  by  his  side,  in  this  same  manner, 
evening  after  evening),  expounded  to  him  how 
that  money,  though  a  very  potent  spirit,  never 
to  be  disparaged  on  any  account  whatever,  could 
not  keep  people  ali.e  whose  time  was  come  to 
die ;  and  how  that  we  must  all  die,  unfortunately, 
even  in  the  City,  though  we  were  never  so  rich. 
But  how  that  money  caused  us  to  be  honoured, 
feared,  respected,  courted,  and  admired,  and 
made  us  powerful  and  glorious  in  the  eyes  of  all 
men ;  and  how  that  it  could,  very  often,  even 
keep  off  death  for  a  long  time  together.  How, 
for  example,  it  had  secured  to  his  mamma  the 
services  of  Mr.  Pilkins,  by  which  he,  Paul,  had 
often  profited  himself;  likewise  of  the  great 
Doctor  Parker  Peps,  whom  he  had  never  known. 
And  how  it  could  do  all  that  could  be  done. 
This,  with  more  to  the  same  purpose,  Mr.  Dom- 
bey instilled  into  the  mind  of  his  son,  who  list- 
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ened  attentively,  and  seemed  to  understand  the 
greater  part  of  what  was  said  to  him. 

"  It  can't  make  me  strong  and  quite  well, 
either,  papa ;  can  it  ?  "  asked  Paul  after  a  short 
silence  :  rubbing  his  tiny  hands. 

"  Why,  you  are  strong  and  quite  well,"  re- 
turned Mr.  Dombey.     "  Are  you  not  ?" 

Oh  !  the  age  of  the  face  that  was  turned  up 
again,  with  an  expression  half  of  melancholy, 
half  of  slyness,  on  it  ! 

"  You  are  as  strong  and  well  as  such  little 
people  usually  are  ?     Eh  ?"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Florence  is  older  than  I  am,  but  I'm  not  as 
strong  and  well  as  Florence,  I  know,"  returned 
the  child ;  "  but  I  believe  that,  when  Florence 
was  as  little  as  me,  she  could  play  a  great  deal 
longer  at  a  time  without  tiring  herself.  I  am  so 
tired  sometimes,"  said  little  Paul,  warming  his 
hands,  and  looking  in  between  the  bars  of  the 
grate,  as  if  some  ghostly  puppet-show  were  per- 
forming there,  "  and  my  bones  ache  so  (Wickam 
says  it's  my  bones),  that  I  don't  know  what  to 
do." 

"  Ay  !  But  that's  at  night,"  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
drawing  his  own  chair  closer  to  his  son's,  and 
laying  his  hand  gently  on  his  back ;  "  little 
people  should  be  tired  at  night,  for  then  they 
sleep  well." 

"  Oh,  it's  not  at  night,  papa,"  returned  the 
child,  "  it's  in  the  day ;  and  I  lie  down  in  Flo- 
rence's lap,  and  she  sings  to  me.  At  night  I 
dream  about  such  cu-ri-ous  things  !" 

And  he  went  on  warming  his  hands  again,  and 
thinking  about  them,  like  an  old  man  or  a  young 
goblin. 

Mr.  Dombey  was  so  astonished,  and  so  un- 
comfortable, and  so  perfectly  at  a  loss  how  to 
pursue  the  conversation,  that  he  could  only  sit 
looking  at  his  son  by  the  light  of  the  fire,  with 
his  hand  resting  on  his  back,  as  if  it  were  de- 
tained there  by  some  magnetic  attraction.  Once 
he  advanced  his  other  hand,  and  turned  the  con- 
templative face  towards  his  own  for  a  moment. 
But  it  sought  the  fire  again  as  soon  as  he  released 
it ;  and  remained  addressed  towards  the  flicker- 
ing blaze  until  the  nurse  appeared,  to  sununon 
him  to  bed. 

"  I  want  Florence  to  come  for  me,"  said  Paul. 

"  Won't  you  come  with  your  poor  nurse 
Wickam,  Master  Paul  ?"  inquired  that  attendant 
with  great  pathos. 

"  No,  I  won't,"  replied  Paul,  composing  him- 
self in  his  arm-chair  again,  like  the  master  of 
the  house. 

Invoking  a  blessing  upon  his  innocence,  Mrs. 
Wickam  withdrew,  and  presently  Florence  ap- 
peared  in   her    stead.     The  child   immediately 
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started  up  with  sudden  readiness  and  anima- 
tion, and  raised  towards  his  father,  in  bidding 
him  good  nii^ht,  a  countenance  so  much  brighter, 
so  much  younger,  and  so  much  more  childhke 
altogether,  that  JMr.  Dombey,  while  he  felt 
greatly  reassured  by  the  change,  was  quite 
amazed  at  it. 

After  they  had  left  the  room  together,  he 
thought  he  heard  a  soft  voice  singing ;  and  re- 
membering that  Paul  had  said  his  sister  sung  to 
him,  he  had  the  curiosity  to  open  the  door  and 
listen,  and  look  after  them.  She  was  toiling  up 
the  great,  wide,  vacant  staircase,  with  him  in 
her  arms ;  his  head  was  l}ang  on  her  shoulder, 
one  of  his  arms  thrown  negligently  round  her 
neck.  So  they  went,  toiling  up ;  she  singing  all 
the  way,  and  Paul  sometimes  crooning  out  a 
feeble  accompaniment.  Mr.  Dombey  looked 
after  them  until  they  reached  the  top  of  the 
staircase — not  without  halting  to  rest  by  the 
way — and  passed  out  of  his  sight;  and  then  he 
still  stood  gazing  upwards,  until  the  dull  rays  of 
the  moon,  glimmering  in  a  melancholy  manner 
through  the  dim  sky-light,  sent  him  back  to  his 
own  room. 

Mrs.  Chick  and  Miss  Tox  were  convoked  in 
council  at  dinner  next  day;  and  when  the  cloth 
was  removed,  Mr.  Dombey  opened  the  proceed- 
ings by  requiring  to  be  informed,  without  any 
gloss  or  reservation,  whether  there  was  anything 
the  matter  with  Paul,  and  what  Mr.  Pilkins  said 
about  him. 

"  For  the  child  is  hardly,"  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
"  as  stout  as  I  could  wish." 

"  With  your  usual  happy  discrimination,  my 
dear  Paul,"  returned  Mrs.  Chick,  "  you  have  hit 
the  point  at  once.  Our  darling  is  not  altogether 
as  stout  as  we  could  wish.  The  fact  is,  that  his 
mind  is  too  much  for  him.  His  soul  is  a  great 
deal  too  large  for  his  frame.  I  am  sure  the  way 
in  which  that  dear  child  talks  ! "  said  Mrs.  Chick, 
shaking  her  head,  "  no  one  would  believe.  His 
expressions,  Lucretia,  only  yesterday,  upon  the 
subject  of  funerals " 

"  I  am  afraid,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  interrupting 
her  testily,  "  that  some  of  those  persons  up-stairs 
suggest  improper  subjects  to  the  child.  He  was 
speaking  to  me  last  night  about  his — about  his 
Bones,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  laying  an  irritated 
stress  upon  the  word.  "  What  on  earth  has 
anybody  to  do  with  the — with  the — bones  of 
my  son  ?  He  is  not  a  living  skeleton,  I  sup- 
pose." 

"  Very  far  from  it,"  said  Mrs.  Chick  with  un- 
speakable expression. 

"  1  hope  so,"  returned  her  brother.  "  Funerals 
again  !    Who  talks  to  the  child  of  funerals  ?    We 


are  not  undertakers,  or  mutes,  or  grave-diggers, 
I  believe." 

"  Very  far  from  it,"  interposed  Mrs.  Chick, 
with  the  same  profound  expression  as  before. 

"Then  who  puts  such  things  into  his  head?" 
said  Mr.  Dombey.  "  Really  I  was  quite  dis- 
mayed and  shocked  last  night.  Who  puts  such 
things  into  his  head,  Louisa?" 

"  My  dear  Paul,"  said  Mrs.  Chick  after  a 
moment's  silence,  "  it  is  of  no  use  inrjuiring.  I 
do  not  think,  I  will  tell  you  cantlidly,  that 
Wickam  is  a  person  of  very  cheerful  spirit,  or 
what  one  would  call  a " 

"  A  daughter  of  Momus,"  Miss  Tox  softly 
suggested. 

"  Exactly  so,"  said  Mrs.  Chick;  "but  she  is 
exceedingly  attentive  and  useful,  and  not  at  all 
presumptuous ;  indeed,  I  never  saw  a  more 
biddable  woman.  If  the  dear  child,"  pursued 
Mrs.  Chick,  in  the  tone  of  one  who  was  summing 
up  what  had  been  previously  quite  agreed  upon, 
instead  of  saying  it  all  for  the  first  time,  "  is  a 
little  weakened  by  that  last  attack,  and  is  not  in 
quite  such  vigorous  health  as  we  could  wish ; 
and  if  he  has  some  temporary  weakness  in  his 
system,  and  does  occasionally  seem  about  to 
lose,  for  the  moment,  the  use  of  his " 

Mrs.  Chick  was  afraid  to  say  limbs,  after 
Mr.  Dombey's  recent  objection  to  bones,  and 
therefore  waited  for  a  suggestion  from  Miss 
Tox,  who,  true  to  her  office,  hazarded  "  mem- 
bers." 

"  Members  !"  repeated  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  I  think  the  medical  gentleman  mentioned 
legs  this  morning,  my  dear  Louisa ;  did  he  not  ?" 
said  Miss  Tox. 

"  Why,  of  course  he  did,  my  love,"  retorted 
Mrs.  Chick,  mildly  reproachful.  "  How  can 
you  ask  me  ?  You  heard  him.  I  say,  if  our 
dear  Paul  should  lose,  for  the  moment,  the  use 
of  his  legs,  these  are  casualties  common  to  many 
children  at  his  time  of  life,  and  not  to  be  pre- 
vented by  any  care  or  caution.  The  sooner 
you  understand  that,  Paul,  and  admit  that,  the 
better." 

"  Surely  you  must  know,  Louisa,"  observed 
Mr.  Dombey,  "  that  I  don't  question  your  natural 
devotion  to,  and  natural  regard  for,  the  future 
head  of  my  House.  Mr.  Pilkins  saw  Paul  this 
morning,  I  believe  ?"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Yes,  he  did,"  returned  his  sister.  "  Miss  Tox 
and  myself  were  present.  Miss  Tox  and  myself 
are  always  present.  We  make  a  point  of  it.  Mr. 
Pilkins  has  seen  him  for  some  days  past,  and  a 
very  clever  man  I  believe  him  to  be.  Ke  says 
it  is  nothing  to  speak  of;  which  I  can  confirm, 
if  that  is  any  consolation ;  but  he  recommended. 
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to-day,  sea  air.  "Very  wisely,  Paul,  I  feel  con- 
vinced." 

"  Sea  air,"  repeated  Mr.  Dombey,  looking  at 
his  sister. 

"  There  is  nothing  to  be  made  uneasy  by  in 
that,"  said  Mrs.  Chick.  "  My  George  and  Fre- 
derick were  both  ordered  sea  air  when  they  were 
about  his  age ;  and  I  have  been  ordered  it  my- 
self a  great  many  dmes.  I  quite  agree  with  you, 
Paul,  that  perhaps  topics  may  be  incautiously 
mentioned  up-stairs  before  him,  which  it  would 
be  as  well  for  his  little  mind  not  to  expatiate 
upon  ;  but  I  really  don't  see  how  that  is  to  be 
helped  in  the  case  of  a  child  of  his  quickness.  If 
he  were  a  common  child,  there  would  be  nothing 
in  it.  I  must  say  I  think,  with  Miss  To.x,  that 
a  short  absence  from  this  house,  the  air  of 
Brighton,  and  the  bodily  and  mental  training  of 
so  judicious  a  person  as  Mrs.  Pipchin,  for  in- 
stance  '' 

"Who  is  Mrs.  Pipchin,  Louisa?"  asked  Mr. 
Dombey ;  aghast  at  this  familiar  introduction  of 
a  name  he  had  never  heard  before. 

"  Mrs.  Pipchin,  my  dear  Paul,"  returned  his 
sister,  "  is  an  elderly  lady — Miss  Tox  knows  her 
whole  history — who  has  for  some  time  devoted 
all  the  energies  of  her  mind,  with  the  greatest 
success,  to  the  study  and  treatment  of  infancy, 
and  who  has  been    extremely  well  connected. 

Her  husband  broke  his  heart  in How  did 

you  say  her  husband  broke  his  heart,  my  dear  ? 
I  forget  the  precise  circumstances." 

"  In  pumping  water  out  of  the  Peruvian 
Mines,"  replied  Miss  Tox. 

"  Not  being  a  Pumper  himself,  of  course," 
said  Mrs.  Chick,  glancing  at  her  brother ;  and 
it  really  did  seem  necessary  to  ofter  the  explana- 
tion, for  Miss  Tox  had  spoken  of  him  as  if  he 
had  died  at  the  handle  ;  "  but  having  invested 
money  in  the  speculation,  which  failed.  I  believe 
that  Mrs.  Pipchin's  management  of  children  is 
quite  astonishing.  I  have  heard  it  commended 
in  private  circles  ever  since  I  was — dear  me  ! — • 
how  high  ?"  Mrs.  Chick's  eye  wandered  about 
the  bookcase  near  the  bust  of  Mr.  Pitt,  which 
was  about  ten  feet  from  the  ground. 

"  Perhaps  I  should  say  of  Mrs.  Pipchin,  my 
dear  sir,"  observed  Miss  Tox  with  an  ingenuous 
blush,  "  having  been  so  pointedly  referred  to, 
that  the  encomium  which  has  been  passed  upon 
her  by  your  sweet  sister  is  well  merited.  Many 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  now  grown  up  to  be  in- 
teresting members  of  society,  have  been  indebted 
to  her  care.  The  humble  individual  who  ad- 
dresses you  was  once  under  her  charge.  I  be- 
lieve juvenile  nobility  itself  is  no  stranger  to 
her  establishment." 


"  Do  I  understand  that  this  respectable  matron 
keeps  an  establishment,  Miss  Tox  ? "  inquired 
Mr.  Dombey  condescendingly. 

"  Why,  I  really  don't  know,"  rejoined  that 
lady,  "  whether  I  am  justified  in  calling  it  so.  It 
is  not  a  Preparatory  School  by  any  means. 
Should  I  express  my  meaning,"  said  Miss  Tox 
with  peculiar  sweetness,  "  if  I  designated  it  an 
infantine  Boarding-House  of  a  very  select  de- 
scription ?" 

"  On  an  exceedingly  limited  and  particular 
scale,"  suggested  Mrs.  Chick,  with  a  glance  at 
her  brother. 

"  Oh  !     Exclusion  itself !  "  said  Miss  Tox. 

There  was  something  in  this.  Mrs.  Pipchin's 
husband  having  broken  his  heart  of  the  Peruvian 
mines  was  good.  It  had  a  rich  sound.  Besides, 
Mr.  Dombey  was  in  a  state  almost  amounting 
to  consternation  at  the  idea  of  Paul  remaining 
where  he  was  one  hour  after  his  removal  had 
been  recommended  by  the  medical  practitioner. 
It  was  a  stoppage  and  delay  upon  the  road  the 
child  must  traverse,  slowly  at  the  best,  before 
the  goal  was  reached.  Their  recommendation 
of  Mrs.  Pipchin  had  great  weight  with  him  ;  for 
he  knew  that  they  were  jealous  of  any  interfer- 
ence with  their  charge,  and  he  never  for  a 
moment  took  it  into  account  that  they  might  be 
solicitous  to  divide  a  responsibility,  of  which  he 
had,  as  shown  just  now,  his  own  established 
views.  Broke  his  heart  of  the  Peruvian  mines, 
mused  Mr.  Dombey.  Well,  a  very  respectable 
way  of  doing  it. 

"  Supposing  we  should  decide,  on  to-morrow's 
inquiries,  to  send  Paul  down  to  Brighton  to  this 
lady,  who  would  go  with  him?"  inquired  Mr. 
Dombey  after  some  reflection. 

"  I  don't  think  you  could  send  the  child  any- 
where at  present  without  Florence,  my  dear 
Paul,"  returned  his  sister,  hesitating.  "  It's 
quite  an  infatuation  with  him.  He's  very  young, 
you  know,  and  has  his  fancies." 

Mr.  Dombey  turned  his  head  away,  and 
going  slowly  to  the  bookcase,  and  unlocking  it, 
brought  back  a  book  to  read. 

"Anybody  else,  Louisa?"  he  said,  without 
looking  up,  and  turning  over  the  leaves. 

"  Wickam,  of  course.  Wickam  would  be  quite 
sufficient,  I  should  sa)',"  returned  his  sister. 
"  Paul  being  in  such  hands  as  Mrs.  Pipchin's, 
you  could  hardly  send  anybody  who  would  be 
a  further  check  upon  her.  You  would  go  down 
yourself  once  a  week  at  least,  of  course." 

"  Of  course,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  and  sat  look- 
ing at  one  page  for  an  hour  afterwards,  without 
reading  one  word. 

This  celebrated  Mrs.  Pipchin  was  a  marvellous 
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ill-favoured,  ill-conditioned  old  lady,  of  a  stoop- 
ing figure,  with  a  mottled  face,  like  bad  marble, 
a  hook  nose,  and  a  hard  grey  eye,  that  looked 
as  if  it  might  have  been  hammered  at  on  an 
anvil  without  sustaining  any  injury.  Forty  years 
at  least  had  elapsed  since  the  Peruvian  mines 
had  been  the  death  of  Mr.  Pipchin  ;  but  his 
relict  still  wore  black  bombazine,  of  such  a 
lustreless,  deep,  dead,  sombre  shade,  that  gas 
itself  couldn't  light  her  up  after  dark,  and  her 
presence  v.-as  a  quencher  to  any  number  of 
candles.  She  was  generally  spoken  of  as  "  a 
great  manager  "  of  children ;  and  the  secret  of 
her  management  was,  to  give  them  everything 
that  they  didn't  hke,  and  nothing  that  they  did 
— which  was  found  to  sweeten  their  dispositions 
very  much.  She  was  such  a  bitter  old  lady,  that 
one  was  tempted  to  believe  there  had  been  some 
mistake  in  the  application  of  the  Peruvian 
machinery,  and  that  all  her  waters  of  gladness 
and  milk  of  human  kindness  had  been  pumped 
out  dry  instead  of  the  mines. 

The  castle  of  this  ogress  and  child-queller  was 
in  a  steep  by-street  at  Brighton ;  where  the  soil 
was  more  than  usually  chalky,  flinty,  and  sterile, 
and  the  houses  were  more  than  usually  brittle 
and  thin ;  where  the  small  front  gardens  had 
the  unaccountable  property  of  producing  nothing 
but  marigolds,  whatever  was  sown  in  them  ;  and 
where  snails  were  constantly  discovered  holding 
on  to  the  street-doors,  and  other  public  places 
they  were  not  expected  to  ornament,  with  the 
tenacity  of  cupping-glasses.  In  the  winter-time 
the  air  couldn't  be  got  out  of  the  castle,  and  in 
the  summer-time  it  couldn't  be  got  in.  There 
was  such  a  continual  reverberation  of  wind  in  it, 
that  it  sounded  like  a  great  shell,  which  the 
inhabitants  were  obliged  to  hold  to  their  ears 
night  and  day,  whether  they  liked  it  or  no.  It 
was  not,  naturally,  a  fresh-smelling  house  ;  and 
in  the  window  of  the  front  parlour,  which  was 
never  opened,  iNlrs.  Pipchin  kept  a  collection  of 
plants  in  pots,  which  imparted  an  earthy  flavour 
of  their  own  to  the  establishment.  However 
choice  examples  of  their  kind,  too,  these  plants 
were  of  a  kind  peculiarly  adapted  to  the  em- 
bowerment  of  Mrs.  Pipchin.  There  were  half-a- 
dozen  specimens  of  the  cactus,  writhing  round 
bits  of  lath,  like  hairy  serpents  ;  another  speci- 
men shooting  out  broad  claws,  like  a  green 
lobster ;  several  creeping  vegetables,  possessed 
of  sticky  and  adhesive  leaves ;  and  one  uncom- 
fortable flower-pot  hanging  to  the  ceiling,  which 
appeared  to  have  boiled  over,  and  tickling  people 
underneath  with  its  long  green  ends,  reminded 
them  of  spiders — in  which  Mrs.  Pipchin's  dwell- 
ing was  uncommonly  prolific,  though  perhaps  it 


challenged  competition  still  more  proudly,  in 
the  season,  in  point  of  earwigs. 

Mrs.  Pipchin's  scale  of  charges  being  high, 
however,  to  all  who  could  afford  to  pa)',  and 
Mrs,  Pipchin  very  seldom  sweetening  the  equable 
acidity  of  her  nature  in  favour  of  anybody,  she 
was  held  to  be  an  old  lady  of  remarkable  firm- 
ness, who  was  quite  scientific  in  her  knowledge 
of  the  childish  character.  On  this  reputation, 
and  on  the  broken  heart  of  Mr.  Pipchin,  she 
had  contrived,  taking  one  year  with  another,  to 
eke  out  a  tolerably  sufficient  living  since  her 
husband's  demise.  Within  three  days  after  Mrs. 
Chick's  first  allusion  to  her,  this  excellent  old 
lady  had  the  satisfaction  of  anticipating  a  hand- 
some addition  to  her  current  receipts  from  the 
pocket  of  Mr.  Dombey  ;  and  of  receiving  Flo- 
rence and  her  little  brother  Paul  as  inmates  of 
the  castle. 

Mrs.  Chick  and  Miss  Tox,  who  had  brought 
them  down  on  the  previous  night  (wliich  they 
all  passed  at  an  hotel),  had  just  driven  away 
from  the  door,  on  their  journey  home  again  ; 
and  Mrs.  Pipchin,  with  her  back  to  the  fire, 
stood,  reviewing  the  new-comers,  like  an  old 
soldier.  Mrs.  Pipchin's  middle-aged  niece,  her 
good-natured  and  devoted  slave,  but  possessing 
a  gaunt  and  iron-bound  aspect,  and  much  afflicted 
with  boils  on  her  nose,  was  divesting  Master 
Bitherstone  of  the  clean  collar  he  had  worn  on 
parade.  Miss  Pankey,  the  only  other  little 
boarder  at  present,  had  that  moment  been 
walked  off  to  the  castle  dungeon  (an  empty 
apartment  at  the  back,  devoted  to  correctional 
purposes),  for  having  sniffed  thrice  in  the  pre- 
sence of  visitors. 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin  to  Paul,  "  how 
do  you  think  you  shall  like  me  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think  I  shall  like  you  at  all,"  replied 
Paul.  "  I  want  to  go  away.  This  isn't  ni}- 
house." 

"  No.    It's  mine,"  retorted  Mrs.  Pipchin. 

''■  It's  a  very  nasty  one,"  said  Paul. 

"  There's  a  worse  place  in  it  than  this, 
though,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin,  "  where  we  shut  up 
our  bad  boys." 

"  Has //('ever  been  in  it?"  asked  Paul :  point- 
ing out  Master  Bitherstone. 

Mrs.  Pipchin  nodded  assent ;  and  Paul  had 
enough  to  do,  for  the  rest  of  that  day,  in  survey- 
ing Master  Bitherstone  from  head  to  foot,  and 
watching  all  the  workings  of  his  countenance, 
with  the  interest  attaching  to  a  boy  of  mysterious 
and  terrible  experiences. 

At  one  o'clock  there  was  a  dinner,  chiefly  of 
the  farinaceous  and  vegetable  kind,  when  Miss 
Pankey  (a  mild  little  blue-eyed  morsel  of  a  child, 
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who  was  shampooed  every  morning,  and  seemed 
in  danger  of  being  rubbed  away  altogether)  was 
led  in  from  captivity  by  the  ogress  herself,  and 
instructed  that  nobody  who  sniffed  before  visitors 
ever  went  to  Heaven.  When  this  great  truth 
had  been  thoroughly  impressed  upon  her,  she 
was  regaled  with  rice  ;  and  subsequently  repeated 
the  form  of  grace  established  in  the  casde,  in 
which  there  was  a  special  clause,  thanking  Mrs. 
Pipchin  for  a  good  dinner.  Mrs.  Pipchin's 
niece,  Berinthia,  took  cold  pork.  Mrs.  Pipchin, 
whose  constitution  required  warm  nourishment, 
made  a  special  repast  of  mutton  chops,  which 
were  brought  in  hot  and  hot,  between  two  plates, 
and  smelt  very  nice. 

As  It  rained  after  dinner,  and  they  couldn't 
go  out  walking  on  the  beach,  and  Mrs.  Pipchin's 
constitution  required  rest  after  chops,  they  went 
away  with  Berry  (otherwise  Berinthia)  to  the 
dungeon  ;  an  empty  room  looking  out  upon  a 
chalk  wall  and  a  water-butt,  and  made  ghastly 
by  a  ragged  fire-place  without  any  stove  in  it. 
Enlivened  by  company,  however,  this  was  the 
best  place,  after  all  ;  for  Berry  played  with  them 
there,  and  seemed  to  enjoy  a  game  at  romps  as 
much  as  they  did  ;  until  Mrs.  Pipchin,  knocking 
angrily  at  the  wall,  like  the  Cock-Lane  ghost 
revived,  they  left  off,  and  Berry  told  them 
stories  in  a  whisper  until  twilight. 

For  tea  there  was  plenty  of  milk-and-water, 
and  bread-and-butter,  with  a  little  black  teapot 
for  Mrs.  Pipchin  and  Berry,  and  buttered  toast 
unlimited  for  Mrs.  Pipchin,  which  was  brought 
in,  hot  and  hot,  like  the  chops.  Though  Mrs. 
Pipchin  got  very  greasy  outside  over  this  dish, 
it  didn't  seem  to  lubricate  her  internally  at  all ; 
for  she  was  as  fierce  as  ever,  and  the  hard  grey 
eye  knew  no  softening. 

After  tea.  Berry  brought  out  a  little  workbox, 
with  the  Royal  Pavilion  on  the  lid,  and  fell  to 
working  busily;  while  Mrs.  Pipchin,  having  put 
on  her  spectacles  and  opened  a  great  volume 
bound  in  green  baize,  began  to  nod.  And 
whenever  Mrs.  Pipchin  caught  herself  falling 
forward  into  the  fire,  and  woke  up,  she  filliped 
iNIaster  Bitherstone  on  the  nose  for  nodding 
too. 

At  last  it  was  the  children's  bedtime,  and 
after  prayers  they  went  to  bed.  As  little  Miss 
Pankey  was  afraid  of  sleeping  alone  in  the  dark, 
Mrs.  Pipchin  always  made  a  point  of  driving 
her  up-stairs  herself,  like  a  sheep  ;  and  it  was 
cheerful  to  hear  Miss  Pankey  moaning  long 
afterwards,  in  the  least  eligible  chamber,  and  Mrs. 
Pipchin  now  and  then  going  in  to  shake  her. 
At  about  half-past  nine  o'clock  the  odour  of  a 
warm   sweetbread  (Mrs.   Pipchin's  constitution 


wouldn't  go  to  sleep  without  sweetbread)  diversi- 
fied the  prevailing  fragrance  of  the  house,  which 
Mrs.  Wickam  said  was  "a  smell  of  building  :" 
and  slumber  fell  upon  the  castle  shortly  after. 

The  breakfast  ne.\t  morning  was  like  the  tea 
overnight,  except  that  Mrs.  Pipchin  took  her 
roll  instead  of  toast,  and  seemed  a  little  more 
irate  when  it  was  over.  Master  Bitherstone 
read  aloud  to  the  rest  a  pedigree  from  Genesis 
(judiciously  selected  by  Mrs.  Pipchin),  getting 
over  the  names  with  the  ease  and  clearness  of  a 
person  tumbling  up  the  treadmill.  That  done. 
Miss  Pankey  was  borne  away  to  be  shampooed  ; 
and  Master  Bitherstone  to  have  something  else 
done  to  him  with  salt  water,  from  which  he 
always  returned  very  blue  and  dejected.  Paul 
and  Florence  went  out  in  the  meantime  on  the 
beach  w^ith  Wickam — who  was  constantly  in 
tears — and  at  about  noon  Mrs.  Pipchin  presided 
over  some  Early  Readings.  It  being  a  pan  of 
Mrs.  Pipchin's  system  not  to  encourage  a  child's 
mind  to  develop  and  expand  itself  like  a  young 
flower,  but  to  open  it  by  force  Hke  an  oyster, 
the  moral  of  these  lessons  was  usually  of  a 
violent  and  stunning  character  :  the  hero — a 
naughty  boy- — seldom,  in  the  mildest  catastrophe, 
being  finished  off  by  anything  less  than  a  lion  or 
a  bear. 

Such  was  life  at  Mrs.  Pipchin's.  On  Saturday 
Mr.  Dombey  came  down  ;  and  Florence  and 
Paul  would  go  to  his  hotel,  and  have  tea.  They 
passed  the  whole  of  Sunday  with  him,  and 
generally  rode  out  before  dinner ;  and  on  these 
occasions  Mr.  Dombey  seemed  to  grow,  like 
FalstafTs  assailants,  and,  instead  of  being  one 
man  in  buckram,  to  become  a  dozen.  Sunday 
evening  was  the  most  melancholy  evening  in 
the  week ;  for  Mrs.  Pipchin  always  made  a 
point  of  being  particularly  cross  on  Sunday 
nights.  Miss  Pankey  was  generally  brought 
back  from  an  aunt's  at  Rotiingdean  in  deei) 
distress  :  and  Master  Bitherstone,  whose  rela- 
tives were  all  in  India,  and  who  was  required 
to  sit,  between  the  services,  in  an  erect  position, 
with  his  head  against  the  parlour  wall,  neither 
moving  hand  nor  foot,  suffered  so  acutely  in  his 
young  spirits  that  he  once  asked  Florence,  on  a 
Sunday  night,  if  she  could  give  him  any  idea  of 
the  way  back  to  Bengal. 

But  it  was  generally  said  that  Mrs.  Pipchin 
was  a  woman  of  s)-stem  with  children ;  and  no 
doubt  she  was.  Certainly  the  wild  ones  went 
home  tame  enough,  after  sojourning  for  a  few 
months  beneath  her  hospitable  roof.  It  was 
generally  said,  too,  that  it  was  highly  creditable 
of  Mrs.  Pipchin  to  have  devoted  herself  to  this 
way  of  life,  and  to  have  made  such  a  sacrifice 
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of  her  feelings,  and  such  a  resolute  stand  against 
her  troubles,  when  Mr.  Pipchin  broke  his  heart 
in  the  Peruvian  mines. 

At  this  exemplary  old  lady  Paul  would  sit 
staring  in  his  little  arm-chair  by  the  fire  for  any 
length  of  time.  He  never  seemed  to  know  what 
weariness  was,  when  he  was  looking  fixedly  at 
Mrs.  Pipchin.  He  was  not  fond  of  her;  he  was 
not  afraid  of  her ;  but,  in  those  old  moods  of 
his,  she  seemed  to  have  a  grotesque  attraction 
for  him.  There  he  would  sit,  looking  at  her, 
and  warming  his  hands,  and  looking  at  her, 
until  he  sometimes  quite  confounded  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin, ogress  as  she  was.  Once  she  asked  him, 
when  they  were  alone,  what  he  was  thinking 
about. 

"  You,"  said  Paul,  without  the  least  reserve. 
"  And  what  are  you    thinking  about  me  ? " 
asked  Mrs.  Pipchin. 

"  I'm  thinking  how  old  you  must  be,"  said 
Paul. 

"  You  mustn't  say  such  things  as  that,  young 
gentleman,"  returned  the  dame.  "  That'll  never 
do." 

"  Why  not  ?  "  asked  Paul. 
"  Because  it's  not  polite,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin 
snappishly. 

"  Not  polite  ?  "  said  Paul. 
"  No." 

"  It's  not  polite,"  said  Paul  innocently,  "  to 
eat  all  the  mutton  chops  and  toast,  Wickam 
says." 

'•  Wickam,"  retorted  Mrs.  Pipchin,  colouring, 
'■  is  a  wicked,  impudent,  bold-faced  huss)-." 
"  What's  that  ?  "  inquired  Paul. 
"  Never  you  mind,  sir,"  retorted  Mrs.  Pipchin. 
"  Remember  the  story  of  the  little  boy  that  was 
gored  to  death  by  a  mad  bull  for  asking  ques- 
tions." 

"  If  the  bull  was  mad,"  said  Paul,  "  how  did 
he  know  that  the  boy  had  asked  questions  ? 
Nobody  can  go  and  whisper  secrets  to  a  mad 
bull.     I  don't  believe  that  story." 

"You  don't  believe  it,  sir?"  repeated   Mrs. 
Pipchin,  amazed. 
"  No,"  said  Paul. 

"  Not  if  it  should  happen  to  have  been  a  tame 
bull,  you  little  infidel?"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin. 

As  Paul  had  not  considered  the  subject  in 
that  light,  and  had  founded  his  conclusions  on 
the  alleged  lunacy  of  the  bull,  he  allowed  him- 
self to  be  put  down  for  the  present.  Cut  he  sat 
turning  it  over  in  his  mind,  with  such  an  obvious 
intention  of  fixing  Mrs.  Pipchin  presently,  that 
even  that  hardy  old  lady  deemed  it  prudent  to 
retreat  until  he  should  have  forgotten  the 
subject. 


From  that  time,  Mrs.   Pipchin  appeared   to 

have  something  of  the  same  odd  kind  of  attrac- 
tion towards  Paul  as  Paul  had  towards  her. 
She  would  make  him  move  his  chair  to  her  side 
of  the  fire,  instead  of  sitting  opposite  ;  and  there 
he  would  remain  in  a  nook  between  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin and  the  fender,  with  all  the  light  of  his 
little  face  absorbed  into  the  black  bombazine 
drapery,  studying  every  line  and  wrinkle  of  her 
countenance,  and  peering  at  the  hard  grey  eye 
until  Mrs.  Pipchin  was  sometimes  fain  to  shut 
it,  on  pretence  of  dozing.  Mrs.  Pipchin  had 
an  old  black  cat,  who  generally  lay  coiled  up  on 
the  centre  foot  of  the  fender,  purring  egotisti- 
cally, and  winking  at  the  fire  until  the  contracted 
pupils  of  his  eyes  were  like  two  notes  of  admira- 
tion. The  good  old  lady  might  have  been — not 
to  record  it  disrespectfully — a  witch,  and  Paul 
and  the  cat  her  two  familiars,  as  they  all  sat  by 
the  fire  together.  It  would  have  been  quite  in 
keeping  with  the  appearance  of  the  party  if 
they  had  all  sprung  up  the  chimney  in  a  high 
wind  one  night,  and  never  been  heard  of  any 
more. 

Tills,  however,  never  came  to  pass.  The  cat, 
and  Paul,  and  Mrs.  Pipchin  were  constantly  to 
be  found  in  their  usual  places  after  dark ;  and 
Paul,  eschewing  the  companionship  of  Master 
Bitherstone,  went  on  studying  Mrs.  Pipchin, 
and  the  cat,  and  the  fire,  night  after  night,  as 
if  they  were  a  book  of  necramancy,  in  three 
volumes. 

Mrs.  Wickam  put  her  own  construction  on 
Paul's  eccentricities ;  and  being  confirmed  in 
her  low  spirits  by  a  perplexed  view  of  chimneys 
from  the  room  where  she  was  accustomed  to  sit, 
and  by  the  noise  of  the  wind,  and  by  the  general 
dulness  (gashliness  was  Mrs.  Wickam's  strong 
expression)  of  her  present  life,  deduced  the  most 
dismal  reflections  from  the  foregoing  premises. 
It  was  a  part  of  Mrs.  Pipchin's  policy  to  prevent 
her  own  "  young  hussy  " — that  was  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin's  generic  name  for  female  servant — from 
communicating  with  Mrs.  ^Vlckam :  to  which 
end  she  devoted  much  of  her  time  to  concealing 
herself  behind  doors,  and  springing  out  on  that 
devoted  maiden,  whenever  she  made  an  approach 
towards  Mrs.  Wickam's  apartment.  But  Berry 
was  free  to  hold  what  converse  she  could  in  that 
quarter  consistendy  with  the  discharge  of  the 
multifarious  duties  at  which  she  toiled  incessantly 
from  morning  to  night;  and  to  Berry  Mrs. 
^Vickam  unburdened  her  mind. 

"  What  a  pretty  fellow  he  is  when  he's  asleep  ! " 
said  Berry,  stopping  to  look  at  Paul  in  bed,  one 
night  when  she  took  up  Mrs.  Wickam's  su[)per. 

"  Ah  !"  sighed  Mrs.  Wickam.    "  He  need  be." 
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"  Why,  he's  not  ugly  when  he's  awake,"  ob- 
served Berry. 

"  No,  ma'am.  Oh  no  !  No  more  was  my 
uncle's  Betsey  Jane,"  said  Mrs.  Wickam. 

Berry  looked  as  if  she  would  like  to  trace  the 
connection  of  ideas  between  Paul  Dombey  and 
Mrs.  Wickam's  uncle's  Betsey  Jane. 

■'  My  uncle's  wife,"  Mrs.  Wickam  went  on  to 
say,  "  died  just  like  his  mamma.  My  uncle's 
child  took  on  j'ust  as  Master  Paul  do.  My 
uncle's  child  made  people's  blood  run  cold 
sometimes,  she  did  !" 

"  How?"  asked  Berry. 

"  I  wouldn't  have  sat  up  all  night  alone  with 
Betsey  Jane  ! "  said  Mrs.  Wickam,  "  not  if  you'd 
have  put  Wickam  into  business  next  morning  for 
himself.     I  couldn't  have  done  it.  Miss  Berry." 

Miss  Berry  naturally  asked,  why  not?  But 
\\x%.  Wickam,  agreeably  to  the  usage  of  some 
ladies  in  her  condition,  pursued  her  own  branch 
of  the  subject  without  any  compunction. 

"  Betsey  Jane,"  said  Mrs.  Wickam,  "  was  as 
sweet  a  child  as  I  could  wish  to  see.  I  couldn't 
wish  to  see  a  sweeter.  Everything  that  a  child 
could  have  in  the  way  of  illnesses,  Betsey  Jane 
liad  come  through.  The  cramps  was  as  com- 
mon to  her,"  said  Mrs.  Wickam,  "  as  biles  is  to 
yourself.  Miss  Berry."  Miss  Berry  involuntarily 
wrinkled  her  nose. 

"  But  Betsey  Jane,"  said  Mrs.  Wickam,  lower- 
ing her  voice,  and  looking  round  the  room,  and 
towards  Paul  in  bed,  "  had  been  minded,  in  her 
cradle,  by  her  departed  mother.  I  couldn't  say 
how,  nor  I  couldn't  say  when,  nor  I  couldn't  say' 
whether  the  dear  child  knew  it  or  not,  but  Betsey 
Jane  had  been  watched  by  her  mother.  Miss 
Berry  !  You  may  say  nonsense  !  I  an't  offended, 
miss.  I  hope  you  may  be  able  to  think  in  your 
own  conscience  that  it  is  nonsense ;  you'll  find 
your  spirits  all  the  better  for  it  in  this — you'll 
excuse  my  being  so  free — in  this  burying-grounrl 
of  a  place  ;  which  is  wearing  of  me  down. 
Master  Paul's  a  little  restless  in  his  sleep.  Pat 
his  back,  if  you  please." 

"  Of  course  you  think,"  said  Berry,  gently 
doing  what  she  was  asked,  "  that  he  has  been 
nursed  by  his  mother,  too  ?" 

"  Betsey  Jane,"  returned  Mrs.  Wickam  in  her 
most  solemn  tones,  "  was  put  upon  as  that  child 
has  been  put  upon,  and  changed  as  that  child  has 
changed.  I  have  seen  her  sit,  often  and  often, 
think,  think,  thinking,  like  him.  I  have  seen 
her  look,  often  and  often,  old,  old,  old,  like. him. 
I  have  heard  her,  many  a  time,  talk  just  like 
him.  I  consider  that  child  and  Betsey  Jane  on 
the  same  footing  entirely,  Miss  Berry." 

"  Is  your  uncle's  child  alive  ?"  asked  Berry. 


"  Yes,  miss,  she  is  alive,"  returned  Mrs. 
Wickam  with  an  air  of  triumph,  for  it  was  evident 
Miss  Berry  expected  the  reverse ;  "  and  is  married 
to  a  silver  chaser.  Oh  yes,  miss.  She  is  alive," 
said  Mrs.  Wickam,  laying  strong  stress  on  her 
nominative  case. 

It  being  clear  tliat  somebody  was  dead,  Mrs. 
Pipchin's  niece  inquired  who  it  was. 

"  I  wouldn't  wish  to  make  you  uneasy,"  re- 
turned Mrs.  Wickam,  pursuing  her  supper. 
"  Don't  ask  me." 

.  This  was  the  surest  way  of  being  asked  again. 
Miss  Berry  repeated  her  question,  therefore ; 
and,  after  some  resistance  and  reluctance,  Mrs. 
Wickam  laid  down  her  knife,  and  again  glancing 
round  the  room  and  at  Paul  in  bed,  replied : 

"  She  took  fancies  to  people ;  whimsical 
fancies,  some  of  them  ;  others,  affections  that 
one  might  expect  to  see — only  stronger  than 
common.     They  all  died." 

This  was  so  very  unexpected  and  awful  to 
Mrs.  Pipchin's  niece,  that  she  sat  upright  on  the 
hard  edge  of  the  bedstead,  breathing  short,  and 
surveying  her  informant  with  looks  of  undis- 
guised alarm. 

Mrs.  Wickam  shook  her  left  forefinger  stealthily 
towards  the  bed  where  Florence  lay  ;  then  turned 
it  upside  down,  and  made  several  emphatic 
points  at  the  floor;  immediately  below  which 
was  the  parlour  in  which  Mrs.  Pipchin  habitually 
consumed  the  toast. 

"  Remember  my  words,  Miss  Berry,"  said  Mrs. 
Wickam,  "and  be  thankful  that  Master  Paul  is 
not  too  fond  of  you.  I  am  that  he's  not  too  fond 
of  me,  I  assure  you  ;  though  tiiere  isn't  much  to 
live  for — you'll  excuse  my  being  so  free — in  this 
gaol  of  a  house  !  " 

Miss  Berry's  emotion  might  have  led  to  her 
patting  Paul  too  hard  on  the  back,  or  might 
have  produced  a  cessation  of  that  soothing 
monotony,  but  he  turned  in  his  bed  just  now, 
and  presently  awaking,  sat  up  in  it  with  his  hair 
hot  and  wet  from  the  effects  of  some  childish 
dream,  and  asked  for  Florence. 

She  was  out  of  her  own  bed  at  the  first  sound 
of  his  voice  ;  and  bending  over  his  pillow  imme- 
diately, sang  him  to  sleep  again.  Mrs.  Wickam 
shaking  her  head,  and  letting  fall  several  tears, 
pointed  out  the  little  group  to  Berry,  and  turned 
her  eyes  up  to  the  ceiling. 

"  Good  night,  miss ! "  said  AVickam  softly. 
"  Good  night !  Your  aunt  is  an  old  lady.  Miss 
Berry,  and  it's  what  you  must  have  looked  for, 
often." 

This  consolatory  farewell  Mrs.  Wickam  ac- 
com])anied  with  a  look  of  heartfelt  anguish ;  and 
being  left  alone  with  the  two  children  ag;iin,  and 
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becoming  conscious  that  the  wind  was  blowing 
mournfully,  she  indulged  in  melancholy — that 
cheapest  and  most  accessible  of  luxuries — until 
she  was  overpowered  by  slumber. 

Although  the  niece  of  Mrs.  Pipchin  did  not 
expect  to  find  that  exemplary  dragon  prostrate 
on  the  hearth-rug  when  she  went  down-stairs, 
she  was  relieved  to  find  her  unusually  fractious 
and  severe,  and  with  every  present  appearance 
of  intending  to  live  a  long  time  to  be  a  comfort 
to  all  who  knew  her.  Nor  had  she  any  symp- 
toms of  declining,  in  the  course  of  the  ensuing 
week,  when  the  constitutional  viands  still  con- 
tinued to  disappear  in  regular  succession,  not- 
withstanding that  Paul  studied  her  as  attentively 
as  ever,  and  occupied  his  usual  seat  between  the 
black  skirts  and  the  fender,  with  unwavering 
constancy. 

But  as  Paul  himself  was  no  stronger,  at  the 
expiration  of  that  time,  than  he  had  been  on  his 
first  arrival,  though  he  looked  much  healthier  in 
the  face,  a  little  carriage  was  got  for  him,  in 
which  he  could  lie  at  his  ease,  with  an  alphabet 
and  other  elementary  works  of  reference,  and  be 
wheeled  down  to  the  seaside.  Consistent  in  his 
odd  tastes,  the  child  set  aside  a  ruddy-faced  lad 
vi-ho  was  proposed  as  the  drawer  of  this  carriage, 
and  selected  instead  his  grandfather — a  weazen, 
old,  crab-faced  man,  in  a  suit  of  battered  oil- 
skin, who  had  got  tough  and  stringy  from  long 
pickling  in  salt  water,  and  who  smelt  like  a 
weedy  sea-beech  when  the  tide  is  out. 

With  this  notable  attendant  to  pull  him  along, 
and  Florence  always  walking  by  his  side,  and 
the  despondent  Wickam  bringing  up  the  rear, 
he  went  down  to  the  margin  of  the  ocean  every 
day;  and  there  he  would  sit  or  lie  in  his 
carriage  for  hours  together :  never  so  distressed 
as  by  the  company  of  children — Florence  alone 
excepted,  always. 

"  Go  away,  if  you  please,"  he  would  say  to 
any  child  who  came  to  bear  him  company. 
"  Thank  you,  but  I  don't  want  you." 

Some  small  voice,  near  his  ear,  would  ask  him 
how  he  was,  perhaps. 

'■  I  am  very  well,  I  thank  you,"  he  would 
answer.  "  But  you  had  better  go  and  play,  if 
you  please." 

Then  he  would  turn  his  head,  and  watch  the 
child  away,  and  say  to  Florence,  "We  don't 
want  any  others,  do  we  ?     Kiss  me,  Floy." 

He  had  even  a  dislike,  at  such  times,  to  the 
company  of  Wickam,  and  was  well  pleased  when 
she  strolled  away,  as  she  generally  did,  to  pick  up 
shells  and  acquaintances.  His  favourite  spot 
was  quite  a  lonely  one,  far  away,  from  most 
loungers;  and  with  Florence  sitting  by  his  side 


at  work,  or  reading  to  him,  or  talking  to  him, 
and  the  wind  blowing  on  his  face,  and  the  water 
coming  up  among  the  wheels  of  his  bed,  he 
wanted  nothing  more. 

"  Floy,"  he  said  one  day,  "  where 's  India, 
where  that  boy's  friends  live  ?" 

"  Oh,  it's  a  long,  long  distance  off,"  said  Flo- 
rence, raising  her  eyes  from  her  \\'ork. 

"Weeks  off?"  asked  Paul. 

"  Yes,  dear.  Many  weeks'  journey,  night  and 
day." 

"  If  you  were  in  India,  Floy,"  said  Paul,  after 

being  silent  for  a  minute,  "  I  should What 

is  that  mamma  did  ?     I  forget." 

"  Loved  me?"  answered  Florence. 

"No,  no.  Don't  I  love  you  now,  Floy?  What 
is  it?— Died.  If  you  were  in  India,  I  should  die, 
Floy." 

She  hurriedly  put  her  work  aside,  and  laid  her 
head  down  on  his  pillow,  caressing  him.  And 
so  would  she,  she  said,  if  he  were  there.  He 
would  be  better  soon. 

"Oh!  I  am  a  great  deal  better  now!"  he 
answered.  "  I  don't  mean  that.  I  mean  that  I 
should  die  of  being  so  sorry  and  so  lonely,  Floy !" 

Another  time,  in  the  same  place,  he  fell  asleep,, 
and  slept  quietly  for  a  long  time.  Awaking 
suddenly,  he  listened,  started  up,  and  sat  listen- 
ing. 

Florence  asked  him  what  he  thought  he 
heard. 

"  I  want  to  know  what  it  says,"  he  answered, 
looking  steadily  in  her  face.  ''The  sea,  Floy, 
what  is  it  that  it  keeps  on  saying  ?  " 

She  told  him  that  it  was  only  the  noise  of  the 
rolling  waves. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  he  said.  "  But  I  know  that  they 
are  always  saying  something.  Always  the  same 
thing.  What  place  is  over  there?"  He  rose 
up,  looking  eagerly  at  the  horizon. 

She  told  him  that  there  was  another  country 
opposite,  but  he  said  he  didn't  mean  that;  he 
meant  farther  away — farther  away  ! 

Very  often  afterwards,  in  the  midst  of  their 
talk,  he  would  break  off,  to  try  to  understand 
what  it  was  that  the  waves  were  always  saying ; 
and  would  rise  up  in  his  couch  to  look  towards 
that  invisible  region  far  away. 


CHAPTER   IX. 

IN   WHICH   THE  'WOODEN   MIDSHIPIIAN   GETS   INTO 
TROUBLE. 

THAT  spice  of  romance  and  love  of  the  mar- 
vellous, of  which  there  was  a  pretty  strong 
infusion  in  the  nature  of  young  Walter  Gay,  and 
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which  the  guardianship  of  his  uncle,  old  Solo- 
mon Gills,  had  not  very  much  weakened  by  the 
waters  of  stern  practical  experience,  was  the 
occasion  of  his  attaching  an  uncommon  and 
delightful  interest  to  the  adventure  of  Florence 
with   Good   Mrs.    Brown.     He   pampered   and 


cherished  it  in  his  memory,  especially  that  part 
of  it  with  which  he  had  been  associated,  until  it 
became  the  spoiled  child  of  his  fancy,  and  took 
its  own  way,  and  did  what  it  liked  with  it. 

The  recollection  of  those  incidents,  and   his 
own  share  in  them,  may  have  been  made  the 


LISTENING   TO   THE   SEA. 


more  captivating,  perhaps,  by  the  weekly  dream- 
ings  of  old  .Sol  and  Captain  Cuttle  on  Sundays. 
Hardly  a  Sunday  passed  without  mysterious 
references  being  made  by  one  or  other  of  those 
worthy  chums  to  Richard  Whittington  ;  and  the 
latter  gentleman  had  even  gone  so  far  as  to  pur- 


chase a  ballad  of  considerable  antiquity,  that 
had  long  fluttered  among  many  others,  chiefly 
expressive  of  maritime  sentiments,  on  a  dead 
wall  in  the  Commercial  Road  :  which  poetical 
performance  set  forth  the  courtship  and  nuptials 
of  a  promising  young  coal-whipper  with  a  certain 
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"  lovely  Peg,"  the  accomplished  daughter  of  the 
master  and  part  owner  of  a  Newcastle  collier. 
In  this  stirring  legend  Captain  Cuttle  descried 
a  profound  metaphysical  bearing  on  the  case  of 
^VaUer  and  Florence ;  and  it  excited  him  so 
much  that  on  very  festive  occasions,  as  birthdays 
and  a  few  other  non-Dominical  holidays,  he 
would  roar  through  the  whole  song  in  the  little 
back-parlour ;  making  an  amazing  shake  on  the 
word  Pe — e — eg,  with  which  every  verse  con- 
cluded, in  compliment  to  the  heroine  of  the 
piece. 

But  a  frank,  free-spirited,  open-hearted  boy  is 
not  much  given  to  analysing  the  nature  of  his 
own  feelings,  however  strong  their  hold  upon 
him  :  and  Walter  would  have  found  it  difficult 
to  decide  this  point.  He  had  a  great  affection 
for  the  wharf  where  he  had  encountered  Florence, 
and  for  the  streets  (albeit  not  enchanting  in 
themselves)  by  which  they  had  come  home. 
The  shoes  that  had  so  often  tumbled  off  by  the 
way,  he  preserved  in  his  own  room  ;  and,  sitting 
in  the  little  back-parlour  of  an  evening,  he  had 
drawn  a  whole  gallery  of  fancy  portraits  of  Good 
Mrs.  Brown.  It  may  be  that  he  became  a  little 
smarter  in  his  dress  after  that  memorable  occa- 
sion ;  and  he  certainly  liked  in  his  leisure  time 
to  walk  towards  that  quarter  of  the  town  where 
Mr.  Dombey's  house  was  situated,  on  the  vague 
cliance  of  passing  little  Florence  in  the  street. 
But  the  sentiment  of  all  this  was  as  boyish  and 
innocent  as  could  be.  Florence  was  very  pretty, 
and  it  is  pleasant  to  admire  a  pretty  face.  Flo- 
rence was  defenceless  and  weak,  and  it  was  a 
proud  thought  that  he  had  been  able  to  render 
her  any  protection  and  assistance.  Florence  was 
the  most  grateful  little  creature  in  the  world,  and 
it  was  delightful  to  see  her  bright  gratitude  beam- 
ing in  her  face.  Florence  was  neglected  and 
coldly  looked  upon,  and  his  breast  was  full  of 
youthful  interest  for  the  slighted  child  in  her 
dull,  stately  home. 

Thus  it  came  about  that  perhaps  some  half  a- 
dozen  times  in  the  course  of  the  year  Walter 
pulled  off  his  hat  to  Florence  in  the  street, 
and  Florence  would  stop  to  shake  hands.  Mrs. 
Wickam  (who,  with  a  characteristic  alteration  of 
his  name,  invariably  spoke  of  him  as  "  Young 
Graves  ")  was  so  well  used  to  this,  knowing  the 
story  of  their  acquaintance,  that  she  took  no 
heed  of  it  at  all.  Miss  Nipper,  on  the  other 
hand,  rather  looked  out  for  these  occasions : 
her  sensitive  young  heart  being  secretly  propi- 
tiated by  Walter's  good  looks,  and  inclining  to 
the  belief  that  its  sentiments  were  responded  to. 

In  this  way,  Walter,  so  far  from  forgetting  or 
losing  sight  of  his  acquaintance  with  Florence, 


only  remembered  it  better  and  better.  As  to  its 
adventurous  beginning,  and  all  those  little  cir- 
cumstances which  gave  it  a  distinctive  character 
and  relish,  he  took  them  into  account,  more  as 
a  pleasant  story  very  agreeable  to  his  imagina- 
tion, and  not  to  be  dismissed  from  it,  than  as  a 
part  of  any  matter  of  fact  with  which  /te  was 
concerned.  They  set  oif  Florence  very  much, 
to  his  fancy;  but  not  himself.  Sometimes  he 
thought  (and  then  he  walked  very  fast),  what  a 
grand  thing  it  would  have  been  for  him  to  have 
been  going  to  sea  on  the  day  after  that  first 
meeting,  and  to  have  gone,  and  to  have  done 
wonders  there,  and  to  have  stopped  away  a  long 
time,  and  to  have  come  back  an  admiral  of  all 
the  colours  of  the  dolphin,  or  at  least  a  post- 
captain  with  epaulets  of  insupportalile  bright- 
ness, and  have  married  Florence  (then  a  beau- 
tiful young  woman)  in  spite  of  Mr.  Dombey's 
teeth,  cravat,  and  watch-chain,  and  borne  her 
away  to  the  blue  shores  of  somewhere  or  other 
triumphantly.  But  these  flights  of  fancy  seldom 
burnished  the  brass-plate  of  Dombey  and  Son's 
offices  into  a  tablet  of  golden  hope,  or  shed  a 
brilliant  lustre  on  their  dirty  sky-lights ;  and 
when  the  captain  and  Uncle  Sol  talked  about 
Richard  Whittington  and  masters'  daughters, 
Walter  felt  that  he  understood  his  true  posi- 
tion at  Dombey  and  Son's  much  better  than 
they  did. 

So  it  was  that  he  went  on  doing  what  he  had 
to  do  from  day  to  day,  in  a  cheerful,  pains- 
taking, merry  spirit ;  and  saw  through  the  san- 
guine complexion  of  Uncle  Sol  and  Captain 
Cuttle  ;  and  yet  entertained  a  thousand  indis- 
tinct and  visionary  fancies  of  his  own,  to  which 
theirs  were  work-a-day  probabilities.  Such  was 
his  condition  at  the  Pipchin  period,  when  he 
looked  a  little  older  than  of  yore,  but  not  much  ; 
and  was  the  same  light-footed,  light-hearted, 
light-headed  lad  as  when  he  charged  into  the 
parlour  at  the  head  of  Uncle  Sol  and  the  ima- 
ginary boarders,  and  lighted  him  to  bring  up  f/w 
madeira. 

"Uncle  Sol,"  said  Walter,  "I  don't  think 
you're  well.  You  haven't  eaten  any  breakfast. 
I  shall  bring  a  doctor  to  you,  if  you  go  on  like 
this." 

"  He  can't  give  me  what  I  want,  my  boy," 
said  Uncle  Sol.  "  At  least,  he  is  In  good  prac- 
tice if  he  can — and  then  he  wouldn't." 

"  What  is  it,  uncle  ?     Customers  ?  " 

"  Ay,"  returned  Solomon  with  a  sigh.  "  Cus- 
tomers would  do." 

"Confound  it,  uncle!"  said  Walter,  putting 
down  his  breakfast-cup  with  a  clatter,  and 
strikincr  his  hand  on  the  table  :  "  when   I  see 
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the  people  going  up  and  down  the  street  in 
shoals  all  day,  and  passing  and  repassing 
the  shop  every  minute  by  scores,  I  feel  half 
tempted  to  rush  out,  collar  somebody,  bring 
him  in,  and  make  him  buy  fifty  pounds'  worth  of 
instruments  for  ready  money.  What  are  you 
looking  in  at  the  door  for  ?  "  continued  Walter, 
apostrophizing  an  old  gentleman  with  a  powdered 
head  (inaudibly  to  him,  of  course),  who  was 
staring  at  a  ship's  telescope  with  all  his  might 
and  main.  "  Thaf^  no  use.  I  could  do  that. 
Come  in  and  buy  it !  " 

The  old  gentleman,  however,  having  satiated 
his  curiosit)',  walked  calnil}-  awa)'. 

"  There  he  goes  !  "  said  Walter.  "  That's  the 
way  with  'em  all.  But.  uncle — I  say,  Uncle 
Sol " — for  the  old  man  was  meditating,  and  had 
not  responded  to  his  first  appeal — ''don't  be 
cast  down.  Don't  be  out  of  spirits,  uncle.  When 
orders  do  come,  they'll  come  in  such  a  crowd, 
you  won't  be  able  to  execute  'em." 

"  I  shall  be  past  executing  'em,  whenever  they 
come,  my  boy,"  returned  Solomon  Gills.  "  They'll 
never  come  to  this  shop  again  till  I  am  out  of 
it." 

"  I  say,  uncle !  You  mustn't  really,  you 
know  !  "  urged  Walter.     "  Don't  !  " 

Old  Sol  endeavoured  to  assume  a  cheery 
look,  and  smiled  across  the  little  table  at  him  as 
pleasantly  as  he  could. 

"There's  nothing  more  than  usual  the  matter; 
is  there,  uncle  ?"  said  Walter,  leaning  his  elbows 
on  the  tea-tray,  and  bending  over,  to  speak  the 
more  confidentially  and  kindly.  "  Be  open  with 
me,  uncle,  if  there  is,  and  tell  me  all  about  it." 

"  No,  no,  no,"  returned  old  Sol.  "  More  than 
usual  ?  No,  no.  What  should  there  be  the 
matter  more  than  usual?" 

Walter  answered  with  an  incredulous  shake  of 
his  head.  "  That's  what  I  want  to  kno'.v,'  he 
said,  "and  you  ask  me'.  I'll  tell  you  what, 
uncle,  when  I  see  you  like  this,  I  am  quite  sorry 
that  I  live  with  you." 

Old  Sol  opened  his  eyes  involuntarily. 

"  Yes.  Though  nobody  ever  was  happier 
than  I  am,  and  always  have  been,  with  you,  I 
am  quite  sorry  that  I  live  with  you,  when  I  see 
you  with  anything  on  your  mhid." 

"  I  am  a  little  dull  at  such  times,  I  know,"  ob- 
served Solomon,  meekly  rubbing  his  liands. 

"  What  I  mean,  Uncle  Sol,"  pursued  Walter, 
bending  over  a  little  more  to  pat  him  on  the 
shoulder,  "  is,  that  then  I  feel  you  ought  to  have, 
sitting  here  and  pouring  out  the  tea,  instead  of 
me,  a  nice  little  dumjjling  of  a  wife,  you  know — 
a  comfortable,  capital,  cosy  old  lady,  who  was 
just  a  match  for  you,  and  knew  how  to  manage 


you,  and  keep  you  in  good  heart.  Here  am  I,  as 
loving  a  nephew  as  ever  was  (I  am  sure  I  ought 
to  be  !),  but  I  am  only  a  nephew,  and  I  can't  be 
such  a  companion  to  you  when  you  are  low  and 
out  of  sorts  as  she  would  have  made  herself 
years  ago,  though  I'm  sure  I'd  give  any  money 
if  I  could  cheer  you  up.  And  so  I  say,  w^hen 
I  see  you  with  anything  on  your  mind,  that  I 
feel  quite  sorr)'  you  haven't  got  somebody  better 
about  you  than  a  blundering  young  rough-and- 
tough  boy  like  me,  who  has  got  the  will  to  con- 
sole you,  uncle,  but  hasn't  got  the  way — hasn't 
got  the  way,"  repeated  Walter,  reaching  over 
further  yet,  to  shake  his  uncle  by  the  hand. 

"  Wally,  my  dear  boy,"  said  Solomon,  "  if  the 
cosy  little  olil  lady  had  taken  her  place  in  this 
parlour  five-and-forty  years  ago,  I  never  could 
have  been  fonder  of  her  than  I  am  of  you." 

"/  know  that.  Uncle  Sol,"  returned  Walter. 
"  Lord  bless  you,  I  know  that.  Bat  you  wouldn't 
have  had  the  whole  weight  of  any  uncomfortable 
secrets  if  she  had  been  with  you,  because  she 
would  have  known  how  to  relieve  you  of  'era, 
and  I  don't." 

"  Yes,  yes,  you  do,"  returned  the  instrument- 
maker. 

"  Well,  then,  what's  the  matter.  Uncle  Sol  ?" 
said  Walter  coaxingly.  "  Come  !  AVliat's  the 
matter  ?  " 

Solomon  Gills  persisted  that  there  was  nothing 
the  matter  ;  and  maintained  it  so  resolutely,  that 
his  nephew  had  no  resource  but  to  make  a  very 
indifierent  imitation  of  believing  him. 

"  All  I  can  say  is.  Uncle  Sol,  that  if  there 
is " 

"  But  there  isn't,"  said  Solomon. 

"  'Very  well,"  said  Walter.  "  Then  I've  no 
more  to  say ;  and  that's  lucky,  for  my  time's  up 
for  going  to  business.  I  shall  look  in  by-and- 
by,  when  I'm  out,  to  see  how  you  get  on,  uncle. 
And  mind,  uncle  !  I'll  never  believe  you  again, 
and  never  tell  you  anything  more  about  Mr. 
Carker  the  junior,  if  I  find  out  that  you  have 
been  deceiving  me  !  " 

Solomon  Gills  laughingly  defied  him  to  find 
out  anything  of  the  kind  ;  and  Walter,  revolving 
in  his  thoughts  all  sorts  of  impracticable  ways  of 
making  fortunes  and  placing  the  Wooden  Mid- 
shipman in  a  position  of  independence,  betook 
himself  to  the  ofiices  of  Dombey  and  Son  with 
a  heavier  countenance  than  he  usually  carried 
there. 

There  lived  in  those  days  round  the  corner — ■ 
in  Bishopsgate  Street  Without — one  Brogley, 
sworn  broker  and  appraiser,  who  kept  a  shop 
where  every  description  of  second-hand  furniture 
was  exhibited  in  the  most  uncomfortable  aspect. 
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and  under  circun:istances  and  in  combinations 
the  most  completely  foreign  to  its  purpose. 
Dozens  of  chairs  hooked  on  to  washing-stands, 
which  with  difficulty  poised  themselves  on  the 
shoulders  of  sideboards,  which  in  their  turn 
stood  upon  the  wrong  side  of  dining-tables, 
gymnastic  with  their  legs  upward  on  the  tops  of 
other  dining-tables,  were  among  its  most  reason- 
able arrangements.  A  banquet  array  of  dish- 
covers,  wine-glasses,  and  decanters  was  generally 
to  be  seen  spread  forth  upon  the  bosom  of  a 
four-post  bedstead,  for  the  entertainment  of 
such  genial  company  as  half-a-dozen  pokers  and 
a  hall  lamp.  A  set  of  window  curtains,  with  no 
windows  belonging  to  them,  would  be  seen  grace- 
fully draping  a  barricade  of  chests  of  drawers, 
loaded  with  little  jars  from  chemists'  shops; 
while  a  homeless  hearth-rug,  severed  from  its 
natural  companion  the  fireside,  braved  the  shrewd 
east  wind  in  its  adversity,  and  trembled  in  me- 
lancholy accord  with  the  shrill  complainings  of 
a  cabinet  piano,  wasting  away,  a  string  a  day, 
and  faintly  resounding  to  the  noises  of  the  street 
in  its  jangling  and  distracted  brain.  Of  motion- 
less clocks  that  never  stirred  a  finger,  and  seemed 
as  incapable  of  being  successfully  wound  up  as 
the  pecuniary  affairs  of  their  former  owners, 
there  was  always  great  choice  in  Mr.  Brogley's 
shop ;  and  various  looking-glasses,  accidentally 
placed  at  compound  interest  of  reflection  and 
refraction,  presented  to  the  eye  an  eternal  per- 
spective of  bankruptcy  and  ruin. 

Mr.  Brogley  himself  was  a  moist-eyed,  pink- 
complexioned,  crisp -haired  man,  of  a  bulky 
iigure  and  an  easy  temper — for  that  class  of 
Caius  Marius,  who  sits  upon  the  ruins  of  other 
people's  Carthages,  can  keep  up  his  spirits  well 
enough.  He  had  looked  in  at  Solomon's  shop 
sometimes,  to  ask  a  question  about  articles  in 
Solomon's  way  of  business ;  and  Walter  knew 
him  sufficiently  to  give  him  good  day  when  they 
met  in  the  street ;  but,  as  that  was  the  extent  of 
the  broker's  acquaintance  with  Solomon  Gills 
also,  Walter  was  not  a  little  surprised  when  he 
came  back  in  the  course  of  the  forenoon,  agree- 
ably to  his  promise,  to  find  Mr.  Brogley  sitting 
in  the  back-parlour  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
and  his  hat  hanging  up  behind  the  door. 

"Well,  Uncle  Sol!"  said  Walter.  The  old 
man  was  sitting  ruefully  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  table,  with  his  spectacles  over  his  eyes,  for  a 
wonder,  instead  of  on  his  forehead.  "  How  are 
you  now  ?" 

Solomon  shook  his  head,  and  waved  one  hand 
towards  the  broker,  as  introducing  him. 

"  Is  there  anything  the  matter  ?  "  asked  Wal- 
ter, with  a  catching  in  his  breath. 


"  No,  no.  There's  nothing  the  matter,"  said 
jNIr.  Brogley.  "  Don't  let  it  put  you  out  of  the 
way." 

Walter  looked  from  the  broker  to  his  uncle  in 
mute  amazement. 

"The  fact  is,"  said  Mr.  Brogley,  "there  is  a 
little  payment  on  a  bond  debt — three  hundred 
and  seventy  odd,  over-due  :  and  I'm  in  pos- 
session." 

"  In  possession  !  "  cried  Walter,  looking  round 
at  the  shop. 

"  Ah  ! "  said  Mr.  Brogley  in  confidential  as- 
sent, and  nodding  his  head  as  if  he  would  urge 
the  advisability  of  their  all  being  comfortable 
together.  "  It's  an  execution.  That's  what  it 
is.  Don't  let  it  put  you  out  of  the  way.  I  come 
myself  because  of  keeping  it  quiet  and  sociable. 
You  know  me.     It's  quite  private." 

"  Uncle  Sol  !  "  faltered  AValler. 

"  Wally,  my  boy,"  returned  his  uncle,  "  it's  the 
first  time.  Such  a  calamity  never  happened  to 
me  before.  I'm  an  old  man  to  begin."  Pushing 
up  his  spectacles  again  (for  they  were  useless 
any  longer  to  conceal  his  emotion),  he  covered 
his  face  with  his  hand,  and  sobbed  aloud,  and 
his  tears  fell  down  upon  his  coffee-coloured 
waistcoat. 

"  Uncle  Sol !  Pray  !  Oh,  don't  !"  exclaimed 
Walter,  who  really  felt  a  thrill  of  terror  in  seeing 
the  old  man  weep.  "  For  God's  sake,  don't  do 
that.     Mr.  Brogley,  what  shall  I  do  ?" 

"  /  should  recommend  you  looking  up  a  friend 
or  so,"  said  Mr.  Brogley,  "  and  talking  it  over." 

"  To  be  sure  !"  cried  Walter,  catching  at  any- 
thing. "  Certainly  !  Thankee.  Captain  Cuttle's 
the  man,  uncle.  Wait  till  I  run  to  Captain 
Cuttle.  Keep  your  eye  upon  my  uncle,  will  you, 
Mr.  Brogley,  and  make  him  as  comfortable  as 
you  can  while  I  am  gone  ?  Don't  despair.  Uncle 
Sol.  Try  and  keep  a  good  heart,  there's  a  dear 
fellow  ! " 

Saying  this  with  great  fervour,  and  disregard- 
ing the  old  man's  broken  remonstrances,  Walter 
dashed  out  of  the  shop  again  as  hard  as  he 
could  go  ;  and,  having  hurried  round  to  the  office 
to  excuse  hiniself  on  the  plea  of  his  uncle's  sud- 
den illness,  set  off,  full  speed,  for  Captain  Cuttle's 
residence. 

Everything  seemed  altered  as  he  ran  along  the 
streets.  There  was  the  usual  entanglement  and 
noise  of  carts,  drays,  omnibuses,  waggons,  and 
foot-passengers,  but  the  misfortune  that  had 
fallen  on  the  AVooden  Midshipman  made  it 
strange  and  new.  Houses  and  shops  were  dif- 
ferent from  what  they  used  to  be,  and  bore  Mr. 
Brogley's  warrant  on  their  fronts  in  large  cha- 
racters.    The  broker  seemed  to  have  got  hold 
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of  the  very  churches ;  for  their  spires  rose  into 
the  sky  with  an  unwonted  air.  Even  the  sky 
itself  was  changed,  and  had  an  execution  in  it 
plainly. 

Captain  Cuttle  lived  on  the  brink  of  a  little 
canal  near  the  India  Docks,  where  there  was  a 
swivel  bridge,  which  ojjened  now  and  then  to 
let  some  wandering  monster  of  a  ship  come 
roaming  up  the  street  like  a  stranded  leviathan. 
The  gradual  change  from  land  to  water,  on  the 
approach  to  Captain  Cuttle's  lodgings,  was  curi- 
ous. It  began  with  the  erection  of  flagstaffs,  as 
appurtenances  to  public-houses  ;  then  came  slop- 
sellers'  shops,  with  Guernsey  shirts,  sou'- wester 
hats,  and  canvas  pantaloons,  at  once  the  tightest 
and  the  loosest  of  their  order,  hangmg  up  out- 
side. These  were  succeeded  by  anchor  and 
chain-cable  forges,  where  sledge-hammers  were 
dinging  upon  iron  all  day  long.  Then  came 
rows  of  houses,  with  little  vane-surmounted  masts 
uprearing  themselves  from  among  the  scarlet 
beans.  Then,  ditches.  Then,  pollard  willows. 
Then,  more  ditches.  Then,  unaccountable 
patches  of  dirty  water,  hardly  to  be  descried  for 
the  ships  that  covered  them.  Then,  the  air 
was  perfumed  with  chips ;  and  all  other  trades 
were  swallowed  up  in  mast,  oar,  and  block 
making,  and  boat  building.  Then,  the  ground 
grew  marshy  and  unsettled.  Then,  there  was 
nothing  to  be  smelt  but  rum  and  sugar.  Then, 
Captain  Cuttle's  lodgings — at  once  a  first  floor 
and  a  top  story,  in  Brig  Place — were  close  before 
you. 

The  captain  was  one  of  those  timber-looking 
men,  suits  of  oak  as  w-ell  as  hearts,  whom  it  is 
almost  impossible  for  the  liveliest  imagination  to 
separate  from  any  part  of  their  dress,  however 
insignificant.  Accordingly,  when  Walter  knocked 
at  the  door,  and  the  captain  instantly  poked  his 
head  out  of  one  of  his  little  front  windows,  and 
hailed  him,  with  the  hard  glazed  hat  already  on 
it,  and  the  shirt  collar  like  a  sail,  and  the  wide 
suit  of  blue  all  standing  as  usual,  Walter  was  as 
fully  persuaded  that  he  was  always  in  that  state 
as  if  the  captain  had  been  a  bird,  and  those  had 
been  his  feathers. 

"  Wal'r,  my  lad  ! "  said  Captain  Cuttle. 
"  Stand  by,  and  knock  again.  Hard  !  It's 
washing  day." 

Walter,  in  his  impatience,  gave  a  prodigious 
thump  with  the  knocker. 

"  Hard  it  is  ! "  said  Captain  Cuttle,  and  im- 
mediately drew  in  his  head  as  if  he  expected  a 
squall. 

Nor  was  he  mistaken ;  for  a  widow  lady,  with 
her  sleeves  rolled  up  to  her  shoulders,  and  her 
arms  frothy  with  soap-suds  and  smoking  with  hot 


water,  replied  to  the  summons  with  startling 
rapidity.  Before  she  looked  at  Walter  she  looked 
at  the  knocker,  and  then,  measuring  him  with 
her  eyes  from  head  to  foot,  said  she  wondered 
he  had  left  any  of  it. 

"  Captain  Cuttle's  at  home,  I  know,"  said 
Walter,  with  a  conciliatory  smile. 

"  Is  he  ?  "  replied  the  widow  lady.  "  In-deed  !" 
"  He   has   just  been    speaking  to   me,"  said 
Walter  in  breathless  explanation. 

'•  Has  he  .^"  replied  the  widow  lady.  "Then 
p'rhaps  you'll  give  him  Mrs.  MacStinger's  re- 
spects, and  say  that  the  next  time  he  lowers 
himself  and  his  lodgings  by  talking  out  of  winder, 
she'll  thank  him  to  come  down  and  open  the 
door  too."  Mrs.  MacStinger  spoke  loud,  and 
listened  for  any  observations  that  might  be 
offered  from  the  first  floor. 

"  I'll  mention  it,"  said  Walter,  "  if  you'll  have 
the  goodness  to  let  me  in,  ma'am." 

For  he  was  repelled  by  a  wooden  fortification 
extending  across  the  doorway,  and  put  there  to 
prevent  the  little  MacStingers,  in  their  moments 
of  recreation,  from  tumbling  down  the  steps. 

"  A  boy  that  can  knock  my  door  down,"  said 
Mrs.  MacStinger  contemptuously,  "  can  get  over 
that,  I  should  hope  ! "  But  Walter,  taking  this 
as  a  permission  to  enter,  and  getting  over  it, 
Mrs.  MacStinger  immediately  demanded  whether 
an  Englishwoman's  house  was  her  castle  or  not ; 
and  whether  she  was  to  be  broke  in  upon  by 
"  raff."  On  these  subjects  her  thirst  for  infor- 
mation was  still  very  importunate,  when  Walter, 
having  made  his  way  up  the  little  staircase 
through  an  artificial  fog  occasioned  by  the  wash- 
ing, which  covered  the  banisters  with  a  clammy 
perspiration,  entered  Captain  Cuttle's  room,  and 
found  that  gentleman  in  ambush  behind  the 
door. 

"  Never  owed  her  a  penny,  Wal'r,"  said  Cap- 
tain Cuttle  in  a  low  voice,  and  with  visible  marks 
of  trepidation  on  his  countenance.  "  Done  her 
a  world  of  good  turns,  and  the  children  too. 
Vixen  at  times,  though.     Whew  !  " 

"  /  should  go  away.  Captain  Cuttle,"  said 
Walter. 

"  Dursn't  do  it,  Wal'r,"  returned  the  captain. 
"  She'd  find  me  out,  wherever  I  went.  Sit  down. 
How's  Gills  ?" 

The  captain  was  dining  (in  his  hat)  off  cold 
loin  of  mutton,  porter,  and  some  smoking  hot 
potatoes,  which  he  had  cooked  himself,  and  took 
out  of  a  little  saucepan  before  the  fire  as  he 
wanted  them.  He  unscrewed  his  hook  at  dinner- 
time, and  screwed  a  knife  into  its  wooden  socket 
instead,  with  which  he  had  already  begun  to  [leel 
one  of  these  potatoes  for  Walter.     His  rooms 
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were  very  small,  and  strongly  impregnated  with 
tobacco  smoke,  but  snug  enough :  everything 
being  stowed  away  as  if  there  were  an  earthquake 
regularly  every  half-hour. 

"  How's  Gills?"  inquired  the  captain. 

A\'alter,  who  had  by  this  time  recovered  his 
breath,  and  lost  his  spirits — or  such  temporary 
spirits  as  his  rapid  journey  had  given  him — 
looked  at  his  questioner  for  a  moment,  said, 
"  Oh,  Captain  Cuttle  !  "  and  burst  into  tears. 

No  words  can  describe  the  captain's  conster- 
nation at  this  sight.  Mrs.  MacStinger  faded 
into  nothing  before  it.  He  dropped  the  potato 
and  the  fork — and  would  have  dropped  the  knife 
too  if  he  could — and  sat  gazing  at  the  boy,  as  if 
he  expected  to  hear  next  moment  that  a  gulf  had 
opened  in  the  City,  which  had  swallowed  up  his 
old  friend,  coffee-coloured  suit,  buttons,  chrono- 
meter, spectacles,  and  all. 

But  when  Walter  told  him  what  was  really  the 
matter,  Captain  Cutde,  after  a  moment's  reflec- 
tion, started  up  into  full  activity.  He  emptied 
out  of  a  little  tin  canister,  on  the  top  shelf  of 
the  cupboard,  his  whole  stock  of  ready  money 
(amounting  to  thirteen  pounds  and  half-a-crown), 
which  he  transferred  to  one  of  the  pockets  of  his 
square  blue  coat :  further  enriched  that  reposi- 
tory with  the  contents  of  his  plate  chest,  consist- 
ing of  two  withered  atomies  of  tea-spoons  and 
an  obsolete  pair  of  knock-kneed  sugar-tongs; 
pulled  up  his  immense  double-cased  silver  watch 
from  the  depths  in  which  it  reposed,  to  assure 
himself  that  that  valuable  was  sound  and  whole  ; 
re-attached  the  hook  to  his  right  wrist ;  and 
seizing  the  stick  covered  over  with  knobs,  bade 
Walter  come  along. 

Remembering,  however,  in  the  midst  of  his 
virtuous  excitement,  that  Mrs.  jNIacStinger  might 
be  lying  in  wait  below,  Captain  Cuttle  hesitated 
at  last,  not  without  glancing  at  the  window,  as  if 
he  hacl  some  thought  of  escaping  by  that  unusual 
means  of  egress,  rather  than  encounter  his  ter- 
rible enemy.  He  decided,  however,  in  favour 
of  stratagem. 

"  Wal'r,"  said  the  captain  with  a  timid  wink, 
"  go  afore,  my  lad.  Sing  out,  '  Good-bye,  Cap- 
tain Cuttle,'  w-hen  you're  in  the  passage,  and 
shut  the  door.  Then  wait  at  the  corner  of  the 
street  till  you  see  me." 

These  directions  were  not  issued  without  a 
previous  knowledge  of  the  enemy's  tactics,  for 
when  Walter  got  down-stairs,  Mrs.  MacStinger 
glided  out  of  the  little  back-kitchen  like  an 
avenging  spirit.  But  not  gliding  out  upon  the 
captain,  as  -she  had  expected,  she  merely  made 
a  further  allusion  to  the  knocker,  and  glided  in 


Some  five  minutes  elapsed  before  Captain 
Cuttle  could  summon  courage  to  attempt  his 
escape  ;  for  Walter  waited  so  long  at  the  street 
corner,  looking  back  at  the  house,  before  there 
were  any  symptoms  of  the  hard  glazed  hat.  At 
length  the  captain  burst  out  of  the  door  w'ith  the 
suddenness  of  an  explosion,  and  coming  towards 
him  at  a  great  pace,  and  never  once  looking  over 
his  shoulder,  pretended,  as  soon  as  they  were 
well  out  of  the  street,  to  whistle  a  tune. 

"Uncle  much  hove  down,  Wal'r?"  inquired 
the  captain  as  they  were  w-alking  along. 

"  I  am  afraid  so.  If  you  had  seen  him  this 
morning,  you  would  never  have  forgotten  it." 

"  Walk  fast,  Wal'r,  my  lad,"  returned  the  cap- 
tain, mending  his  pace ;  "  and  walk  the  same  all 
the  days  of  your  life.  Overhaul  the  catechism 
for  that  advice,  and  keep  it !  " 

The  captain  was  too  busy  with  his  own 
thoughts  of  Solomon  Gills,  mingled,  perhaps, 
with  some  reflections  on  his  late  escape  from 
Mrs.  MacStinger,  to  offer  any  further  quotations 
on  the  w&y  for  Walter's  moral  improvement. 
They  interchanged  no  other  word  until  they 
arrived  at  old  Sol's  door,  where  the  unfortunate 
Wooden  Midshipman,  with  his  instrument  at  his 
eye,  seemed  to  be  surveying  the  whole  horizon 
in  search  of  some  friend  to  help  him  out  of  his 
difficulty. 

"  Gills  ! "  said  the  captain,  hurrying  into  the 
back-parlour,  and  taking  him  by  the  hand  quite 
tenderly.  "  Lay  your  head  well  to  the  wind,  and 
we'll  fight  through  it.  All  you've  got  to  do," 
said  the  captain,  with  the  solemnity  of  a  man 
who  was  delivering  himself  of  one  of  the  most 
precious  practical  tenets  ever  discovered  by  hu- 
man wisdom,  "  is  to  lay  your  head  well  to  the 
wind,  and  we'll  fight  through  it  ! " 

Old  Sol  returned  the  pressure  of  his  hand,  and 
thanked  him. 

Captain  Cuttle  then,  with  a  gravity  suitable  to 
the  nature  of  the  occasion,  put  down  upon  the 
table  the  two  tea-spoons  and  the  sugar-tongs, 
the  silver  watch,  and  the  ready  money;  and 
asked  Mr.  Brogley,  the  broker,  what  the  damage 
was. 

"  Come  !  What  do  you  make  of  it  ? "  said 
Captain  Cuttle. 

"  Wh\',  Lord  help  you  !  "  returned  the  broker ; 
"  you  don't  suppose  that  property's  of  any  use, 
do  you  ?" 

"  Why  not  ?  "  inquired  the  captain. 

"Why?  The  amount's  three  hundred  and 
seventy  odd,"  replied  the  broker. 

"  Never  mind,"  returned  the  captain,  though 
he  was  evidently  dismayed  by  the  figures  :  "  all's 
fish  that  comes  to  your  net,  I  suppose  ?  " 
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"  Certainly,"  said  Mr.  Brogley.  "  But  sprats 
an't  whales,  you  know." 

The  philosophy  of  this  observation  seemed 
to  strike  the  captain.  He  ruminated  for  a 
minute ;  eyeing  the  broker,  meanwhile,  as  a 
deep  genius ;  and  then  called  the  instrument- 
maker  aside. 

"Gills,"  said  Captain  Cuttle,  "what's  the 
bearings  of  this  business  ?    Who's  the  creditor?" 

'■  Hush  !  "  returned  the  old  man.  "  Come 
away.  Don't  speak  before  Wally.  It's  a  matter 
of  security  for  Wally's  father — an  old  bond.  I've 
paid  a  good  deal  of  it,  Ned,  but  the  times  are  so 
bad  with  me  that  I  can't  do  more  just  now. 
I've  foreseen  it,  but  I  couldn't  help  it.  Not  a 
word  before  Wally,  for  all  the  world." 

"You  have  got  some  money,  haven't  you?" 
whispered  the  captain. 

"  Yes,  yes — oh  yes — I've  got  some,"  returned 
old  Sol,  first  putting  his  hands  into  his  empty 
pockets,  and  then  squeezing  his  Welsh  wig  be- 
tween them,  as  if  he  thought  he  might  wring 
some  gold  out  of  it ;  "  but  I — the  little  I  have 
got  isn't  convertible,  Ned  ;  it  can't  be  got  at.  I 
have  been  trying  to  do  something  with  it  for 
Wally,  and  I'm  old-fashioned,  and  behind  the 
time.  It's  here  and  there,  and — and,  in  short, 
it's  as  good  as  nowhere,"  said  the  old  man,  look- 
ing in  bewilderment  about  him. 

He  had  so  much  the  air  of  a  half-witted  person 
who  had  been  hiding  his  money  in  a  variety  of 
places,  and  had  forgotten  where,  that  the  captain 
followed  his  eyes,  not  without  a  faint  hope  t'nat  he 
might  remember  some  few  hundred  pounds  con- 
cealed up  the  chimney,  or  down  in  the  cellar. 
But  Solomon  Gills  knew  better  than  that. 

"  I'm  behind  the  time  altogether,  my  dear 
Ned,"  said  Sol  in  resigned  despair,  "  a  long  way. 
It's  no  use  my  lagging  on  so  far  behind  it.  The 
stock  had  better  be  sold — it's  worth  more  than 
this  debt — and  I  had  better  go  and  die  some- 
where on  the  balance.  I  haven't  any  energy 
left.  I  don't  understand  things.  This  had 
better  be  the  end  of  it.  Let  'em  sell  the  stock 
and  take  /um  down,"  said  the  old  man,  pointing 
feebly  to  the  Wooden  Midshipman,  "  and  let  us 
both  be  broken  up  together." 

"And  what  d'ye  mean  to  do  with  Wal'r?" 
said  the  captain.  "  There,  there  !  Sit  ye  down. 
Gills,  sit  ye  down,  and  let  me  think  o'  this.  If 
I  ^\'arn't  a  man  on  a  small  annuity,  that  v,-as 
large  enough  till  to-day,  I  hadn't  need  to  think 
of  it.  But  you  lay  your  head  well  to  the  wind," 
said  the  captain,  again  administering  that  unan- 
swerable piece  of  consolation,  "  and  you're  all 
right  ! " 

Old  Sol  thanked  him  from  his  heart,  and  went 


and  laid  it  against  the  back-parlour  fire-place 
instead. 

Captain  Cuttle  walked  up  and  down  the  shop 
for  some  time,  cogitating  profoundly,  and  bring- 
ing his  bushy  black  eyebrows  to  bear  so  heavily 
on  his  nose,  like  clouds  settling  on  a  mountain, 
that  Walter  was  afraid  to  ofter  any  interruption 
to  the  current  of  his  reflections.  Mr.  Brogley, 
who  was  averse  to  being  any  constraint  upon  the 
party,  and  who  had  an  ingenious  cast  of  mind, 
went,  softly  whistling,  among  the  stock  ;  rattling 
weather-glasses,  shaking  compasses  as  if  they 
were  physic,  catching  up  keys  with  loadstones, 
looking  through  telescopes,  endeavouring  to 
make  himself  acquainted  with  the  use  of  the 
globes,  setting  parallel  rulers  astride  on  his  nose, 
and  amusing  himself  with  other  philosophical 
transactions. 

"  Wal'r  !  "  said  the  captain  at  last.  "  I've 
got  it." 

"  Have  you.  Captain  Cuttle  ? "  cried  Walter 
with  great  animation. 

"  Come  this  way,  my  lad,"  said  the  captain. 
"  The  stock's  one  security.  I'm  another.  Your 
governor's  the  man  to  advance  the  money." 

"Mr.  Dombey?"  faltered  Walter. 

The  captain  nodded  gravely.  "  Look  at  him," 
he  said.  "  Look  at  Gills.  If  they  was  to  sell 
off  these  things  now,  he'd  die  of  it.  You  know 
he  would.  We  mustn't  leave  a  stone  unturned 
— and  there's  a  stone  for  you." 

"  A  stone  ! — Mr.  Dombey  !  "  faltered  Walter. 

"You  run  round  to  the  office,  first  of  all,  and 
see  if  he's  there,"  said  Captain  Cuttle,  clapping 
him  on  the  back.     "  Quick  ! " 

Walter  felt  he  must  not  dispute  the  command 
— a  glance  at  his  uncle  would  have  determined 
him  if  he  had  felt  otherwise — and  disappeared 
to  execute  it.  He  soon  returned,  out  of  breath, 
to  say  that  Mr.  Dombey  was  not  there.  It  was 
Saturday,  and  he  had  gone  to  Brighton. 

"  I  tell  you  w'hat,  Wal'r  !  "  said  the  captain, 
who  seemed  to  have  prepared  himself  for  this 
contingency  in  his  absence.  "  We'll  go  to 
Brighton.  I'll  back  you,  my  boy.  I'll  back 
you,  Wal'r.  AVe'll  go  to  Brighton  by  the  after- 
noon's coach." 

If  the  application  must  be  made  to  Mr.  Dom- 
bey at  all,  w^hich  was  awful  to  think  of,  Walter 
felt  that  he  would  rather  prefer  it  alone  and 
unassisted  than  backed  by  the  personal  influence 
of  Captain  Cuttle,  to  which  he  hardly  thought 
Mr.  Dombey  would  "attach  much  weight.  But 
as  the  captain  appeared  to  be  of  quite  another 
opinion,  and  was  bent  upon  it,  and  as  his  friend- 
ship was  too  zealous  and  serious  to  be  trifled 
with  by  one  so  much  younger  than  himself,  he 
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forbore  to  hint  the  least  objection.  Cuttle, 
therefore,  taking  a  hurried  leave  of  Solomon 
Gills,  and  returning  the  ready  money,  the  tea- 
spoons, the  sugar-tongs,  and  the  silver  watch  to 
liis  pocket — with  a  view,  as  Walter  thought  with 
horror,  to  making  a  gorgeous  impression  on  jNIr. 
Dombey — bore  him  off  to  the  coach-office  with- 
out a  minute's  delay,  and  repeatedly  assured 
him,  on  the  road,  that  he  would  stick  by  him  to 
the  last. 


CHAPTER  X. 

CONTAINING   THE   SEQUEL   OF  THE   MIDSHIPiI.A,N's 
DISASTER. 

^•\TOR  BAGSTOC^;:,  after  long  and 
-'^jm^:--jl  11  frequent  observation  of  Paul,  across 
A  i^bik\  11  Princess's  Place,  through  his  double- 
barrelled  opera-glass ;  and  after  re- 
ceiving many  minute  reports,  daily, 
weekly,  and  monthly,  on  that  sub- 
ject from  the  native,  who  kept  himself  in 
constant  communication  with  Miss  To.\'s 
maid  for  that  purpose  :  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  Dombey,  sir,  was  a  man  to  be  known,  and 
that  J.  B.  was  the  boy  to  make  his  acquaintance. 
Miss  Tox,  however,  maintaining  her  reserved 
behaviour,  and  frigidly  declining  to  understand 
the  major  whenever  he  called  (which  he  often 
did)  on  any  little  fishing  excursion  connected 
with  this  project,  the  major,  in  spite  of  his  con- 
stitutional toughness  and  slyness,  was  fain  to 
leave  the  accomplishment  of  his  desire  in  some 
measure  to  chance,  "  which,"  as  he  was  used  to 
observe  with  chuckles  at  his  club,  "  has  been 
fifty  to  one  in  favour  of  Joey  B.,  sir,  ever  since 
his  elder  brother  died  of  Yellow  Jack  in  the 
West  Indies." 

It  was  some  time  coming  to  his  aid  in  the 
present  instance,  but  it  befriended  him  at  last. 
When  the  dark  servant,  with  full  particulars,  re- 
ported Miss  Tox  absent  on  Brighton  service,  the 
major  was  suddenly  touched  with  affectionate 
reminiscences  of  his  friend  Bill  Bitherstone  of 
Bengal,  who  had  written  to  ask  him,  if  he  ever 
went  that  way,  to  bestow  a  call  upon  his  only 
son.  But  when  the  same  dark  servant  reported 
Paul  at  Mrs.  Pipchin's,  and  the  major,  referring 
to  the  letter  favoured  by  Master  Bitherstone  on 
his  arrival  in  England — to  which  he  had  never 
had  the  least  idea  of  paying  any  attention — saw 
the  opening  that  presented  itself,  he  was  made 
so  rabid  by  the  gout,  with  which  he  happened  to 
be  then  laid  up,  that  he  threw  a  footstool  at  the 
dark  servant  in  return  for  his  intellitrence,  and 


swore  he  would  be  the  death  of  the  rascal  before 
he  had  done  with  him  :  which  the  dark  servant 
was  more  than  half  disposed  to  believe. 

At  length  the  major,  being  released  from  his 
fit,  went  one  Saturday  growling  down  to  Brighton, 
with  the  native  behind  him  :  apostrophizing  Miss 
Tox  all  the  way,  and  gloating  over  the  prospect 
of  carrying  by  storm  the  distinguished  friend  to 
whom  she  attached  so  much  mystery,  and  far 
whom  she  had  deserted  him. 

'•Would  you,  ma'am,  would  you  ?  "  said  the 
major,  straining  with  vindictiveness,  and  swell- 
ing ever)'  already  swollen  vein  in  his  head. 
'•Would  you  give  Joey  B.  the  go-by,  ma'am  ? 
Not  yet,  ma'am,  not  yet  !  Damme,  not  yet,  sir. 
Joe  is  awake,  ma'am.  Bagstock  is  alive,  sir. 
J.  B.  knows  a  move  or  two,  ma'am.  Josh  has 
his  weather-eye  open,  sir.  You'll  find  him  tougli, 
ma'am.  Tough,  sir,  tough  is  Joseph.  Tough 
and  de-vil-ish  sly  !  " 

And  very  tough  indeed  Master  Bitherstone 
found  him,  when  he  took  that  young  gentleman 
out  for  a  walk.  But  the  major,  with  his  com- 
plexion like  a  Stilton  cheese,  and  his  eyes  like 
a  prawn's,  went  roving  about,  perfectly  indif- 
ferent to  Master  Bitherstone's  amusement,  and 
dragging  Master  Bitherstone  along,  while  he 
looked  about  him  high  and  low  for  Mr.  Dombey 
and  his  children. 

In  good  time  the  major,  previously  instructed 
by  Mrs.  Pipchin,  spied  out  Paul  and  Florence, 
and  bore  down  upon  them  ;  there  being  a  stately 
gentleman  (Mr.  Dombey,  doubtless)  in  their 
company.  Charging  with  Master  Bitherstone 
into  the  very  heart  of  the  little  squadron,  it  fell 
out,  of  course,  that  Master  Bitherstone  spoke 
to  his  fellow-sufferers.  Upon  that  the  major 
stopped  to  notice  and  admire  them  ;  remem- 
bered with  amazement  that  he  had  seen  and 
spoken  to  them  at  his  friend  Miss  Tox's  in 
Princess's  Place  ;  opined  that  Paul  was  a  devilish 
fine  fellow,  and  his  own  little  friend ;  inquired  if 
he  remembered  Joey  B.  the  major ;  and  finally, 
with  a  sudden  recollection  of  the  convention- 
alities of  life,  turned  and  apologised  to  Mr. 
Dombey. 

"  But  my  little  friend  here,  sir,"  said  the  major, 
"  makes  a  boy  of  me  again.  An  old  soldier,  sir 
— Major  Bagstock,  at  your  service — is  not 
ashamed  to  confess  it."  Here  the  major  lifted 
his  hat.  "  Damme,  sir,"  cried  the  major  with 
sudden  warmth,  "  I  envy  you."  Then  he  recol- 
lected himself,  and  added,  "  Excuse  my  free- 
dom." 

Mr.  Dombey  begged  he  wouldn't  mention  it. 

"  An  old  campaigner,  sir,"  said  the  major,  "  a 
smoke-dried,    sunburnt,  used-up,  invalided   old 
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dog  of  a  major,  sir,  was  not  afraid  of  being  con- 
demned for  his  whim  by  a  man  Hke  Mr.  Dombey. 
I  have  the  honour  of  addressing  Mr.  Domljey,  I 
believe  ?" 

"  I  am  the  present  unwortliy  representative  of 
that  name,  major,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  By  G ,  sir,"  said  the  major,  "  it's  a  great 

name.  It's  a  name,  sir,"  said  the  major  firmly, 
as  if  he  defied  Mr.  Dombey  to  contradict  him, 
and  would  feel  it  his  painful  duty  to  bully  him 
if  he  did,  "  that  is  known  and  honoured  in  the 
British  possessions  abroad.  It  is  a  name,  sir, 
that  a  man  is  proud  to  recognise.  There  is 
nothing  adulatory  in  Joseph  Bagstock,  sir.  His 
Royal  Highness  the  Duke  of  York  observed,  on 
more  than  one  occasion,  '  There  is  no  adulation 
in  Joey.  He  is  a  plain  old  soldier,  is  Joe.  He 
is  tough  to  a  fault,  is  Joseph  : '  but  it's  a  great 
name,  sir.  By  the  Lord,  it's  a  great  name  ! " 
said  the  major  solemnly. 

"  You  are  good  enough  to  rate  it  higher  than 
it  deserves,  perhaps,  major,"  returned  Mr. 
Dombey. 

"  No,  sir,"  said  the  major.  "  My  little  friend 
here,  sir,  will  certify  for  Joseph  Bagstock  that  he 
is  a  thorough-going,  downright,  plain-spoken  old 
Trump,  sir,  and  nothing  more.  That  boy,  sir," 
said  the  major  in  a  lower  tone,  "  will  live  in 
history.  That  boy,  sir,  is  not  a  common  pro- 
duction.    Take  care  of  him,  Mr.  Dombey." 

Mr.  Dombey  seemed  to  intimate  that  he 
would  endeavour  to  do  so. 

"  Here  is  a  boy  here,  sir,"  pursued  the  major 
confidentially,  and  giving  him  a  thrust  with  his 
cane.  "  Son  of  Bitherstone  of  Bengal.  Bill  Bither- 
stone,  formerly  of  Ours.  That  boy's  father  and 
myself,  sir,  were  sworn  friends.  Wherever  you 
went,  sir,  you  heard  of  nothing  but  Bill  Bither- 
stone and  Joe  Bagstock.  Am  I  blind  to  that 
boy's  defects  ?  By  no  means.  He's  a  fool, 
sir." 

Mr.  Dombey  glanced  at  the  libelled  Master 
Bitherstone,  of  whom  he  knew  at  least  as  much 
as  the  major  did,  and  said,  in  quite  a  complacent 
manner,  "  Really  ?" 

"  That  is  what  he  is,  sir,"  said  the  major. 
"  He's  a  fool.  Joe  Bagstock  never  minces 
matters.  The  son  of  my  old  friend  Bill  Bither- 
stone of  Bengal  is  a  born  fool,  sir."  Here  the 
major  laughed  till  he  was  almost  black.  "  My 
litile  friend  is  destined  for  a  public  school,  I 
jjresume,  Mr.  Dombey  ?  "  said  the  major  when 
he  had  recovered. 

"  I  am  not  quite  decided,"  returned  Mr. 
Dombey.     "  I  think  not.     He  is  delicate." 

"If  lie's  delicate,  sir,"  said  the  major,  "  you 
arc  right.  None  but  the  tough  fellows  could 
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live  through  it,  sir,  at  Sandhurst.  We  put  each 
other  to  the  torture  there,  sir.  We  roasted  the 
new  fellows  at  a  slow  fire,  and  hung  'em  out  of 
a  three  pair  of  stairs  window,  with  their  heads 
downwards.  Joseph  Bagstock,  sir,  was  held  out 
of  the  window  by  the  heels  of  his  boots  for 
thirteen  minutes  by  the  college  clock." 

The  major  might  have  appealed  to  his  coun- 
tenance in  corroboration  of  this  story.  It  cer- 
tainly looked  as  if  he  had  hung  out  a  little  too 
long. 

"  But  it  made  us  what  we  were,  sir,"  said  the 
major,  settling  his  shirt-frill.  "  We  were  iron, 
sir,  and  it  forged  us.  Are  you  remaining  here, 
Mr.  Dombey?" 

'■  I  generally  come  down  once  a  week,  major," 
returned  that  gentleman.  "  I  stay  at  the  Bed- 
ford." 

"  I  shall  have  the  honour  of  calling  at  the 
Bedford,  sir,  if  you'll  permit  me,"  said  the  major. 
"  Joey  B.,  sir,  is  not  in  general  a  calling  man, 
but  Mr.  Dombey's  is  not  a  common  name.  I 
am  much  indebted  to  my  little  friend,  sir,  for 
the  honour  of  this  introduction." 

Mr.  Dombey  made  a  very  gracious  reply ; 
and  Major  Bagstock,  having  patted  Paul  on  the 
head,  and  said  of  Florence  that  her  eyes  would 
play  the  devil  with  the  youngsters  before  long — 
"  and  the  oldsters  too,  sir,  if  you  come  to  that," 
added  the  major,  chuckling  very  much — stirred 
up  Master  Bitherstone  with  his  walking-stick, 
and  departed  with  that  young  gentleman  at  a 
kind  of  half-trot ;  rolling  his  head  and  coughing 
with  great  dignity,  as  he  staggered  away  with 
his  legs  very  wide  asunder. 

In  fulfilment  of  his  promise,  the  major  after- 
wards called  on  Mr.  Dombey;  and  Mr.  IDombey, 
having  referred  to  the  Army  List,  afterwards 
called  on  the  major.  Then  the  major  called  at 
Mr.  Dombey's  house  in  town  ;  and  came  down 
again,  in  the  same  coach  as  Mr.  Dombey.  In 
short,  Mr.  Dombey  and  the  major  got  on  un- 
commonly well  together,  and  uncommonly  fast : 
and  Mr.  Dombey  observed  of  the  major,  to  his 
sister,  that  besides  being  quite  a  military  man, 
he  was  really  something  more,  as  he  had  a  very 
admirable  idea  of  the  importance  of  things 
unconnected  with  his  own  profession. 

At  length  Mr.  Dombey,  bringing  down  Miss 
Tox  and  Mrs.  Chick  to  see  the  children,  and 
finding  the  major  again  at  Brighton,  invited  him 
to  dinner  at  the  Bedford,  and  complimented 
Miss  Tox  highly,  beforehand,  on  her  neighbour 
and  acquaintance.  Notwithstanding  the  palpi- 
tation of  the  heart  which  these  allusions  occa- 
sioned her,  they  were  anything  but  disagreeable 
to  Miss  Tox,  as  they  enabled  her  to  be  extremely 
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interesting,  and  to  manifest  an  occasional  in- 
coherence and  distraction  which  she  was  not  at 
all  unwilling  to  display.  The  major  gave  her 
abundant  opportunities  of  exhibiting  this  emo- 
tion :  being  profuse  in  his  complaints,  at  dinner, 
of  her  desertion  of  him  and  Princess's  Place  : 
and,  as  he  appeared  to  derive  great  enjoy- 
ment from  making  them,  they  all  got  on  very 
well. 

None  the  worse  on  account  of  the  major 
taking  charge  of  the  whole  conversation,  and 
showing  as  great  an  appetite  in  that  respect  as 
in  regard  of  the  various  dainties  on  the  table, 
among  which  he  may  be  almost  said  to  have 
wallowed  :  greatly  to  the  aggravation  of  his 
inflammatory  tendencies.  Mr.  Dombey's  habitual 
silence  and  reserve  yielding  readily  to  this  usur- 
pation, the  major  felt  that  he  was  coming  out 
and  shining :  and,  in  the  flow  of  spirits  thus 
engendered,  rang  such  an  infinite  number  of 
new  changes  on  his  own  name  that  he  quite 
astonished  himself  In  a  word,  they  were  all 
very  well  pleased.  The  major  was  considered 
to  possess  an  inexhaustible  fund  of  conversation ; 
and  when  he  took  a  late  farewell,  after  a  long 
rubber,  Mr.  Dombey  again  complimented  the 
blushing  Miss  Tox  on  her  neighbour  and 
acquaintance. 

But  all  the  way  home  to  his  own  hotel,  the 
major  incessantly  said  to  himself,  and  of  him- 
self, "Sly,  sir — sly,  sir — de-vil-ish  sly!"  And, 
when  he  got  tliere,  sat  down  in  a  chair,  and  fell 
into  a  silent  fit  of  laughter,  with  which  he  was 
sometimes  seized,  and  which  was  always  par- 
ticularly awful.  It  held  him  so  long  on  this 
occasion  that  the  dark  servant,  who  stood  watch- 
ing him  at  a  distance,  but  dared  not  for  his  life 
approach,  twice  or  thrice  gave  him  over  for  lost. 
His  whole  form,  but  especially  his  face  and  head, 
dilated  beyond  all  former  experience  ;  and  pre- 
sented to  the  dark  man's  view  nothing  but  a 
heaving  mass  of  indigo.  At  length  he  burst 
into  a  violent  paroxysm  of  coughing,  and,  when 
that  was  a  little  better,  burst  into  such  ejacula- 
tions as  the  following  : 

"  Would  you,  ma'am,  would  you  ?  Mrs. 
Dombe)-,  eh,  ma'am  ?  I  think  not,  ma'am. 
Not  while  Joe  B.  can  put  a  spoke  in  your  wheel, 
ma'am.  J.  B.'s  even  with  you  now,  ma'am. 
He  isn't  altogether  bowled  out  yet,  sir,  isn't  Bag- 
stock,  She's  deep,  sir,  deep,  but  Josh  is  deeper. 
\Vide  awake  is  old  Joe  —  broad  awake,  and 
staring,  sir  '  "  There  was  no  doubt  of  this  last 
assertion  being  true,  and  to  a  very  fearful  extent; 
as  it  continued  to  be  during  the  greater  part  of 
that  night,  which  the  major  chiefly  passed  in 
similar   exclamations,    diversified    with    fits    of 


coughing  and  choking  that  startled  the  whole 
house. 

It  was  on  the  day  after  tliis  occasion  (being 
Sunday)  when,  as  Mr.  Dombey,  Mrs.  Chick, 
and  Miss  Tox  were  sitting  at  breakfast,  still 
eulogising  the  major,  Florence  came  running  in  ; 
her  face  suffused  with  a  bright  colour,  and  her 
eyes  sparkling  joyfully  :  and  cried, 

"  Papa  !  Papa  !  Here's  Walter  :  and  he  won't 
come  in." 

"  Who  ?  "  cried  Mr.  Dombey.  "  What  does 
she  mean  ?    What  is  this  ?  " 

"  Walter,  papa,"  said  Florence  timidly ;  sen- 
sible of  having  approached  the  presence  witii 
too  much  familiarity.  "  Who  found  me  when  I 
was  lost." 

"  Does  she  mean  young  Gay,  Louisa  ? "  in- 
quired Mr.  Dombey,  knitting  his  brows.  "  Really, 
this  child's  manners  have  become  very  boisterous. 
She  cannot  mean  young  Gay,  I  think.  See  what 
it  is,  will  you  ?  " 

Mrs.  Chick  hurried  into  the  passage,  and 
returned  with  the  information  that  it  was  young 
Gay,  accompanied  by  a  very  strange-looking 
person  ;  and  that  young  Gay  said  he  would  not 
take  the  liberty  of  coming  in,  hearing  Mr. 
Dombey  was  at  breakfast,  but  would  wait  until 
Mr.  Dombey  should  signify  that  he  might 
approach. 

•'  Tell  the  boy  to  come  in  now,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey.  "  Now,  Gay,  what  is  the  matter  ? 
\Vho  sent  you  down  here  ?  Was  there  nobody 
else  to  come  ?  " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  returned  Walter. 
"  I  have  not  been  sent.  I  have  been  so  bold  as 
to  come  on  my  own  account,  which  I  hope  you'll 
pardon  when  I  mention  the  cause." 

But  Mr.  Dombey,  without  attending  to  what 
he  said,  was  looking  impatiently  on  either  side 
of  him  (as  if  he  were  a  pillar  in  his  way),  at  some 
object  behind. 

■'  What's  that  ?  "  said  Mr.  Dombey.  "  Who 
is  that  ?  I  think  you  have  made  some  mistake 
in  the  door,  sir." 

"  Oh,  I'm  very  sorry  to  intrude  with  any  one, 
sir,"  cried  Walter  hastily  :  "  but  this  is — this  is 
Captain  Cuttle,  sir." 

"  Wal'r,  my  lad,"  observed  the  captain  in  a 
deep  voice  :  "  stand  by  ! " 

At  the  same  time  the  captain,  coming  a  little 
further  in,  brought  out  his  wide  suit  of  blue,  his 
conspicuous  shirt  collar,  and  his  knobby  nose  in 
full  relief,  and  stood  bowing  to  Mr.  Dombey, 
and  waving  his  hook  politely  to  the  ladies,  with 
the  hard  glazed  hat  in  his  one  hand,  and  a  red 
equator  round  his  head  which  it  had  newly  im- 
printed there. 
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Mr.  Dombey  regarded  this  phenomenon  with 
amazement  and  indignation,  and  seemed  by  his 
looks  to  appeal  to  Mrs.  Chick  and  Miss  Tox 
against  it.  Little  Paul,  who  had  come  in  after 
Florence,  backed  towards  Miss  Tox  as  the 
captain  waved  his  hook,  and  stood  on  the 
defensive. 

"  Now,  Gay,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  what  ha\-e 
you  got  to  say  to  me  ?  " 

Again  the  captain  observed,  as  a  general  open- 
ing of  the  conversation  that  could  not  fail  to 
propitiate  all  parties,  "  Wal'r,  stand  by  !  " 

"  I  am  afraid,  sir,"  began  Walter,  trembling, 
and  looking  down  at  the  gromid, "  that  I  take  a 
very  great  liberty  in  coming — indeed,  I  am  sure 
I  do.  I  should  hardly  have  had  the  courage  to 
ask  to  see  you,  sir,  even  after  coming  down,  I 
am  afraid,  if  I  had  not  overtaken  Miss  Dombey, 
and " 

"  Well  ?  "  said  Mr.  Dombey,  following  his 
eyes  as  he  glanced  at  the  attentive  Florence,  and 
frowning  unconsciously  as  she  encouraged  him 
with  a  smile.     "  Go  on,  if  you  please." 

"  Ay,  ay,"  observed  the  captain,  considering 
it  incumbent  on  him,  as  a  point  of  good  breed- 
ing, to  support  Mr.  Dombey.  "Well  said  !  Go 
on,  Wal'r." 

Captain  Cuttle  ought  to  have  been  withered 
by  the  look  which  Mr.  Dombey  bestowed  upon 
him  in  acknowledgment  of  his  patronage.  But, 
quite  innocent  of  this,  he  closed  one  eye  in  reply, 
and  gave  Mr.  Dombey  to  understand,  by  certain 
significant  motions  of  his  hook,  that  Walter  was 
a  little  bashful  at  first,  and  might  be  expected  to 
come  out  shortly. 

"  It  is  entirely  a  private  and  personal  matter 
that  has  brought  me  here,  sir,"  continued  Walter, 
faltering,  "  and  Captain  Cuttle " 

"  Here  ! "  interposed  the  captain,  as  an 
assurance  that  he  was  at  hand,  and  might  be 
relied  upon. 

"  — Who  is  a  very  old  friend  of  my  poor 
uncle's,  and  a  most  excellent  man,  sir,"  pursued 
Waher,  raising  his  eyes  with  a  look  of  entreaty 
in  the  captain's  behalf,  "  was  so  good  as  to  offer 
to  come  with  me,  which  I  could  hardly  refuse." 

"  No,  no,  no,"  observed  the  captain  compla- 
cently. "  Of  course  not.  No  call  for  refusing. 
Go  on,  Wal'r." 

■'  And  therefore,  sir,"  said  Walter,  venturing 
to  meet  Mr.  Dombey's  eye,  and  proceeding 
with  belter  courage  in  the  very  desperation  of 
the  case,  now  that  there  was  no  avoiding  it, 
"  therefore  I  have  come  with  him,  sir,  to  say  lliat 
my  poor  old  uncle  is  in  very  great  affliction  and 
distress.  That  through  the  gradual  loss  of  his 
business,  and  not  being  able  to  make  a  payment, 


the  apprehension  of  which  has  weighed  very 
heavily  upon  his  mind,  months  and  months,  as 
indeed  I  know,  sir,  he  has  an  execution  in  his 
house,  and  is  in  danger  of  losing  all  he  has,  and 
breaking  his  heart.  And  that  if  you  would,  in 
your  kindness,  and  in  your  old  knowledge  of 
him  as  a  respectable  man,  do  anything  to  help 
him  out  of  his  difficulty,  sir,  we  never  could 
thank  you  enough  for  it." 

Walter's  eyes  filled  with  tears  as  he  spoke  ; 
and  so  did  those  of  Florence.  Her  father  saw 
them  glistening,  though  he  appeared  to  look  at 
Walter  only. 

"  It  is  a  very  large  suin,  sir,"  said  Walter. 
"  More  than  three  hundred  pounds.  My  uncle 
is  quite  beaten  down  by  his  misfortune,  it  lies 
so  heavy  on  him  ;  and  is  quite  unable  to  do  any- 
thing for  his  own  relief.  He  doesn't  even  know 
yet  that  I  have  come  to  speak  to  you.  You  would 
wish  me  to  sa}',  sir,"  added  Walter  after  a  mo- 
ment's hesitation,  "exactly  what  it  is  I  want.  I 
really  don't  know,  sir.  There  is  my  uncle's 
stock,  on  which  I  believe  I  may  say,  confidently, 
there  are  no  other  demands,  and  there  is  Cap- 
tain Cuttle,  who  would  wish  to  be  security  too. 
I — I  hardly  like  to  mention,"  said  Walter,  "  such 
earnings  as  mine  j  but  if  you  would  allow  them 
— accumulate — payment —  advance — uncle — 
frugal,  honourable  old  man."  Walter  trailed  off 
through  these  broken  sentences  into  silence; 
and  stood,  with  downcast  head,  before  his  em- 
ployer. 

Considering  this  a  favourable  moment  for  the 
display  of  the  valuables,  Captain  Cuttle  ad- 
vanced to  the  table;  and  clearing  a  space 
among  the  breakfast-cups  at  Mr.  Dombey's 
elbow,  produced  the  silver  watch,  the  ready 
money,  the  tea-spoons,  and  the  sugar-tongs ; 
and  piling  them  up  into  a  heap  that  they  might 
look  as  precious  as  possible,  delivered  himself 
of  these  words  : 

"  Half  a  loaf's  better  than  no  bread,  and  the 
same  remark  holds  good  with  crumbs.  There's 
a  few.  Annuity  of  one  hundred  pounds  j^ran- 
num  also  ready  to  be  made  over.  If  there  is  a 
man  chock-full  of  science  in  the  world,  it's  old 
Sol  Gills.  If  there  is  a  lad  of  promise — one 
flowing,"  added  the  captain,  in  one  of  his  happy 
quotations,  "  with  milk  and  honey — it's  his 
nevy  \  " 

The  captain  then  withdrew  to  his  former 
place,  where  he  stood  arranging  his  scattered 
locks  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  had  given  the 
finishing  touch  to  a  difiicult  performance. 

When  Walter  ceased  to  speak,  Mr.  Dombey's 
eyes  were  attracted  to  little  Paul,  who,  seeing 
his  sister  hanging  down  her  head  and  silently 
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weeping  in  her  commiseration  for  the  distress 
she  had  heard  described,  went  over  to  her,  and 
tried  to  comfort  her  :  looking  at  Walter  and  his 
father,  as  he  did  so,  with  a  very  expressive  face. 
After   the   momentary   distraction   of  Captain 


Cuttle's  address,  which  he  regarded  with  lofty 
indifference,  Mr.  Dombey  again  turned  his  eyes 
upon  h'is  son,  and  sat  steadily  regarding  the 
child,  for  some  moments,  in  silence. 

'■  What    was    this    debt    contracted    for  ? " 


-'  ^/^^ST' 


"AND,  WHEN   HE    GOT  THERE,   SAT   DOWN    IN   A   CHAIR,   AND  FELL   INTO  A   SILENT   FIT  OF  LAUGHTER,  WITH 
WHICH    HE   WAS  SOMETIMES    SEIZED,    AND  WHICH  WAS  ALWAYS   PARTICULARLY  AWFUL." 


asked   Mr.  Dombey  at  length.     "  Who  is  the 
creditor  ?" 

"  He  don't  know,"  replied  the  captain,  putting 
his  hand  on  Walter'.s  shoulder.  "  I  do.  It 
came  of  helping  a  man  that's  dead  now,  and 
that's   cost   my  friend  Gills  many   a   hundred 


pound  already.     More  particulars  in  private,  if 
agreeable.'' 

"  People  who  have  enough  to  do  to  hold 
their  own  way,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  unobservant 
of  the  captain's  mysterious  signs  behind  Walter, 
and  still  looking  at  his  son,  "  had  better  be  con- 
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tent  with  their  own  obligations  and  difficuhies, 
and  not  increase  them  by  engaging  for  other 
men.  It  is  an  act  of  dishonesty,  and  presump- 
tion too,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  sternly ;  "  great 
presumption  ;  for  the  wealthy  could  do  no  more. 
Paul,  come  here  ! " 

The  child  obeyed :  and  Mr.  Dombey  took 
him  on  his  knee. 

"  If  you  had  money  now "  said  Mr.  Dom- 
bey.    "  Look  at  me  !  " 

Paul,  whose  eyes  had  wandered  to  his 
sister,  and  to  Walter,  looked  his  father  in  the 
face. 

"  If  you  had  money  now,"  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
"  as  much  money  as  young  Gay  has  talked 
about  ;  what  would  you  do  ?  " 

"  Give  it  to  his  old  uncle,"  returned  Paul. 

"Lend  it  to  his  old  uncle,  eh?"  retorted 
Mr.  Dombey.  "  Well !  When  you  are  old 
enough,  you  know,  you  will  share  my  money, 
and  we  shall  use  it  together." 

"  Dombey  and  Son,"  interrupted  Paul,  who 
liad  been  tutored  early  in  the  phrase. 

"  Dombey  and  Son,"  repeated  his  father. 
"  Would  you  like  to  begin  to  be  Dombey  and 
.Son  now,  and  lend  this  money  to  young  Gay's 
uncle  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  if  you  please,  papa  !  "  said  Paul ; 
"  and  so  would  Florence." 

"  Girls,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  have  nothing  to 
do  with  Dombey  and  Son.    Would  jw/  like  it?" 

"  Yes,  papa,  yes  !  " 

•'  Then  you  shall  do  it,"  returned  his  father. 
"  And  you  see,  Paul,"  he  added,  dropping  his 
voice,  "  how  powerful  money  is,  and  how 
anxious  people  are  to  get  it.  Young  Gay 
comes  all  this  way  to  beg  for  money,  and  you, 
who  are  so  grand  and  great,  having  got  it,  are 
going  to  let  him  have  it  as  a  great  favour  and 
obligation." 

Paul  turned  up  the  old  face  for  a  moment,  in 
which  there  was  a  sharp  understanding  of  the 
reference  conveyed  in  these  words ;  but  it  was 
a  young  and  childish  face  iinmediately  after- 
wards, when  he  slipped  down  from  his  father's 
knee,  and  ran  to  tell  Florence  not  to  cry  any 
more,  for  he  was  going  to  let  young  Gay  have 
the  money. 

Mr.  Dombey  then  turned  to  a  side-table,  and 
wrote  a  note  and  sealed  it.  During  the  interval 
Paul  and  Florence  whispered  to  Walter,  and 
Captain  Cuttle  beamed  on  the  three,  with  such 
aspiring  and  ineffably  presumptuous  thoughts  as 
Mr.  Dombey  never  could  have  believed  in. 
The  note  being  finished,  Mr.  Don>bey  turned 
round  to  his  former  place,  and  held  it  out  to 
Walter. 


"Give  that,"  he  said,  "the  first  thing  to- 
morrow morning,  to  Mr.  Carker.  He  will  im- 
mediately take  care  that  one  of  my  people 
releases  your  uncle  from  his  present  position, 
by  paying  the  amount  at  issue ;  and  that  such 
arrangements  are  made  for  its  repayment  as 
may  be  consistent  with  your  uncle's  circum- 
stances. You  will  consider  that  this  is  done  for 
you  by  Master  Paul." 

Walter,  in  the  emotion  of  holding  in  his  hand 
the  means  of  releasing  his  good  uncle  from  his 
trouble,  would  have  endeavoured  to  express 
something  of  his  gratitude  and  joy.  But  Mr. 
Dombey  stopped  him  short. 

"  You  will  consider  that  it  is  done,"  he  re- 
peated, "  by  Master  Paul.  I  have  explained 
that  to  him,  and  he  understands  it.  I  wish  no 
more  to  be  said." 

As  he  motioned  towards  the  door,  Walter 
could  only  bow  his  head  and  retire.  Miss  Tox, 
seeing  that  the  captain  appeared  about  to  do 
the  same,  interposed. 

"  My  dear  sir,"  she  said,  addressing  Mr. 
Dombey,  at  whose  munificence  both  she  and 
Mrs.  Chick  were  shedding  tears  copiously,  "  I 
think  you  have  overlooked  something.  Pardon 
me,  Mr.  Dombey,  I  think,  in  the  nobility  of 
your  character,  and  its  e.xalted  scope,  you  have 
omitted  a  matter  of  detail." 

"  Indeed,  Miss  Tox  ! "  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  The   gentleman    with   the Instrument," 

pursued  Miss  Tox,  glancing  at  Captain  Cuttle, 
"  has  left  upon  the  table  at  your  elbow " 

"  Good  Heaven  !  "  said  Mr.  Dombey,  sweep- 
ing the  captain's  property  from  him,  as  if  it  were 
so  much  crumb  indeed.  "  Take  these  tilings 
away.  I  am  obliged  to  you,  Miss  Tox  ;  it  is 
like  your  usual  discretion.  Have  the  goodness 
to  take  these  things  away,  sir  ! " 

Captain  Cuttle  felt  he  had  no  alternative  but 
to  comply.  But  he  was  so  much  struck  by  the 
magnanimity  of  Mr.  Dombey,  in  refusing  trea- 
sures lying  heaped  up  to  his  hand,  that  when  he 
had  deposited  the  tea-spoons  and  sugar-tongs  in 
one  pocket,  and  the  ready  money  in  another, 
and  had  lowered  the  great  watch  down  slowly 
into  its  proper  vault,  he  could  not  refrain  from 
seizing  that  gentleman's  right  hand  in  his  own 
solitary  left,  and  while  he  held  it  open  with  his 
powerful  fingers,  bringing  the  hook  down  upon 
its  palm  in  a  transport  of  admiration.  At  this 
touch  of  warm  feeling  and  cold  iron,  Mr.  Dom- 
bey shivered  all  over. 

Captain  Cuttle  then  kissed  his  hook  to  the 
ladies  several  times,  with  great  elegance  and 
gallantry  ;  and,  having  taken  a  particular  leave 
of  Paul  and  Florence,  accompanied  Walter  out 
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of  the  room.  Florence  was  running  after  them, 
in  the  earnestness  of  her  heart,  to  send  some 
message  to  old  Sol,  when  Mr.  Dombey  called 
her  back,  and  bade  her  stay  where  she  was. 

"  Will  you  na^er  be  a  .Dombey,  my  dear 
child  ?  ■'  said  Mrs.  Chick  with  pathetic  reproach- 
fulness. 

"  Dear  aunt,"  said  Florence,  "  don't  be  angry 
\\\\\\  me.     I  am  so  thankful  to  papa." 

She  would  have  run  and  thrown  her  arms 
about  his  neck  if  she  had  dared;  but,  as  she 
did  not  dare,  she  glanced  with  thankful  eyes 
towards  him  as  he  sat  musing ;  sometimes  be- 
stowing an  uneasy  glance  on  her,  but,  for  the 
most  part,  watching  Paul,  who  walked  about  the 
room  with  the  new-blown  dignity  of  having  let 
young  Gay  have  the  money. 

And  }-oung  Gay — AValter — what  of  him  ? 

He  was  overjoyed  to  purge  the  old  man's 
hearth  from  bailiffs  and  brokers,  and  to  hurry 
back  to  his  uncle  with  the  good  tidings.  '  He  was 
overjoyed  to  have  it  all  arranged  and  settled 
next  day  before  noon ;  and  to  sit  down  at  even- 
ing in  the  Uttle  back-parlour  with  old  Sol  and 
Captain  Cuttle ;  and  to  see  the  instrument-maker 
already  reviving,  and  hopeful  for  the  future,  and 
feeling  that  the  AVooden  Midshipman  was  his 
own  again.  But,  without  the  least  impeachment 
of  his  gratitude  to  Mr.  Dombey,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed that  Walter  was  humbled  and  cast  down. 
It  is  when  our  budding  hopes  are  nipped  beyond 
recovery  by  some  rough  wind  that  we  are  the 
most  disposed  to  picture  to  ourselves  what 
flowers  they  might  have  borne,  if  they  had 
flourished ;  and  now,  when  Walter  felt  himself 
cut  off  from  that  great  Dombey  height,  by  the 
depth  of  a  new  and  terrible  tumble,  and  felt  that 
all  his  old  wild  fancies  had  been  scattered  to  the 
winds  in  the  fall,  he  began  to  suspect  that  they 
might  have  led  him  on  to  harmless  visions  of 
aspiring  to  Florence  in  the  remote  distance  of 
time. 

The  captain  viewed  the  subject  in  quite  a 
different  light.  He  appeared  to  entertain  a 
belief  that  the  interview  at  which  he  had  assisted 
was  so  very  satisfactory  and  encouraging  as  to 
be  only  a  step  or  two  removed  from  a  regular 
betrothal  of  Florence  to  Walter;  and  that  the 
late  transaction  had  immensely  forwarded,  if  not 
thoroughly  established,  the  Whittingtonian  hopes. 
Stimulated  by  this  conviction,  and  by  the  im- 
provement in  the  spirits  of  his  old  friend,  and 
by  his  own  consequent  gaiety,  he  even  attempted, 
in  favouring  them  with  the  ballad  of  "  Lovel)' 
Peg"  for  the  third  time  in  one  evening,  to  make 
an  extemporaneous  substitution  of  the  name  of 
"Florence;"   but  finding  this  difficult,  on  ac- 


count of  the  word  Peg  invariably  rhyming  to 
leg  (in  which  personal  beauty  the  original  was 
described  as  having  excelled  all  competitors),  he 
hit  upon  the  happy  thought  of  changing  it  to 
Fie— e — eg ;  which  he  accordingly  did,  with  an 
archness  almost  supernatural,  and  a  voice  quite 
vociferous,  notwithstanding  that  the  time  was 
close  at  hand  when  he  must  seek  the  abode  of 
the  dreadful  Mrs.  MacStinger. 


CHAPTER  XL 
Paul's  introduction  to  .\  new  scene. 

RS.  PIPCHIN'S  constitution  was 
made  of  such  hard  metal,  in  spite 
of  its  liability  to  the  fleshly  weak- 
nesses of  standing  in  need  of  repose 
after  chops,  and  of  requiring  to  be 
~^i)§ii  coaxed  to  sleep  by  the  soporific  agency 
&?i^  of  sweetbreads,  that  it  utterly  set  at  nought 
^■&L  the  predictions  of  Mrs.  Wickam,  and 
showed  no  symptoms  of  decline.  Yet,  as  Paul's 
rapt  interest  in  the  old  lady  continued  unabated, 
Mrs.  Wickam  would  not  budge  an  inch  from  the 
position  she  had  taken  up.  Fortifying  and  en- 
trenching herself  on  the  strong  ground  of  her 
uncle's  Betsey  Jane,  she  advised  Miss  Berry,  as 
a  friend,  to  prepare  herself  for  the  worst ;  and 
forewarned  her  that  her  aunt  might,  at  any  time, 
be  expected  to  go  off  suddenly,  like  a  powder- 
mill. 

Poor  Berry  took  it  all  in  good  part,  and 
drudged  and  slaved  away  as  usual ;  perfectly 
convinced  that  Mrs.  Pipchin  was  one  of  the 
most  meritorious  persons  in  the  world,  and 
making  every  day  innumerable  sacrifices  of  her- 
self upon  the  altar  of  that  noble  old  woman. 
But  all  these  immolations  of  Berry  were  some- 
how carried  to  the  credit  of  Mrs.  Pipchin  by 
Mrs.  Pipchin's  friends  and  admirers  ;  and  were 
made  to  harmonise  with,  and  carry  out,  that 
melancholy  fact  of  the  deceased  Mr.  Pipchin 
having  broken  his  heart  in  the  Peruvian  mines. 

For  example,  there  was  an  honest  grocer  and 
general  dealer  in  the  retail  line  of  business,  be- 
tween whom  and  Mrs.  Pipchin  there  was  a  small 
memorandum  book,  with  a  greasy  red  cover, 
perpetually  in  question,  and  concerning  which 
divers  secret  councils  and  conferences  were  con- 
tinually being  held  between  the  parties  to  the 
register,  on  the  mat  in  the  passage,  and  with 
closed  doors  in  the  parlour.  Nor  were  there 
wanting  dark  hints  from  Master  Bitherstone 
(whose  temper  had  been  made  revengeful  by 
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the  solar  heats  of  India  acting  on  his  blood),  of 
balances  unsettled,  and  of  a  failure,  on  one  occa- 
sion within  his  memory,  in  the  supply  of  moist 
sugar  at  tea-time.  This  grocer  being  a  bachelor, 
and  not  a  man  who  looked  upon  the  surface  for 
beauty,  had  once  made  honourable  offers  for  the 
hand  of  Berry,  which  Mrs.  Pipchin  had,  with 
contumely  and  scorn,  rejected.  Everybody  said 
how  laudable  this  was  in  Mrs.  Pipchin,  relict  of 
a  man  who  had  died  of  the  Peruvian  mines  ;  and 
what  a  staunch,  high,  independent  spirit  the  old 
lady  had.  But  nobody  said  anything  about  poor 
Berry,  who  cried  for  six  weeks  (being  soundly 
rated  by  her  good  aunt  all  the  time),  and  lapsed 
into  a  state  of  hopeless  spinsterhood. 

"  Berry's  very  fond  of  you,  ain't  she?"  Paul 
once  asked  Mrs.  Pipchin  when  they  were  sitting 
by  the  fire  with  the  cat. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin. 

"  Why  ?  "  asked  Paul. 

"  Why  !  "  returned  the  disconcerted  old  lady. 
"  How  can  you  ask  such  things,  sir  ?  AVhy  are 
you  fond  of  your  sister  Florence  ?" 

"  Because  she's  very  good,"  said  Paul. 
"  There's  nobody  like  Florence." 

"  Well  !"  retorted  Mrs.  Pipchin,  shortly,  "and 
there's  nobody  like  me,  I  suppose." 

"Ain't  there  really  though?"  asked  Paul, 
leaning  forward  in  his  chair,  and  looking  at  her 
very  hard. 

"'  No,"  said  the  old  lady. 

"  I  am  glad  of  that,"  observed  Paul,  rubbing 
his  hands  thoughtfully.  "  That's  a  very  good 
thing." 

Mrs.  Pipchin  didn't  dare  to  ask  him  why,  lest 
she  should  receive  some  perfectly  annihilating 
answer.  But,  as  a  compensation  to  her  wounded 
feelings,  she  harassed  Master  Bitherstone  to  that 
extent,  until  bedtime,  that  he  began  that  very 
niglit  to  make  arrangements  for  an  overland 
return  to  India,  by  secreting  from  his  supper  a 
([uarter  of  a  round  of  bread  and  a  fragment  of 
moist  Dutch  cheese,  as  the  beginning  of  a  stock 
of  provision  to  support  him  on  the  voyage. 

Airs.  Pipchin  had  kei)t  watch  and  ward  over 
little  Paul  and  his  sister  for  nearly  twelve  months. 
They  had  been  home  twice,  but  only  for  a  few 
days ;  and  had  been  constant  in  their  weekly 
visits  to  Mr.  Dombey  at  the  hotel.  By  little  and 
littte  Paul  had  grown  stronger,  and  had  become 
able  to  dispense  with  his  carriage ;  though  he 
still  looked  thin  and  delicate  ;  and  still  remained 
the  same  old,  quiet,  dreamy  child  that  he  had 
been  when  first  consigned  to  Mrs.  Pipchin's  care. 
One  Saturday  afternoon,  at  dusk,  great  conster- 
nation was  occasioned  in  the  castle  b)'  the  un- 
looked-for announcement  of  Mr.  Dombey  as  a 


visitor  to  Mrs.  Pipchin.  The  population  of  the 
parlour  was  immediately  swept  up-stairs  as  on 
the  wings  of  a  whirlwind,  and  after  much  slam- 
ming of  bedroom  doors,  and  trampling  overhead, 
and  some  knocking  about  of  Master  Bitherstone 
by  Mrs.  Pipchin,  as  a  relief  to  the  perturbation 
of  her  spirits,  the  black  bombazine  garments  of 
the  worthy  old  lady  darkened  the  audience- 
chamber  where  Mr.  Dombey  was  contemplating 
the  vacant  arm-chair  of  his  son  and  heir. 

"  Mrs.  Pipchin,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  how  do 
you  do  ?" 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin,  "  I  am 
pretty  well,  considering." 

Mrs.  Pipchin  always  used  that  form  of  words. 
It  meant  considering  her  virtues,  sacrifices,  and 
so  forth. 

"  I  can't  expect,  sir,  to  be  very  well,"  said 
Mrs.  Pipchin,  taking  a  chair,  and  fetching  her 
breath  ;  "  but  such  health  as  I  have  I  am  grate- 
ful for." 

Mr.  Dombey  inclined  his  head  with  the  satis- 
fied air  of  a  patron,  who  felt  that  this  was  the 
sort  of  thing  for  which  he  paid  so  much  a  quar- 
ter. After  a  moment's  silence  he  went  on  to 
say : 

"■  Mrs.  Pipchin,  I  have  taken  the  liberty  of 
calling,  to  consult  you  in  reference  to  my  son.  I 
have  had  it  in  my  mind  to  do  so  for  some  time 
past ;  but  have  deferred  it  from  time  to  time,  in 
order  that  his  health  might  be  thoroughly  re-, 
established.  You  have  no  misgivings  on  that 
subject,  Mrs.  Pipchin?" 

"  Brighton  has  proved  very  beneficial,  sir," 
returned  Mrs.  Pipchin.  "  Very  beneficial  in- 
deed." 

"  I  purpose,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  his  remain- 
ing at  Brighton." 

Mrs.  Pipchin  rubbed  her  hands,  and  bent  her 
grey  eyes  on  the  fire. 

"  But,"  pursued  Mr.  Dombey,  stretching  out 
his  forefinger,  "  but  possibly  that  he  should  now 
make  a  change,  and  lead  a  different  kind  of  life 
here.  In  short,  Mrs.  Pipchin,  that  is  the  object 
of  my  visit.  My  son  is  getting  on,  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin.    Really  he  is  getting  on." 

There  was  something  melancholy  in  the  tri- 
umphant air  with  which  Mr.  Dombey  said  this. 
It  showed  how  long  Paul's  childish  lite  had  been 
to  him,  and  how  his  hopes  were  set  upon  a  later 
stage  of  his  existence.  Pity  may  appear  a  strange 
word  to  connect  with  any  one  so  haughty  and 
so  cold,  and  yet  he  seemed  a  worthy  subject  for 
it  at  that  moment. 

"Six  years  old!"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  settling 
his  neckcloth — perhaps  to  hide  an  irrepressible 
smile  that  rather  seemed  to  strike  upon  the  sur- 
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face  of  his  face  and  glance  away,  as  finding  no 
resting-place,  than  to  play  there  for  an  instant. 
"  Dear  me,  six  will  be  changed  to  sixteen  before 
we  have  time  to  look  about  us." 

"  Ten  years,"  croaked  the  unsympathetic  Pip- 
chin,  with  a  frosty  glistening  of  her  hard  grey 
eye,  and  a  dreary  shaking  of  her  bent  head,  "  is 
a  long  time." 

"  It  depends  on  circumstances,"  returned  Mr. 
Dombey ;  "  at  all  events,  Mrs.  Pipchin,  my  son 
is  six  years  old,  and  there  is  no  doubt,  I  fear, 
that  in  his  studies  he  is  behind  many  children 
of  his  age — or  his  youth,"  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
quickly  answering  what  he  mistrusted  was  a 
shrewd  twinkle  of  the  frosty  eye,  "  his  youth  is  a 
more  appropriate  expression.  Now,  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin,  instead  of  being  behind  his  peers,  my  son 
ought  to  be  before  them  ;  far  before  them.  There 
is  an  eminence  ready  for  him  to  mount  upon. 
There  is  nothing  of  chance  or  doubt  in  the 
course  before  my  son.  His  way  in  life  was  clear 
and  prepared,  and  marked  out,  before  he  existed. 
The  education  of  such  a  young  gentleman  must 
not  be  delayed.  It  must  not  be  left  imperfect. 
It  must  be  very  steadily  and  seriously  under- 
taken, Mrs.  Pipchin." 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin,  "  I  can  say 
nothing  to  the  contrary." 

"  I  was  quite  sure,  Mrs.  Pipchin,"  returned 
Mr.  Dombey  approvingly,  "  that  a  person  of 
your  good  sense  could  not,  and  would  not." 

"  There  is  a  great  deal  of  nonsense — and 
worse — talked  about  young  people  not  being 
pressed  too  hard  at  first,  and  being  tempted  on, 
and  all  the  rest  of  it,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin, 
impatiently  rubbing  her  hooked  nose.  "  It 
never  was  thought  of  in  my  time,  and  it  has  no 
business  to  be  thought  of  now.  My  opinion  is, 
'  keep  'em  at  it.' " 

"  My  good  madam,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey, 
"you  have  not  acquired  your  reputation  unde- 
servedly ;  and  I  beg  you  to  believe,  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin, that  I  am  more  than  satisfied  with  your 
excellent  system  of  management,  and  shall  have 
the  greatest  pleasure  in  commending  it  when- 
ever my  poor  commendation  " — Mr.  Dombey's 
loftiness,  when  he  aftected  to  disparage  his  own 
importance,  passed  all  bounds — "  can  be  of  any 
service.  I  have  been  thinking  of  Doctor 
Blimber's,  Mrs.  Pipchin." 

"My  neighbour,  sir?"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin. 
"I  believe  the  Doctor's  is  an  excellent  esta- 
blishment. I've  heard  that  it's  very  strictly  con- 
ducted, and  that  there's  nothing  but  learning 
going  on  from  morning  to  night." 

"And  it's  very  expensive,"  added  Mr. 
Dombey. 


"  And  it's  very  expensive,  sir,"  returned  Mrs. 
Pipchin,  catching  at  the  fact,  as  if,  in  omitting 
that,  she  had  omitted  one  of  its  leading  merits. 

"  I  have  had  some  communication  with  the 
Doctor,  Mrs.  Pipchin,"  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
hitching  his  chair  anxiously  a  little  nearer  to  the 
fire,  "  and  he  does  not  consider  Paul  at  all  too 
young  for  his  purpose.  He  mentioned  several 
instances  of  boys  in  Greek  at  about  the  same 
age.  If  I  have  any  little  uneasiness  in  my  own 
mind,  Mrs.  Pipchin,  on  the  subject  of  this 
change,  it  is  not  on  that  head.  My  son,  not 
having  known  a  mother,  has  gradually  con- 
centrated much — too  much — of  his  childish 
affection  on  his  sister.  Whether  their  separa- 
tion  "     Mr.   Dombey  said  no  more,  but  sat 

silent. 

"  Hoity-toity ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Pipchin, 
shaking  out  her  black  bombazine  skirts,  and 
plucking  up  all  the  ogress  within  her.  "  If  she 
don't  like  it,  Mr.  Dombey,  she  must  be  taught 
to  lump  it."  The  good  lady  apologised  imme- 
diately afterwards  for  using  so  common  a  figure 
of  speech,  but  said  (and  truly)  that  that  was  the 
way  slie  reasoned  with  'em. 

Mr.  Dombey  waited  until  Mrs.  Pipchin  had 
done  bridling  and  shaking  her  head,  and  frown- 
ing down  a  legion  of  Bitherstonesand  Pankeys  ; 
and  then  said  quietly,  but  correctively,  "  He, 
my  good  madam,  he." 

Mrs.  Pipchin's  system  would  have  applied 
very  much  the  same  mode  of  cure  to  any  un- 
easiness on  the  part  of  Paul  too,  but,  as  the  hard 
grey  eye  was  sharp  enough  to  see  that  the  recipe, 
however  Mr.  Dombey  might  admit  its  efficacy 
in  the  case  of  the  daughter,  was  not  a  sovereign 
remedy  for  the  son,  she  argued  the  point ;  and 
contended  that  change,  and  new  society,  and 
the  different  form  of  life  he  would  lead  at 
Doctor  Blimber's,  and  the  studies  he  would 
have  to  master,  would  very  soon  prove  sufficient 
alienations.  As  this  chimed  in  with  Mr.  Dom- 
bey's own  hope  and  belief,  it  gave  that  gentle- 
man a  still  higher  opinion  ot  Mrs.  Pipchin's 
nnderstanding ;  and  as  Mrs.  Pipchin,  at  the 
same  time,  bewailed  the  loss  of  her  dear  little 
friend  (which  was  not  an  overwhelming  shock 
to  her,  as  she  had  long  expected  it,  and  had  not 
looked,  in  the  beginning,  for  his  remaining  with 
her  longer  than  three  months),  he  formed  an 
equally  good  opinion  of  Mrs.  Pipchin's  dis- 
interestedness. It  was  plain  that  he  had  given 
the  subject  anxious  consideration,  for  he  had 
formed  a  plan,  which  he  announced  to  the 
ogress,  of  sending  Paul  to  the  Doctor's  as  a 
weekly  boarder  for  the  first  half-year,  during 
which  time  Florence  would  remain  at  the  castle, 
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that  she  might  receive  her  brother  there  on 
Saturdays.  This  would  wean  him  by  degrees, 
Mr.  Dombey  said  :  probably  with  a  recollection 
of  his  not  having  been  weaned  by  degrees  on  a 
former  occasion. 

Mr.  Dombey  finished  the  interview  by  ex- 
pressing his  hope  that  Mrs.  Pipchin  would  still 
remain  in  office  as  general  superintendent  and 
overseer  of  his  son,  pending  his  studies  at 
Brighton  ;  and  having  kissed  Paul,  and  shaken 
hands  with  Florence,  and  beheld  Master  Bither- 
stone  in  his  collar  of  state,  and  made  Miss 
Pankey  cry  by  patting  her  on  the  head  (in 
which  region  she  was  uncommonly  tender,  on 
account  of  a  habit  Mrs.  Pipchin  had  of  sound- 
ing it  with  her  knuckles,  like  a  cask),  he  with- 
drew to  his  hotel  and  dinner :  resolved  that 
Paul,  now  that  he  was  getting  so  old  and  well, 
should  begin  a  vigorous  course  of  education 
forthwith,  to  qualify  him  for  the  position  in  which 
he  was  to  shine ;  and  that  Doctor  Blimber 
should  take  him  in  hand  immediately. 

Whenever  a  young  gentleman  was  taken  in 
hand  by  Doctor  Blimber,  he  might  consider 
himself  sure  of  a  pretty  tight  squeeze.  The 
Doctor  only  undertook  the  charge  of  ten  young 
gentlemen,  but  he  had,  always  ready,  a  supply 
of  learning  for  a  hundred,  on  the  lowest  esti- 
mate ;  and  it  was  at  once  the  business  and 
delight  of  his  life  to  gorge  the  unhappy  ten 
with  it. 

In  fact.  Doctor  Blimber's  establishment  was 
a  great  hothouse,  in  which  there  was  a  forcing 
apparatus  incessantly  at  work.  All  the  boys 
blew  before  their  time.  Mental  green  peas  were 
produced  at  Christmas,  and  intellectual  aspa- 
ragus all  the  year  round.  Mathematical  goose- 
berries (very  sour  ones  too)  were  common  at 
untimely  seasons,  and  from  mere  sprouts  of 
bushes,  under  Doctor  Blimber's  cultivation. 
Every  description  of  Greek  and  Latin  vegetable 
was  got  off  the  driest  twigs  of  boys,  under  the 
frostiest  circumstances.  Nature  was  of  no  con- 
sequence at  all.  No  matter  what  a  young 
gentleman  was  intended  to  bear,  Doctor 
Blimber  made  him  bear  to  pattern,  somehow 
or  other. 

This  was  all  very  pleasant  and  ingenious,  but 
the  system  of  forcing  was  attended  with  its  usual 
disadvantages.  There  was  not  the  right  taste 
about  the  premature  productions,  and  they 
didn't  keep  well.  Moreover,  one  young  gentle- 
man, with  a  swollen  nose  and  an  excessively  large 
head  (the  oldest  of  the  ten,  who  had  "gone 
through  "  everything),  suddenly  left  off  blowing 
one  day,  and  remained  in  the  establishment  a 
mere    stalk.     And   people    did     say   that    the 


Doctor  had  rather  overdone  it  with  young 
Toots,  and  that  when  he  began  to  have 
whiskers  he  left  off  having  brains. 

There  young  Toots  was,  at  any  rate ;  pos- 
sessed of  the  gruffest  of  voices  and  the  shrillest 
of  minds ;  sticking  ornamental  pins  into  his 
shirt,  and  keeping  a  ring  in  his  waistcoat  pocket 
to  put  on  his  little  finger  by  stealth,  when  the 
pupils  went  out  walking  ;  constantly  falling  in 
love  by  sight  with  nursery-maids,  who  had  no 
idea  of  his  existence ;  and  looking  at  the  gas- 
lighted  world  over  the  little  iron  bars  in  the  left- 
hand  corner  window  of  the  front  three  pairs  of 
stairs,  after  bedtime,  like  a  greatly  overgrown 
cherub  who  had  sat  up  aloft  much  too  long. 

The  Doctor  was  a  portly  gentleman  in  a  suit 
of  black,  with  strings  at  his  knees,  and  stockings 
below  them.  He  had  a  bald  head,  highly 
polished;  a  deep  voice;  and  a  chin  so  very  double, 
that  it  was  a  wonder  how  he  ever  managed  to 
shave  into  the  creases.  He  had  likewise  a  pair 
of  little  eyes  that  were  always  half  shut  up,  and 
a  mouth  that  was  always  half  expanded  into  a 
grin,  as  if  he  had,  that  moment,  posed  a  boy, 
and  were  waiting  to  convict  him  from  his  own 
lips.  Insomuch,  that  when  the  Doctor  put  his 
right  hand  into  the  breast  of  his  coat,  and  with 
his  other  hand  behind  him,  and  a  scarcely  per- 
ceptible wag  of  his  head,  made  the  commonest 
observation  to  a  nervous  stranger,  it  was  like 
a  sentiment  from  the  Sphinx,  and  settled  his 
business. 

The  Doctor's  was  a  mighty  fine  house,  front- 
ing the  sea.  Not  a  joyful  style  of  house  within, 
but  quite  the  contrary.  Sad-coloured  curtains, 
whose  proportions  were  spare  and  lean,  hid 
themselves  despondently  behind  the  windows. 
The  tables  and  chairs  were  put  away  in  rows, 
like  figures  in  a  sum  ;  fires  were  so  rarely  lighted 
in  the  rooms  of  ceremony,  that  they  felt  like 
wells,  and  a  visitor  represented  the  bucket ;  the 
dining-room  seemed  the  last  place  in  the  world 
where  any  eating  or  drinking  was  likely  to 
occur;  there  was  no  sound  through  all  the 
house  but  the  ticking  of  a  great  clock  in  the 
hall,  which  made  itself  audible  in  the  very  gar- 
rets ;  and  sometimes  a  dull  crying  of  young 
gentlemen  at  their  lessons,  like  the  murmurings 
of  an  assemblage  of  melancholy  pigeons. 

Miss  Blimber,  too,  although  a  slim  and  grace- 
ful maid,  did  no  soft  violence  to  the  gravity  of 
the  house.  There  was  no  light  nonsense  about 
Miss  Blimber.  She  kept  her  hair  short  and 
crisp,  and  wore  spectacles.  She  was  dry  and 
sandy  with  working  in  the  graves  of  deceased 
languages.  None  of  your  live  languages  for 
Miss  Blimber.    They  must  be  dead — stone  dead 
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■ — and  then  Miss  Blimber  dug  them  up  like  a 
Ghoule. 

Mrs.  Blimber,  her  mamma,  was  not  learned 
herself,  but  she  pretended  to  be,  and  that  did 
quite  as  well.  She  said,  at  evening  parties,  that 
if  she  could  have  known  Cicero,  she  tliought  she 
could  have  died  contented'.  It  was  the  steady 
joy  of  her  life  to  see  the  Doctor's  young  gentle- 
men go  out  walking,  unlike  all  other  young 
gentlemen,  in  the  largest  possible  shirt  collars 
and  the  stiffest  possible  cravats.  It  was  so 
classical,  she  said. 

As  to  Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.,  Doctor  Blimber's 
assistant,  he  was  a  kind  of  human  barrel-organ, 
with  a  little  list  of  tunes  at  which  he  was  con- 
tinually working,  over  and  over  again,  without 
any  variation.  He  might  have  been  fitted  up 
with  a  change  of  barrels,  perhaps,  in  early  life, 
if  his  destiny  had  been  favourable ;  but  it  had 
not  been ;  and  he  had  only  one,  with  which,  in 
a  monotonous  round,  it  was  his  occupation  to 
bewilder  the  young  ideas  of  Doctor  Blimber's 
young  gentlemen.  The  young  gentlemen  were 
prematurely  full  of  carting  anxieties.  They 
knew  no  rest  from  the  pursuit  of  stony-hearted 
verbs,  savage  noun-substantives,  inflexible  syn- 
tactic passages,  and  ghosts  of  exercises  that 
appeared  to  them  in  their  dreams.  Under  the 
forcing  system,  a  young  gentleman  usually  took 
leave  of  his  spirits  in  three  weeks.  He  had  all 
the  cares  of  the  world  on  his  head  in  three 
months.  He  conceived  bitter  sentiments 
against  his  parents  or  guardians  in  four ;  he  was 
an  old  misanthrope  in  five  ;  envied  Curtius  that 
blessed  refuge  in  the  earth  in  six ;  and  at  the 
end  of  the  first  twelvemonth  had  arrived  at  the 
conclusion,  from  which  he  never  afterwards  de- 
parted, that  all  the  fancies  of  the  poets,  and 
lessons  of  the  sages,  were  a  mere  collection  of 
words  and  grammar,  and  had  no  other  meaning 
in  the  world. 

But  he  went  on,  blow,  blow,  blowing,  in  the 
Doctor's  hothouse,  all  the  time ;  and  the  Doctor's 
glory  and  reputation  were  great  when  he  took  his 
wintry  growth  home  to  his  relations  and  friends. 

Upon  the  Doctor's  door-steps,  one  day,  Paul 
stood  with  a  fluttering  heart,  and  with  his  small 
right  hand  in  his  father's.  His  other  hand  was 
locked  in  that  of  Florence.  How  tight  the  tiny 
pressure  of  that  one  ;  and  how  loose  and  cold 
the  other  ! 

Mrs.  Pipchin  hovered  behind  the  victim, 
with  her  sable  plumage  and  her  hooked  beak, 
like  a  bird  of  ill  omen.  She  was  out  of  breath 
— for  Mr.  Dombey,  full  of  great  thoughts,  had 
walked  fast — and  she  croaked  hoarsely  as  she 
waited  for  the  opening  of  the  door. 


"  Now,  Paul,"  said  l\Ir.  Dombey  exultingly, 
"this  is  the  way  indeed  to  be  Dombey  and  Son, 
and  have  mone}'.  You  are  almost  a  man 
already." 

"  Almost,"  returned  the  child. 

Even  his  childish  agitation  could  not  master 
the  sly  and  quaint,  yet  touching  look,  with  which 
he  accompanied  the  reply. 

It  brought  a  vague  expression  of  dissatisfac- 
tion into  Mr.  Dombey's  face  ;  but,  the  door 
being  opened,  it  was  quickly  gone. 

"  Doctor  Blimber  is  at  home,  I  believe  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Dombey. 

The  man  said  yes ;  and,  as  they  passed  in, 
looked  at  Paul  as  if  he  were  a  little  mouse,  and 
the  house  were  a  trap.  He  was  a  weak-eyed 
young  man,  with  the  first  faint  streaks  or  early 
dawn  of  a  grin  on  his  countenance.  It  was  mere 
imbecility  ;  but  Mrs.  Pipchin  took  it  into  her 
head  that  it  was  impudence,  and  made  a  snap 
at  him  directly. 

"  How  dare  you  laugh  behind  the  gentleman's 
back?"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin.  "And  what  do  you 
take  me  for  ?  " 

"  I  ain't  a  laughing  at  nobody,  and  I'm  sure  I 
don't  take  you  for  nothing,  ma'am,"  returned  the 
young  man  in  consternation. 

"  A  pack  of  idle  dogs  ! "  said  Mrs.  Pipchin, 
"  only  fit  to  be  turnspits.  Go  and  tell  your 
master  that  Mr.  Dombey's  here,  or  it'll  be  worse 
for  you ! " 

The  weak-eyed  young  man  went,  very  meekl)-, 
to  discharge  himself  of  this  commission;  and  soon 
came  back  to  invite  them  to  the  Doctor's  study. 

"You're  laughing  again,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin, when  it  came  to  her  turn,  bringing  up  the 
rear,  to  pass  him  in  the  hall. 

"  I  ahit"  returned  the  young  man,  grievously 
oppressed.    "  I  never  sec  such  a  thing  as  this  ! " 

"What  is  the  matter,  Mrs.  Pipchin?"  said 
Mr.  Dombey,  looking  round.    "  Softly  !    Pray  !" 

Mrs.  Pipchin,  in  her  deference,  merely  mut- 
tered at  the  young  man  as  she  passed  on,  and 
said,  "  Oh  !  he  was  a  precious  fellow  " — leaving 
the  young  man,  who  was  all  meekness  and 
incapacity,  aftected  even  to  tears  by  the  incident. 
But  Mrs.  Pipchin  had  a  way  of  falling  foul  of  all 
meek  people  ;  and  her  friends  said,  who  could 
wonder  at  it,  after  the  Peruvian  mines  ? 

The  Doctor  was  sitting  in  his  portentous 
study,  with  a  globe  at  each  knee,  books  all 
round  him.  Homer  over  the  door,  and  Minerva 
on  the  mantel-shelf  "And  how  do  you,  sir?" 
he  said  to  Mr.  Dombey,  "and  how  is  my  little 
friend?"  Grave  as  an  organ  was  the  Doctor's 
speech  ;  and  when  he  ceased,  the  great  clock 
in  the  hall  seemed  (to  Paul  at  least)  to  take  him 
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up,  and  to  go  on  saying,  "  How,  is,  my,  lit,  tie, 
friend?  How,  is,  my,  lit,  tie,  friend?"  over  and 
over  and  over  again. 

The  little  friend  being  something  too  small  to 
be  seen  at  all  from  where  the  Doctor  sat,  over 
the  books  on  his  table,  the  Doctor  made  several 
futile  attempts  to  get  a  view  of  him  round  the 
legs;  which  Mr.  Dombey  perceiving,  relieved 
the  Doctor  from  his  embarrassment  by  taking 
Paul  up  in  his  arms,  and  sitting  him  on  another 
little  table,  over  against  the  Doctor,  in  the 
middle  of  the  room. 

"  Ha  !  "  said  the  Doctor,  leaning  back  in  his 
chair,  with  his  hand  in  his  breast.  "  Now  I  see 
my  little  friend.  How  do  you  do,  my  little 
friend  ?  " 

The  clock  in  the  hall  wouldn't  subscribe  to 
this  alteration  in  the  form  of  words,  but  con- 
tinued to  repeat  "  How,  is,  my,  lit,  tie,  friend  ? 
how,  is,  my,  lit,  tie,  friend?" 

"  Very  well,  I  thank  you,  sir,"  returned  Paul, 
answering  theiclock  quite  as  much  as  the  Doctor. 

"  Ha  !  "  said  Doctor  Blimber.  "  Shall  we 
make  a  man  of  him  ?  " 

"  Do  you  hear,  Paul  ?  "  added  Mr.  Dombey  ; 
Paul  being  silent. 

"  Shall  we  make  a  man  of  him  ?  "  repeated 
the  Doctor. 

"  I  had  rather  be  a  child,"  replied  Paul. 

"  Indeed  !  "  said  the  Doctor.     "  Why  ?  " 

The  child  sat  on  the  table  looking  at  him, 
with  a  curious  expression  of  suppressed  emotion 
in  his  face,  and  beating  one  hand  proudly  on 
his  knee,  as  if  he  had  the  rising  tears  beneath  it, 
and  crushed  them.  But  his  other  hand  strayed 
a  little  way  the  while,  a  little  farther — farther 
from  him  yet — until  it  lighted  on  the  neck  of 
Florence.  "  This  is  why,"  it  seemed  to  say, 
and  then  the  steady  look  was  broken  up  and 
gone  ;  the  working  lip  was  loosened  ;  and  the 
tears  came  streaming  forth. 

"  Mrs.  Pipchin,"  said  his  father  in  a  que- 
rulous manner,  "  I  am  really  very  sorry  to  see 
this." 

"  Come  away  from  him,  do,  Miss  Dombey," 
quoth  the  matron. 

"  Never  mind,"  said  the  Doctor,  blandly 
nodding  his  head  to  keep  Mrs.  Pipchin  back. 
"  Ne-ver  mind ;  we  shall  substitute  new  cares 
and  new  impressions,  Mr.  Dombey,  very  shortly. 
You  would  still  wish  my  little  friend  to  ac- 
quire  " 

"  Everything,  if  you  please.  Doctor,"  returned 
Mr.  Dombey  firmly. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Doctor,  who,  with  his  half- 
shut  eyes  and  his  usual  smile,  seemed  to  survey 
Paul  with  the  sort  of  interest  that  mitrht  attacii 


to  some  choice  little  animal  he  was  going  to 
stuff.  "  Yes,  exactly.  Ha  !  We  shall  impart  a 
great  variety  of  information  to  our  little  friend, 
and  bring  him  quickly  forward,  I  dare  say.  I 
dare  say.  Quite  a  virgin  soil,  I  believe  you 
said,  Mr.  Dombey?" 

"  Except  some  ordinary  preparation  at  home, 
and  from  this  lady,"  replied  Mr.  Dombey,  intro- 
ducing Mrs.  Pipchin,  who  instantly  communi- 
cated a  rigidity  to  her  whole  muscular  system, 
and  snorted  defiance  beforehand,  in  case  the 
Doctor  should  disparage  her ;  "  except  so  far, 
Paul  has,  as  yet,  applied  himself  to  no  studies 
at  all." 

Doctor  Blimber  inclined  his  head,  in  gentle 
tolerance  of  such  insignificant  poaching  as  Mrs. 
Pipchin's,  and  said  he  was  glad  to  hear  it.  It 
was  much  more  satisfactory,  he  observed,  rub- 
bing his  hands,  to  begin  at  the  foundation.  And 
again  he  leered  at  Paul,  as  if  he  would  have 
liked  to  tackle  him  with  the  Greek  alphabet  on 
the  spot. 

"  That  circumstance,  indeed.  Doctor  Blimber," 
pursued  Mr.  Dombey,  glancing  at  his  little  son, 
"  and  the  interview  I  have  already  had  the 
pleasure  of  holding  with  you,  render  any  further 
explanation,  and  consequently,  any  further  in- 
trusion on  your  valuable  time,  so  unnecessary, 
that " 

"  Now,  Miss  Dombey,"  said  the  acid  Pipchin. 

"  Permit  me,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  one  moment. 
Allow  me  to  present  Mrs.  Blimber  and  ni}- 
daughter,  who  will  be  associated  with  the  do- 
mestic life  of  our  young  Pilgrim  to  Parnassus. 
Mrs.  Blimber," — for  the  lady,  who  had  perhaps 
been  in  waiting,  opportunely  entered,  followed 
by  her  daughter,  that  fair  sexton  in  spectacles, 
— "  Mr.  Dombey.  My  daughter  Cornelia,  Mr. 
Dombey.  Mr.  Dombey,  my  love,"  pursued  the 
Doctor,  turning  to  his  wife,  "  is  so  confiding  as 
to Do  you  see  our  little  friend  ?  " 

Mrs.  Blimber,  in  an  excess  of  politeness,  of 
which  Mi.  Dombey  was  the  object,  ap])arently 
did  not,  for  she  was  backing  against  the  little 
friend,  and  very  much  endangering  his  position 
on  the  table.  But,  on  this  hint,  she  turned  to 
admire  his  classical  and  intellectual  lineaments, 
and  turning  again  to  Mr.  Dombey,  said,  with  a 
sigh,  that  she  envied  his  dear  son. 

"Like  a  bee,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Blimber,  with 
uplifted  eyes,  "  about  to  plunge  into  a  garden  of 
the  choicest  flowers,  and  sij)  the  sweets  for  the 
first  time.  Virgil,  Horace,  Ovid,  Terence,  Plau- 
tus,  Cicero.  What  a  world  of  honey  have  wc 
here  !  It  may  appear  remarkable,  Mr.  Dombey, 
in  one  who  is  a  wife — the  wife  of  such  a  hus- 
band  " 
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"  Hush,  hush,"  said  Doctor  Blimber.  "  Fie 
for  shame  ! " 

"  Mr.  Dombey  will  forgive  the  partiality  of  a 
wife,"  said  Mrs.  Blimber  with  an  engaging 
smile. 

Mr.  Dombey  answered  "  Not  at  all :  "  apply- 
ing those  words,  it  is  to  be  presumed,  to  the 
partiality,  and  not  to  the  forgiveness. 

"  — And  it  may  seem  remarkable  in  one  who 
is  a  mother  also "  resumed  Mrs.  Blimber. 

"And  such  a  mother,"  observed  Mr.  Dombey, 
bowing  with  some  confused  idea  of  being  com- 
plimentary to  Cornelia. 

"  But  really,"  pursued  Mrs.  Blimber,  "  I  think 
if  I  could  have  known  Cicero,  and  been  his 
Iriend,  and  talked  with  him  in  his  retirement  at 
Tusculum  (beau-ti-ful  Tusculum!),  I  could  have 
died  contented." 

A  learned  enthusiasm  is  so  very  contagious, 
that  Mr.  Dombey  half  believed  this  was  exactly 
liis  case;  and  even  Mrs.  Pipchin,  who  was  not, 
as  we  have  seen,  of  an  accommodating  disposi- 
tion generally,  gave  utterance  to  a  little  sound 
between  a  groan  and  a  sigh,  as  if  she  would 
have  said  that  nobody  but  Cicero  could  have 
proved  a  lasting  consolation  under  that  failure 
of  the  Peruvian  mines,  but  that  he  indeed  would 
have  been  a  very  Davy-lamp  of  refuge. 

Cornelia  looked  at  Mr.  Dombey  through  her 
spectacles,  as  if  she  would  have  liked  to  crack  a 
few  quotations  with  him  from  the  authority  in 
question.  But  this  design,  if  she  entertained  it, 
was  frustrated  by  a  knock  at  the  room-door. 

"Who  is  that?"  said  the  Doctor.  "Oh! 
Come  in,  Toots;  come  in.  Mr.  Dombey,  sir." 
Toots  bowed.  "  Quite  a  coincidence  !  "  said 
Doctor  Blimber.  "  Here  w-e  have  the  beginning 
and  the  end.  Alpha  and  Omega.  Our  head 
boy,  Mr.  Dombey." 

The  Doctor  might  have  called  him  their  head- 
and-shoulders  boy,  for  he  was  at  least  that  much 
taller  than  any  of  the  rest.  He  blushed  very 
much  at  finding  himself  among  strangers,  and 
chuckled  aloud. 

"An  addition  to  our  little  Portico,  Toots," 
said  the  Doctor  ;  "  Mr.  Dombey's  son." 

Young  Toots  blushed  again ;  and  finding, 
from  a  solemn  silence  which  prevailed,  that  he 
was  expected  to  say  something,  said  to  Paul, 
"How  are  you?"  in  a  voice  so  deep,  and  a 
manner  so  sheepish,  that  if  a  Iamb  had  roared  it 
couldn't  have  been  more  surprising. 

"Ask  Mr.  Feeder,  if  you  please.  Toots,"  said 
the  Doctor,  "  to  prepare  a  few  introductory 
volumes  for  Mr.  Dombey's  son,  and  to  allot  him 
a  convenient  seat  for  study.  My  dear,  I  believe 
Mr.  Dombey  has  not  seen  the  dormitories." 


"  If  Mr.  Dombey  will  walk  up-stairs,"  .said 
Mrs.  Blimber,  "  I  shall  be  more  than  proud  to 
show  him  the  dominions  of  the  drowsy  god." 

With  that  Mrs.  Blimber,  who  was  a  lady  of 
great  suavity,  and  a  wiry  figure,  and  who  wore  a 
cap  composed  of  sky-blue  materials,  proceeded 
up-stairs  with  Mr.  Dombey  and  Cornelia  ;  Mrs. 
Pipchin  following,  and  looking  out  sharp  for  her 
enemy  the  footman. 

While  they  were  gone,  Paul  sat  upon  the  table, 
holding  Florence  by  the  hand,  and  glancing 
timidly  from  the  Doctor  round  and  round  the 
room,  while  the  Doctor,  leaning  back  in  his 
chair,  with  his  hand  in  his  breast  as  usual,  held 
a  book  from  him  at  arm's  length,  and  read. 
There  was  something  very  awful  in  this  manner 
of  reading.  It  was  such  a  determined,  unim- 
passioned,  inflexible,  cold-blooded  way  of  going 
to  work.  It  left  the  Doctor's  countenance 
exposed  to  view ;  and  when  the  Doctor  smiled 
auspiciously  at  his  author,  or  knit  his  brows,  or 
shook  his  head  and  made  wry  faces  at  him,  as 
much  as  to  say,  "  Don't  tell  me,  sir;  I  know 
better,"  it  was  terrific. 

Toots,  too,  had  no  business  to  be  outside  the 
door,  ostentatiously  examining  the  wheels  in  his 
watch,  and  counting  his  half-crowns.  But  that 
didn't  last  long  ;  for  Doctor  Blimber,  happening 
to  change  the  position  of  his  tight  plump  legs,  as  if 
he  were  going  to  get  up.  Toots  swiftly  vanished, 
and  appeared  no  more. 

Mr.  Dombey  and  his  conductress  were  soon 
heard  coming  down-stairs  again,  talking  all  the 
way;  and  presently  they  re-entered  the  Doctor's 
study. 

"  I  hope,  Mr.  Dombey,"  said  the  Doctor, 
laying  down  his  book,  "  that  the  arrangements 
meet  your  approval." 

"  They  are  excellent,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Very  fair  indeed,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin  in  a 
low  voice;  never  disposed  to  give  too  much 
encouragement. 

"  Mrs.  Pipchin,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  wheeling 
round,  "  will,  widi  your  permission,  Doctor  and 
Mrs.  Blimber,  visit  Paul  now  and  then." 

"  Whenever  Mrs.  Pipchin  pleases,"  observed 
the  Doctor. 

"  Always  happy  to  see  her,"  said  Mrs.  Blimber. 

"  I  think,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  I  have  given 
all  the  trouble  I  need,  and  may  take  my  leave. 
Paul,  my  child," — he  went  close  to  him  as  he 
sat  upon  the  table, — "good-bye." 

"  Good-bye.  papa." 

The  limp  and  careless  little  hand  that  Mr. 
Dombey  took  in  his  was  singularly  out  of  keep- 
ing with  the  wistful  face.  But  he  had  no  part 
in    its   sorrowful   expression.      It   was    not   ad- 
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dressed  to  him.  No,  no.  To  Florence — all  to 
Florence. 

If  Mr.  Dombey,  in  his  insolence  of  wealth, 
had  ever  made  an  enemy,  hard  to  appease  and 
cruelly  vindictive  in  his  hate,  even  such  an 
enemymight  havereceivedthepang  thatwrunghis 
proud  heart  then  as  compensation  for  his  injury. 

He  bent  down  over  his  boy,  and  kissed  him. 
If  his  sight  were  dimmed,  as  he  did  so,  by  some- 
thing that  for  a  moment  blurred  the  little  face. 


and  made  it  indistinct  to  him,  his  mental  vision 
may  have  been,  for  that  short  time,  the  clearer, 
perhaps. 

"  I  shall  see  you  soon,  Paul.  You  are  free  on 
Saturdays  and  Sundays,  you  know." 

"  Yes,  papa,"  returned  Paul  :  looking  at  his 
sister.     "  On  Saturdays  and  Sundays." 

"  And  you'll  try  and  learn  a  great  deal  here, 
and  be  a  clever  man,"  said  iVIr.  Dombey  ; 
"  won't  you  ?  " 


WHEN  THE  DOCTOK  SMILED  AUSPICIOUSLY  AT  HIS  AUTHOR,  OR  KNIT  HIS  BROWS,  OR  SHOOK  HIS  HEAD 
AND  MADE  WRY  FACES  AT  HIM,  AS  MUCH  AS  TO  SAY,  'DON'T  TELL  ME,  SIR;  I  KNOW  BETTER,'  IT 
WAS   TERRIFIC." 


"  I'll  try,"  returned  the  child  wearily. 

"  And  you'll  soon  be  grown  up  now  !  "  said 
Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Oh  !  very  soon  !  "  replied  the  child.  Once 
more  the  old,  old  look  passed  rapidly  across  his 
features  like  a  strange  light.  It  fell  on  Mrs. 
Pipchin,  and  extinguished  itself  in  her  black 
dress.  That  excellent  ogress  stepped  forward  to 
take  leave  and  to  bear  off  Florence,  which  she 
had  long  been  thirsting  to  do.     The  move  on 


her  part  roused  Mr.  Dombey,  whose  eyes  were 
fixed  on  Paul.  After  patting  him  on  the  head, 
and  ])ressing  his  small  hand  again,  he  took  leave 
of  Doctor  Blimber,  Mrs.  Blimber,  and  Miss 
Blimbcr  with  his  usual  polite  frigidity,  and  walked 
out  of  the  study. 

Despite  his  entreaty  that  they  would  not  think 
of  stirring,  Doctor  Blimber,  Mrs.  Blimber,  and 
Miss  Blimber  all  pressed  forward  to  attend  him 
to  the  hall ;  and  thus  Mrs.  Pipchin  got  into  a 
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state  of  entanglement  with  Miss  Blimber  and  the 
Doctor,  and  was  crowded  out  of  the  study  before 
she  could  clutch  Florence.  To  which  happy 
accident  Paul  stood  afterwards  indebted  for  the 
dear  remembrance,  that  Florence  ran  back  to 
throw  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and  that  hers 
was  the  last  face  in  the  doorway  :  turned  to- 
wards liim  w^ith  a  smile  of  encouragement,  the 
brighter  for  the  tears  through  wdiich  it  beamed. 

It  made  his  childish  bosom  heave  and  swell 
when  it  was  gone ;  and  sent  the  globes,  the 
books,  blind  Homer,  and  Minerva  swimming 
round  the  room.  But  they  stopped  all  of  a 
sudden ;  and  then  he  heard  the  loud  clock  in 
the  hall  still  gravely  inquiring,  "  How,  is,  my, 
lit,  tie,  friend?  how,  is,  my,  lit,  tie,  friend?"  as 
it  had  done  before. 

He  sat,  with  folded  hands,  upon  his  pedestal, 
silently  listening.  But  he  might  have  answered, 
"  Weary,  weary  !  very  lonel)',  very  sad!"  And 
there,  with  an  aching  \-oid  in  his  young  heart, 
and  all  outside  so  cold,  and  bare,  and  strange, 
Paul  sat  as  if  lie  had  taken  life  unfurnished,  and 
the  upholsterer  were  ne\-er  coming. 


CHAPTER  Xn. 


PAUL   S     EDUCATION. 


FTER  the  lapse  of  some  minutes, 
which  appeared  an  immense  time  to 
little  Paul  Dombey  on  the  table. 
Doctor  Blimber  came  back.  The 
Doctor's  walk  was  stately,  and  cal- 
culated to  impress  the  juvenile  mind 
with  solemn  feelings.  It  was  a  sort  of 
march ;  but  when  the  Doctor  put  out 
his  right  foot,  he  gravely  turned  upon  his  axis, 
with  a  semicircular  sweep  towards  the  left ;  and 
when  he  put  out  his  left  foot,  he  turned  in  the 
same  manner  towards  the  right.  So  that  he 
seemed,  at  every  stride  he  took,  to  look  about 
him  as  though  he  were  saying,  "  Can  anybody 
have  the  goodness  to  indicate  any  subject,  in 
any  direction,  on  which  I  am  uninformed  ?  I 
rather  think  not." 

Mrs.  Blimber  and  Miss  Blimber  came  back  in 
the  Doctor's  company  ;  and  the  Doctor,  lifting 
his  new  pupil  off  the  table,  delivered  him  over 
to  Miss  Blimber. 

"  Cornelia,"  said  the  Doctor,  '■  Dombey  will 
be  your  charge  at  first.  Bring  him  on,  Cornelia, 
bring  him  on." 

Miss  Blimber  receive;!  her  young  ward  from 
the  Doctor's  hands ;  and  Paul,  feehng  that  the 


spectacles  were  surveying  him,  cast  down  his 
eyes. 

"  How  old  are  you,  Dombey  ? "  said  Miss 
Blimber. 

"  Six,"  answered  Paul,  wondering,  as  he  stole 
a  glance  at  the  young  lady,  why  her  hair  didn't 
grow  long  like  Florence's,  and  why  she  was  like 
a  boy. 

"  How  much  do  you  know  of  your  Latin 
Grammar,  Dombey?"  said  Miss  Blimber. 

"  None  of  it,"  answered  Paul.  Feeling  that 
the  answer  was  a  shock  to  Miss  Blimber's  sensi- 
bility, he  looked  up  at  the  three  faces  that  were 
looking  down  at  him,  and  said  : 

"  I  haven't  been  well.  I  have  been  a  weak 
child.  I  couldn't  learn  a  Latin  Grammar  when 
I  was  out,  every  day,  with  old  Glubb.  I  wisli 
you'd  tell  old  Glubb  to  come  and  see  me,  if  you 
please." 

"  What  a  dreadfully  low  name  I  "  said  Mrs. 
Blimber.  '•  Unclassical  to  a  degree  !  Who  is 
the  monster,  child  ?  " 

"  AVhat  monster  ?  "  inquired  Paul. 

"  Glubb,"  said  Mrs.  Blimber,  with  a  great  dis- 
relish. 

'•  He's  no  more  a  monster  than  you  are,''  re- 
turned Paul. 

"  What ! "  cried  the  Doctor  in  a  terrible  voice. 
"  Ay,  ay,  ay  !     Aha  !     What's  that  ?  " 

Paul  was  dreadfully  frightened  ;  but  still  he 
made  a  stand  for  the  absent  Glubb,  though  he 
did  it  trembling. 

"  He's  a  very  nice  old  man,  ma'am,"  he  said. 
"  He  used  to  draw  my  couch.  He  knows  all 
about  the  deep  sea,  and  the  fish  that  are  in  it, 
and  the  great  monsters  that  come  and  lie  on 
rocks  in  the  sun,  and  dive  into  the  water  again 
when  they're  startled,  blowing  and  splashing  so, 
that  they  can  be  heard  for  miles.  There  are 
some  creatures,"  said  Paul,  warming  with  his 
subject,  "I  don't  know  how  many  yai-ds  long, 
and  I  forget  their  names,  but  Florence  knows, 
that  pretend  to  be  in  distress  ;  and  when  a  man 
goes  near  them,  out  of  compassion,  they  open 
their  great  jaws,  and  attack  him.  But  all  he 
has  got  to  do,"  said  Paul,  boldly  tendering  this 
information  to  the  very  Doctor  himself,  "  is  to 
keep  on  turning  as  he  runs  away,  and  then,  as 
they  turn  slowly,  because  they  are  so  long,  and 
can't  bend,  he's  sure  to  beat  them.  And  though 
old  Glubb  don't  know  why  the  sea  should  make 
me  think  of  my  mamma  that's  dead,  or  what  it 
is  that  it  is  alwa)'s  saying — abvays  saying !  he 
knows  a  great  deal  about  it.  And  I  wish,"  the 
child  concluded,  with  a  sudden  falling  of  his 
countenance,  and  faihng  in  his  animation,  as  he 
looked  like  one  forlorn  upon  the  three  strange 
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faces,  '•'  that  youd  let  old  Glabb  come  here  to 
see  me,  for  I  know  him  very  well,  and  he  knows 
me." 

"Ha!"  said  the  Doctor,  shaking  his  head; 
"this  is  bad,  but  study  will  do  much." 

Mrs.  Blimber  opined,  with  something  like  a 
shiver,  that  he  was  an  unaccountable  child  ;  and, 
allowing  for  the  difference  of  visage,  looked  at 
him  pretty  much  as  Mrs.  Pipchin  had  been  used 
to  do. 

"  Take  him  round  the  house,  Cornelia,"  said 
the  Doctor,  "and  familiarise  him  with  his  new 
sphere.     Go  with  that  young  lady,  Dombey." 

Dombey  obeyed ;  giving  his  hand  to  the 
abstruse  Cornelia,  and  looking  at  her  sideways, 
with  timid  curiosity,  as  they  went  away  together. 
For  her  spectacles,  by  reason  of  the  glistening 
of  the  glasses,  made  her  so  mysterious  that  he 
didn't  know  where  she  was  looking,  and  was  not, 
indeed,  quite  sure  that  she  had  any  eyes  at  all 
behind  them. 

Cornelia  took  him  first  to  the  schoolroom, 
which  was  situated  at  the  back  of  the  hall,  and 
was  approached  through  two  baize  doors,  which 
deadened  and  muffled  the  young  gentlemen's 
voices.  Here  there  were  eight  young  gentlemen 
in  various  stages  of  mental  prostration,  all  very 
hard  at  work,  and  very  grave  indeed.  Toots,  as 
an  old  hand,  had  a  desk  to  himself  in  one 
corner  :  and  a  magnificent  man,  of  immense  age, 
he  looked,  in  PauFs  young  eyes,  behind  it. 

Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.,  who  sat  at  another  little 
desk,  had  his  Virgil  stop  on,  and  was  slowly 
grinding  that  tune  to  four  young  gentlemen.  Of 
the  remaining  four,  two,  who  grasped  their  fore- 
heads convulsively,  were  engaged  in  solving 
mathematical  problems ;  one  with  his  face  like 
a  dirty  window,  from  much  crying,  was  endea- 
vouring to  flounder  through  a  hopeless  number 
of  lines  before  dinner ;  and  one  sat  looking  at 
his  task  in  stony  stupefaction  and  despair — which 
it  seemed  had  been  his  condition  ever  since 
breakfast-time. 

The  appearance  of  a  new  boy  did  not  cre- 
ate the  sensation  that  might  have  been  ex- 
pected. Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.  (who  was  in  the 
habit  of  shaving  his  head  for  coolness,  and  had 
nothing  but  little  bristles  on  it),  gave  him  a  bony 
hand,  and  told  him  he  was  glad  to  see  him — 
which  Paul  would  have  been  very  glad  to  have 
told  hiiii,  if  he  could  have  done  so  with  the  least 
sincerity.  Then  Paul,  instructed  by  Cornelia, 
shook  hands  with  tiie  four  young  gentlemen  at 
Mr.  Feeder's  desk ;  then  with  the  two  young 
gentlemen  at  work  on  the  problems,  who  were 
very  feverish ;  then  with  the  young  gentleman  at 
work    against  time,  who   was    very  inky;    and 


lastly,  with  the  young  gentleman  in  a  state  of 
stupefaction,  who  was  flabby  and  quite  cold. 

Paul  having  been  already  introduced  to  Toots, 
that  pupil  merely  chuckled  and  breathed  hard, 
as  his  custom  was,  and  pursued  the  occupation 
in  which  he  was  engaged.  It  was  not  a  severe 
one ;  for,  on  account  of  his  having  "  gone 
through "  so  much  (in  more  senses  than  one), 
and  also  of  his  having,  as  before  hinted,  left  off 
blowing  in  his  prime,  Toots  now  had  licence  to 
pursue  his  own  course  of  study ;  \\-hich  was 
chiefly  to  write  long  letters  to  himself  from  per- 
sons of  distinction,  addressed  "P.  Toots,  Esquire, 
Brighton,  Sussex,"  and  to  preserve  them  in  his 
desk  vvith  gi-eat  care. 

These  ceremonies  passed,  Cornelia  led  Paul 
up-stairs  to  the  top  of  the  house ;  which  was 
rather  a  slow  journey,  on  account  of  Paul  being 
obliged  to  land  both  feet  on  every  stair  before 
he  mounted  another.  But  they  reached  their 
journey's  end  at  last;  and  there,  in  a  front  room, 
looking  over  the  wild  sea,  Cornelia  showed  him 
a  nice  little  bed  with  white  hangings,  close  to 
the  window,  on  which  there  was  already  beauti- 
fully written  on  a  card  in  round  text — down 
strokes  very  thick,  and  up  strokes  very  fine — 
Dombey  ;  while  two  other  little  bedsteads  in  the 
same  room  were  announced,  through  like  means, 
as  respectively  appertaining  unto   Briggs  and 

TOZER. 

Just  as  they  got  down-stairs  again  into  the  hall, 
Paul  saw  the  weak-eyed  young  man,  who  had  given 
that  mortal  offence  to  Mrs.  Pipchin,  suddenly 
seize  a  very  large  drum-stick,  and  fly  at  a  gong 
that  was  hanging  up,  as  if  he  had  gone  mad,  or 
wanted  vengeance.  Instead  of  receiving  warn- 
ing, iiowever,  or  being  instantly  taken  into 
custody,  the  young  man  left  oft'  unchecked,  after 
having  made  a  dreadful  noise.  Then  Cornelia 
Blimber  said  to  Dombey  that  dinner  would  be 
ready  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  perhaps  he 
had  better  go  into  the  schoolroom  among  his 
"'  friends." 

So  Dombey,  deferentially  passing  the  great 
clock,  which  was  still  as  anxious  as  ever  to 
know  how  he  found  himself,  opened  the  school- 
room door  a  very  little  way,  and  strayed  in  like 
a  lost  boy  :  shutting  it  after  him  with  some  dif- 
ficulty. His  friends  were  all  dispersed  about  the 
room  except  the  stony  frientl,  who  remained 
immovable.  Mr.  Feeder  was  stretching  him- 
self in  his  grey  gown,  as  if,  regardless  of  ex- 
pense, he  were  resolved  to  pull  the  sleeves  off. 

"  Heigh  ho  hum  !  "  cried  Mr.  Feeder,  shak- 
ing himself  like  a  cart-horse.  "  Oh  dear  me, 
dear  me  !     Ya-a-a-ah  !  " 

Paul   was   quite    alarmed    by   Mr.    Feeder's 
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yawning;  it  was  done  on  such  a  great  scale, 
and  he  was  so  terribly  in  earnest.  All  the  boys, 
too  (Toots  excepted),  seemed  knocked  up,  and 
were  getting  ready  for  dinner — some  newly 
tying  their  neckcloths,  which  were  very  stiff  in- 
deed ;  and  others  washing  their  hands,  or  brush- 
ing their  hair,  in  an  adjoining  ante-chamber — as 
if  they  didn't  think  they  should  enjoy  it  at  all. 

Young  Toots,  who  was  ready  beforehand, 
and  had  therefore  nothing  to  do,  and  had  lei- 
sure to  bestow  upon  Paul,  said,  with  heavy 
good-nature  : 

"  Sit  down,  Dombey." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Paul. 

His  endeavouring  to  hoist  himself  on  to  a 
very  high  window-icat,  and  his  slipping  down 
again,  appeared  to  prepare  Toots's  mind  for  the 
reception  of  a  discovery. 

"  You're  a  very  small  chap,"  said  Mr.  Toots. 

"  Yes,  sir,  Fm  small,"  returned  Paul.  "  Thank 
you,  sir." 

For  Toots  had  lifted  him  into  his  seat,  and 
done  it  kindly  too. 

"  Who's  your  tailor  ?  "  inquired  Toots,  after 
looking  at  him  for  some  moments. 

"  It's  a  woman  that  has  made  my  clothes  as 
yet,"  said  Paul.     "  My  sister's  dressmaker." 

"  My  tailor's  Burgess  and  Co.,"  said  Toots. 
"  Fash'nable.     But  very  dear." 

Paul  had  wit  enough  to  shake  his  head,  as  if 
he  would  have  said  it  was  easy  to  see  that ;  and, 
indeed,  he  thought  so. 

"  Your  father's  regularly  rich,  ain't  he  ?  "  in- 
quired Mr.  Toots. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Paul.  '"  He's  Dombey  and 
Son." 

"  And  which  ?  "  demanded  Toots. 

"And  Son,  sir,"  replied  Paul. 

Mr.  Toots  made  one  or  two  attempts,  in  a 
low  voice,  to  fix  the  firm  in  his  mind ;  but  not 
<iuite  succeeding,  said  he  would  get  Paul  to 
mention  the  name  again  to-morrow  morning,  as 
it  was  rather  important.  And,  indeed,  he  pur- 
posed nothing  less  than  writing  himself  a  private 
and  confidential  letter  from  Dombey  and  Son 
inmiediately. 

By  this  time  the  other  pupils  (always  except- 
ing the  stony  boy)  gathered  round.  They  were 
polite,  but  pale ;  and  spoke  low ;  and  they 
were  so  depressed  in  their  spirits,  that,  in  com- 
parison with  the  general  tone  of  that  company, 
Master  Bitherstone  was  a  perfect  Miller,  or 
complete  Jest  Book.  And  yet  he  had  a  sense 
of  injury  upon  him  too,  had  Bitherstone. 

"  You  sleep  in  my  room,  don't  you  ?  "  asked 
a  solemn  young  gentleman,  whose  shirt  collar 
curled  up  the  lobes  of  his  ears. 


"  Master  Briggs?"  inquired  Paul. 

"  Tczer,"  said  the  young  gentleman. 

Paul  answered  yes ;  and  Tozer,  pointing  out 
the  stony  pupil,  said  that  was  Briggs.  Paul  had 
already  felt  certain  that  it  must  be  either  Briggs 
or  Tozer,  though  he  didn't  know  why. 

"  Is  yours  a  strong  constitution  ?  "  inquired 
Tozer. 

Paul  said  he  thought  not.  Tozer  replied  that 
he  thought  not  also,  judging  from  Paul's  looks, 
and  that  it  was  a  pity,  for  it  need  be.  He  then 
asked  Paul  if  he  were  going  to  begin  with 
Cornelia  ;  and,  on  Paul  saying  "  Yes,"  all  the 
young  gentlemen  (Briggs  excejjted)  gave  a  low 
groan. 

It  was  drowned  in  the  tintinnabulation  of  the 
gong,  which  sounding  again  with  great  fury, 
there  was  a  general  move  towards  the  dining- 
room  ;  still  excepting  Briggs,  the  stony  boy, 
who  remained  where  he  was,  and  as  he  was ; 
and  on  its  way  to  whom  Paul  presently  en- 
countered a  round  of  bread,  genteelly  served  on 
a  plate  and  napkin,  and  with  a  silver  fork  lying 
crosswise  on  the  top  of  it.  Doctor  Blimber  was 
already  in  his  place  in  the  dining-room,  at  the 
top  of  the  table,  with  Miss  Blimber  and  Mrs. 
Bhmber  on  either  side  of  him.  Mr.  Feeder,  in 
a  black  coat,  was  at  the  bottom.  Paul's  chair 
was  next  to  Miss  Blimber ;  but  it  being  found, 
when  he  sat  in  it,  that  his  eyebrows  were  not 
much  above  the  level  of  the  table-cloth,  some 
books  were  brought  in  from  the  Doctor's  study, 
on  which  he  was  elevated,  and  on  which  he 
always  sat  from  that  time — carrying  them  in  and 
out  himself,  on  after  occasions,  like  a  little  ele- 
phant and  castle. 

Grace  having  been  said  by  the  Doctor,  dinner 
began.  There  was  some  nice  soup  ;  also  roast 
meat,  boiled  meat,  vegetables,  pie,  and  cheese. 
Every  young  gentleman  had  a  massive  silver 
fork  and  a  napkin  ;  and  all  the  arrangements 
were  stately  and  handsome.  In  particular, 
there  was  a  butler  in  a  blue  coat  and  bright 
buttons,  who  gave  quite  a  winy  flavour  to  the 
table  beer  ;  he  poured  it  out  so  sufierbly. 

Nobody  spoke,  unless  spoken  to,  except 
Doctor  Blimber,  Mrs.  Blimber,  and  Miss  Blim- 
ber, who  conversed  occasionally.  Whenever  a 
young  gentleman  was  not  actually  engaged  with 
his  knife  and  fork  or  spoon,  his  eye,  with  an  irre- 
sistible attraction,  sought  the  eye  of  Doctor 
Blimber,  Mrs.  Blimber,  or  Miss  Blimber,  and 
modestly  rested  there.  Toots  appeared  to  be 
the  only  exception  to  this  rule.  He  sat  next 
Mr.  Feeder,  on  Paul's  side  of  the  table,  and  fre- 
quently looked  behind  and  before  the  interven- 
ing boys  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  Paul. 
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Only  once  during  dinner  was  there  any  con- 
versation tiiat  included  the  young  gentlemen. 
It  happened  at  the  epoch  of  the  cheese,  when 
the  Doctor,  having  taken  a  glass  of  port  wine, 
and  hemnwd  twice  or  thrice,  said  : 


"It  is  remarkable,  Mr.  Feeder,  that  the 
Romans " 

At  the  mention  of  this  terrible  people,  their 
implacable  enemies,  every  young  gentleman 
fastened   his   gaze   upon   the    Doctor,  with  an 


"YOUR  father's   regularly    RICH,   AI.N'r   HE?"    inquired  MR.   TOOTS. 
"  YES,    sir,"   said   PAUL.      "  HE'S   DOMUEV    AND  SON." 


assumption  of  the  deepest  interest.  One  of  the 
number,  who  happened  to  be  drinking,  and  who 
caught  the  Doctor's  eye  glaring  at  him  through 
the  side  of  his  tumbler,  left  off  so  hastily  that  he 
was  convulsed  for  some  moments,  and  in  the 
sequel  ruined  Doctor  Blimber's  point. 

DOMBEV    AND    SON,    6. 


"It  is  remarkable,  Mr.  Feeder,"  said  the 
Doctor,  beginning  again  slowly,  "  that  the 
Romans,  in  those  gorgeous  and  profuse  enter- 
tainments of  which  we  read  in  the  days  of 
the  Emperors,  when  luxury  had  attained  a  height 
unknown  before  or  since,  and  when  whole  pro- 
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vinces   were   ravaged   to   supply   the   splendid 
means  of  one  imperial  banquet " 

Here  the  offender,  who  had  been  swelling 
and  straining,  and  waiting  in  vain  for  a  full  stop, 
broke  out  violently. 

"Johnson,"  said  Mr.  Feeder  in  a  low  re- 
proachful voice,  "  take  some  water." 

The  Doctor,  looking  very  stern,  made  a  pause 
until  the  water  was  brought,  and  then  resumed  : 

"  And  when,  Mr.  Feeder " 

But  Mr.  Feeder,  who  saw  that  Johnson  must 
break  out  again,  and  who  knew  that  the  Doctor 
would  never  come  to  a  period  before  the  young 
gentlemen  until  he  had  finished  all  he  meant  to 
say,  couldn't  keep  his  eye  off  Johnson  ;  and 
thus  was  caught  in  the  fact  of  not  looking  at  the 
Doctor,  who  consequently  stopped. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Feeder, 
reddening.  "  I  beg  your  pardon,  Doctor 
Blimber." 

"  And  when,"  said  the  Doctor,  raising  his 
voice,  "  when,  sir,  as  we  read,  and  have  no  rea- 
son to  doubt — incredible  as  it  may  appear  to  the 
vulgar  of  our  time — the  brother  of  Vitellius  pre- 
pared for  him  a  feast,  in  which  were  served,  of 
fish,  two  thousand  dishes " 

"  Take  some  water,  Johnson — dishes,  sir," 
said  Mr.  Feeder. 

"  Of  various   sorts   of   fowl,    five     thousand 

dishes " 

.,-,  "  Or  try  a  crust  of  bread,"  said  Mr.  Feeder. 
.■  "  And  one  dish,"  pursued  Doctor  Bhmber, 
raisirg  his  voice  still*  higher  as  he  looked  all 
round  the  table,  "called,  from  its  enormous 
dimensions,  the  Shield  of  Minerva,  and  made, 
among  other  costly  ingredients,  of  the  brains  of 
pheasants " 

"Ow,  ow,  ow!"  (from  Johnson.) 

"Woodcocks " 

\   "  Ow,  ow,  ow  !  " 

'   "  The  sounds  of  the  fish  called  scari— — " 

"  You'll  burst  some  vessel  in  your  head,"  said 
I^Ir.  Feeder.     "  You  had  better  let  it  come." 

"  And  the  spawn  of  the  lamprey,  brought  from 
the  Carpatliian  Sea,"  pursued  the  Doctor  in  his 
severest  voice  ;  "  when  we  read  of  costly  enter- 
tainments such  as  these,  and  still  remember  that 
we  have  a  Titus " 

"  What  would  be  your  mother's  feelings  if  you 
died  of  apoplexy  ! "  said  Mr.  Feeder. 

"  A  Domitian " 

"And  you're  blue,  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Feeder. 

"  A  Nero,  a  Tiberius,  a  Caligula,  a  Helioga- 
balus,  and  many  more,"  pursued  the  Doctor; 
"  it  is,  Mr.  Feeder — if  you  are  doing  me  the 
honour  to  attend — remarkable ;  very  remark- 
able, sir -" 


But  Johnson,  unable  to  suppress  it  any 
longer,  burst  at  that  moment  into  such  an  over- 
whelming fit  of  coughing,  that,  although  both 
his  immediate  neighbours  thumped  him  on  the 
back,  and  Mr.  Feeder  himself  held  a  glass  of 
water  to  his  lips,  and  the  butler  walked  him  up 
and  down  several  times  between  his  own  chair 
and  the  sideboard,  like  a  sentry,  it  was  full  five 
minutes  before  he  was  moderately  composed, 
and  then  there  was  a  profound  silence. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Doctor  Blimber,  "  rise  for 
Grace  !  Cornelia,  lift  Dombey  down  " — nothing 
of  whom  but  his  scalp  was  accordingly  seen 
above  the  table-cloth.  "  Johnson  will  repeat  to 
me  to-morrow  morning  before  breakfast,  without 
book,  and  from  the  Greek  Testament,  the  first 
chapter  of  the  Epistle  of  St.  Paul  to  the  Ephe- 
sians.  We  will  resume  our  studies,  Mr.  Feeder, 
in  half  an  hour." 

The  young  gentlemen  bowed  and  withdrew. 
Mr.  Feeder  did  likewise.  During  the  half-hour, 
the  young  gentlemen,  broken  into  pairs,  loitered 
arm-in-arm  up  and  down  a  small  piece  of  ground 
behind  the  house,  or  endeavoured  to  kindle  a 
spark  of  animation  in  the  breast  of  Briggs.  But 
nothing  happened  so  vulgar  as  play.  Punctually,, 
at  the  appointed  time,  the  gong  was  sounded, 
and  the  studies,  under  the  joint  auspices  of 
Doctor  Blimber  and  Mr.  Feeder,  were  re- 
sumed. 

As  the  Olympic  game  of  lounging  up  and 
down  had  been  cut  shorter  than  usual  that 
day,  on  Johnson's  account,  they  all  went  out 
for  a  walk  before  tea.  Even  Briggs  (though  he 
hadn't  begun  yet)  partook  of  this  dissipation ; 
in  the  enjoyment  of  which  he  looked  over  the 
cliff  two  or  three  times  darkly.  Doctor  Blimber 
accompanied  them  ;  and  Paul  had  the  honour 
of  being  taken  in  tow  by  the  Doctor  himself :  a 
distinguished  state  of  things,  in  which  he  looked 
very  little  and  feeble. 

Tea  was  served  in  a  style  no  less  polite  than 
the  dinner ;  and  after  tea,  the  young  gentlemen, 
rising  and  bowing  as  before,  withdrew  to  fetch 
up  the  unfinished  tasks  of  that  day,  or  to  get  up 
the  already  looming  tasks  of  to-morrow.  In  the 
meantime  Mr.  Feeder  withdrew  to  his  own 
room ;  and  Paul  sat  in  a  corner,  wondering 
whether  Florence  was  thinking  of  him,  and 
what  they  were  all  about  at  Mrs.  Pipchin's. 

Mr.  Toots,  who  had  been  detained  by  an  im- 
portant letter  from  the   Duke  of  Wellington, . 
found  Paul  out  after  a  time ;  and  having  looked 
at  him  for  a  long  while,  as  before,  inquired  if  he 
was  fond  of  waistcoats. 

Paul  said  "  Yes,  sir." 

'  So  am  I,"  said  Toots. 
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No  word  more  spake  Toots  that  night ;  but 
he  stood  looking  at  Paul  as  if  he  liked  him  ;  and 
as  there  was  company  in  that,  and  Paul  was  not 
inclined  to  talk,  it  answered  his  purpose  better 
than  conversation. 

At  eight  o'clock  or  so.,  the  gong  sounded  again 
for  prayers  in  the  dining-room,  where  the  butler 
afterwards  presided  over  a  side-table,  on  whicli 
bread  and  cheese  and  beer  were  spread  for  such 
young  gentlemen  as  desired  to  partake  of  those 
refreshments.  The  ceremonies  concluded  by 
the  Doctor's  saying,  "  Gentlemen,  we  will  resume 
our  studies  at  seven  to-morrow;"  and  then,  for 
the  first  time,  Paul  saw  Cornelia  Blimber's  eye, 
and  saw  that  it  was  upon  him.  When  the  Doctor 
had  said  these  words,  "  Gentlemen,  we  will  re- 
sume our  studies  at  seven  to-morrow,"  the  pupils 
bowed  again,  and  went  to  bed. 

In  the  confidence  of  their  own  room  up-stairs, 
Briggs  said  his  head  ached  ready  to  split,  and 
that  he  should  wish  himself  dead  if  it  wasn't  for 
liis  mother,  and  a  blackbird  he  had  at  home. 
Tozer  didn't  say  much,  but  he  sighed  a  good 
deal,  and  told  Paul  to  look  out,  for  his  turn 
would  come  to-morrow.  After  uttering  those 
prophetic  words,  he  undressed  himself  moodily, 
and  got  into  bed.  Briggs  was  in  his  bed  too, 
and  Paul  in  his  bed  too,  before  the  weak-eyed 
young  man  appeared  to  take  away  the  candle, 
when  he  wished  them  good  night  and  pleasant 
dreams.  But  his  benevolent  wishes  were  in  vain 
as  far  as  Briggs  and  Tozer  were  concerned ;  for 
Paul,  who  lay  awake  for  a  long  while,  and  often 
woke  afterwards,  found  that  Briggs  was  ridden 
by  his  lesson  as  a  nightmare ;  and  that  Tozer, 
whose  mind  was  affected  in  his  sleep  by  similar 
causes,  in  a  minor  degree,  talked  unknown 
tongues,  or  scraps  of  Greek  and  Latin — it  was 
all  one  to  Paul — which,  in  the  silence  of  night, 
had  an  ine.xpressibly  wicked  and  guilty  effect. 

Paul  had  sunk  into  a  sweet  sleep,  and  dreamed 
that  he  was  walking  hand-in-hand  with  Florence 
through  beautiful  gardens,  when  they  came  to  a 
large  sunflower  which  suddenly  expanded  itself 
into  a  gong,  and  began  to  sound.  Opening  his 
eyes,  he  found  that  it  was  a  dark,  windy  morning, 
with  a  drizzling  rain ;  and  that  the  real  gong 
was  giving  dreadful  note  of  preparation,  down 
in  the  hall. 

So  he  got  up  directly,  and  found  Briggs  with 
hardly  any  eyes,  for  nightmare  and  grief  had 
made  his  face  puffy,  putting  his  boots  on  :  while 
Tozer  stood  shivering  and  rubbing  his  shoulders 
in  a  very  bad  humour.  Poor  Paul  couldn't 
dress  himself  easily,  not  being  used  to  it,  and 
asked  them  if  they  would  have  the  goodness  to 
tie  some  strings  for  him ;  but,  as  Briggs  merely 


said  ''  Bother  !  "  and  Tozer,  "  Oh  yes  !  "  he  went 
down,  when  he  was  otherwise  ready,  to  the  ne>;t 
story,  where  he  saw  a  pretty  young  woman  in 
leather  gloves  cleaning  a  stove.  The  young 
woman  seemed  surprised  at  his  appearance,  and 
asked  him  where  his  mother  was.  When  Paul 
told  her  she  was  dead,  she  took  her  gloves  off, 
and  did  what  he  wanted ;  and  furthermore 
rubbed  his  hands  to  warm  them  ;  and  gave  him 
a  kiss;  and  told  him  whenever  he  wanted  any- 
thing of  that  sort — meaning  in  the  dressing  way 
— to  ask  for  Melia ;  which  Paul,  thanking  her 
very  much,  said  he  certainly  would.  He  then 
proceeded  softly  on  his  journey  down-stairs, 
towards  the  room  in  which  the  young  gentlemen 
resumed  their  studies,  when,  passing  by  a  door  that 
stood  ajar,  a  voice  from  within  cried,  "  Is  that 
Dombey  ?"  On  Paul  replying,  "Yes,  ma'am  :" 
for  he  knew  the  voice  to  be  Miss  Blimber's  : 
Miss  Blimber  said,  "  Come  in,  Dombey."  And 
in  he  went. 

Miss  Blimber  presented  exactly  the  appear- 
ance she  had  presented  yesterday,  except  that 
she  wore  a  shawl.  Her  little  light  curls  were 
as  crisp  as  ever,  and  she  had  already  her  spec- 
tacles on,  which  made  Paul  wonder  whether  she 
went  to  bed  in  them.  She  had  a  cool  little 
sitting-room  of  her  own  up  there,  with  some  ' 
books  in  it,  and  no  fire.  But  Miss  Blimber  was 
never  cold,  and  never  sleepy. 

"  Now,  Dombey,"  said  Miss  Blimber,  '■  I'm 
going  out  for  a  constitutional." 

Paul  wondered  w-hat  that  was,  and  why  she 
didn't  send  the  footman  out  to  get  it  in  such 
unfavourable  weather.  But  he  made  no  obser- 
vation on  the  subject;  his  attention  being  de- 
voted to  a  little  pile  of  new  books,  on  which 
Miss  Blimber  appeared  to  have  been  recently 
engaged. 

"  These  are  yours,  Dombey,"  said  Miss 
Blimber. 

"  All  of 'em,  ma'am?"  said  Paul. 

"  Yes,"  returned  Miss  Blimber ;  "  and  Mr. 
Feeder  will  look  you  out  some  more  very  soon, 
if  you  are  as  studious  as  I  expect  you  will  be, 
Dombey." 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am,"  said  Paul. 

'•  I  am  going  out  for  a  constitutional,"  resumed 
Miss  Blimber  ;  "  and  while  I  am  gone,  that  is  to 
say,  in  the  interval  between  this  and  breakfast, 
Dombey,  I  wish  you  to  read  over  what  I  have 
marked  in  these  books,  and  to  tell  me  if  you 
quite  understand  what  you  have  got  to  learn. 
Don't  lose  time,  Dombey,  for  you  have  none  to 
spare,  but  take  them  down-stairs,  and  begin 
directly." 

"  Yes,  ma'am,"  answered  Paul. 
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There  were  so  many  of  them,  that  although 
Paul  put  one  hand  under  the  bottom  book,  and 
his  other  hand  and  liis  chin  on  the  top  book, 
and  hugged  them  all  closely,  the  middle  book 
slijjped  out  before  he  reached  tliedoor,  and  then 
they  all  tumbled  down  on  the  floor.  Miss 
Biimber  said,  "  Oh,  Dombey,  Dombey,  this  is 
really  very  careless  !  "  and  piled  them  up  afresh 
for  him ;  and  this  time,  by  dint  of  balancing 
them  with  great  nicety,  Paul  got  out  of  the  room, 
and  down  a  few  stairs,  before  two  of  them  escaped 
again.  But  he  held  the  rest  so  tight,  that  he 
only  left  one  more  on  the  first  floor,  and  one  in 
the  jjassage ;  and  wlren  he  had  got  the  main 
body  down  into  the  schoolroom,  he  set  off  up- 
stairs again  to  collect  the  stragglers.  Having  at 
last  amassed  the  wliole  library,  and  climbed  into 
his  place,  he  fell  to  work,  encouraged  by  a  remark 
from  Torer  to  the  effect  that  he  "  was  in  for  it 
now;"  which  was  the  only  interruption  he  re- 
ceived till  breakfast-time.  At  that  meal,  for 
which  he  had  no  appetite,  everything  was  quite 
as  solemn  and  genteel  as  at  the  others ;  and 
when  it  was  finished,  he  followed  Miss  Biimber 
up-stairs. 

"  Now,  Dombey,"  said  Miss  Biimber,  "  how 
have  you  got  on  with  those  books?" 

They  comprised  a  little  English,  and  a  deal  of 
Latin — names  of  things,  declensions  of  articles 
and  substantives,  exercises  thereon,  and  preli- 
minary rules — a  trifle  of  orthography,  a  glance  at 
ancient  history,  a  wink  or  two  at  modern  ditto, 
a  few  tables,  two  or  three  weights  and  measures, 
and  a  little  general  information.  When  poor 
Paul  had  spelt  out  number  two,  he  found  he 
had  no  idea  of  number  one  ;  fragments  whereof 
afterwards  obtruded  themselves  into  number 
three,  which  slided  into  number  four,  which 
grafted  itself  on  to  number  two.  So  that 
whether  twenty  Romuluses  made  a  Remus,  or 
hie  hsec  lioc  was  troy  weight,  or  a  verb  always 
agreed  with  an  ancient  Briton,  or  three  times 
four  was  Taurus  a  bull,  were  open  questions 
with  him. 

"  Oh,  Dombey,  Dombey  !"  said  Miss  Biimber, 
"  this  is  very  shocking." 

"  If  you  please,"  said  Paul,  "  I  think,  if  I 
might  sometimes  talk  a  little  to  old  Glubb,  I 
should  be  able  to  do  better." 

"  Nonsense,  Dombey,"  said  Miss  BHmber. 
"  I  couldn't  hear  of  it.  This  is  not  the  place  for 
Glubbs  of  any  kind.  You  must  take  the  books 
down,  I  suppose,  Dombey,  one  by  one,  and  per- 
fect yourself  in  the  day's  instalment  of  subject  A, 
before  you  turn  at  all  to  subject  B.  And  now  take 
away  the  top  book,  if  you  please,  Dombey,  and 
return  when  you  are  master  of  the  theme." 


Miss  Biimber  expressed  her  opinions  on  the 
subject  of  Paul's  uninstructed  state  with  a  gloomy 
delight,  as  if  she  had  expected  this  result,  and 
were  glad  to  find  that  they  must  be  in  constant 
communication.  Paul  withdrew  with  tlie  top 
task,  as  he  was  told,  and  laboured  away  at  it 
down  below;  sometimes  remembering  every 
word  of  it,  and  sometimes  forgetting  it  all,  and 
everything  else  besides:  until  at  last  he  ventured 
up-stairs  again  to  repeat  the  lesson,  when  it  was 
nearly  all  driven  out  of  his  head  before  he  began, 
by  Miss  Blimber's  shutting  up  the  book,  and 
saying,  "  Go  on,  Dombey  !  "  a  proceeding  so 
suggestive  of  the  knowledge  inside  of  her,  that 
Paul  looked  upon  the  young  lady  with  conster- 
nation, as  a  kind  of  learned  Guy  Fawkes,  or 
artificial  Bogle,  stuffed  full  of  scholastic  straw. 

He  acquitted  himself  very  well,  nevertheless ; 
and  Miss  Biimber,  commending  him  as  giving 
promise  of  getting  on  fast,  immediately  provided 
him  with  subject  B  ;  from  which  he  passed  to  G, 
and  even  D  before  dinner.  It  was  hard  work, 
resuming  his  studies  soon  after  dinner ;  and  he 
felt  giddy  and  confused,  and  drowsy  and  dull. 
But  all  the  other  young  gentlemen  had  similar 
sensations,  and  were  obliged  to  resume  their 
studies  too,  if  there  were  any  comfort  in  that. 
It  was  a  wonder  that  the  great  clock  in  the  hall, 
instead  of  being  constant  to  its  first  inquiry, 
never  said,  "  Gentlemen,  we  will  now  resume  our 
studies,"  for  that  phrase  was  often  enough  re- 
peated in  its  neighbourhood.  The  studies  went 
round  like  a  mighty  wheel,  and  the  young  gentle- 
men were  always  stretched  upon  it. 

After  tea  there  were  exercises  again,  and  pre- 
parations for  next  day  by  candle-light.  And  in 
due  course  there  was  bed  :  where,  but  for  that 
resumption  of  the  studies  which  took  place  in 
dreams,  were  rest  and  sweet  forgetfulness. 

Oh,  Saturdays  !  Oh,  happy  Saturdays,  when 
Florence  always  came  at  noon,  and  never  would, 
in  any  weather,  stay  away,  though  Mrs.  Pipchin 
snarled  and  growled,  and  worried  her  bitterly. 
Those  Saturdays  were  Sabbaths  for  at  least  two 
little  Christians  among  all  the  Jews,  and  did  the 
holy  Sabbath  work  of  strengthening  and  knitting 
up  a  brother's  and  a  sister's  love. 

Not  even  Sunday  nights — the  heavy  Sunday 
nights,  whose  shadow  darkened  the  first  waking 
burst  of  light  on  Sunday  mornings — could  mar 
those  precious  Saturdays.  Whether  it  was  the 
great  seashore,  where  they  sat  and  strolled  to- 
gether; or  whether  it  was  only  Mrs.  Pipchin's 
dull  back-room,  in  which  she  sang  to  him  so 
softly,  with  his  drowsy  head  upon  her  arm  ;  Paul 
never  cared.  It  was  Florence.  That  was  all  he 
thouglit  of.      So,  on  Sunday  nights,  when  the 
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Doctor's  (lark  door  stood  agape  to  swallow  him 
up  for  another  week,  tlie  time  was  come  for 
taking  leave  of  Florence  ;  no  one  else. 

Mrs.  Wickam  had  been  drafted  home  to  the 
house  in  town,  and  Miss  Nipper,  now  a  smart 
young  woman,  had  come  down.  To  many  a 
single  combat  with  Mrs.  Pipchin  did  Miss  Nipper 
gallantly  devote  herself;  and  if  ever  Mrs.  Pipchin 
in  all  her  life  had  found  her  match,  she  had  found 
it  now.  Miss  Nipper  threw  away  the  scabbard  the 
first  morning  she  arose  in  Mrs.  Pipchin's  house. 
She  asked  and  gave  no  quarter.  She  said  it 
must  be  war,  and  war  it  was  ;  and  Mrs.  Pipchin 
lived  from  that  time  in  the  midst  of  surprises, 
harassings,  and  defiances ;  and  skirmishing 
attacks  that  came  bouncing  in  upon  her  from  the 
passage,  even  in  unguarded  moments  of  chops, 
and  carried  desolation  to  her  very  toast. 

Miss  Nipper  had  returned  one  Sunday  night 
with  Florence,  from  walking  back  with  Paul  to 
the  Doctor's,  when  Florence  took  from  her 
bosom  a  little  piece  of  paper,  on  which  she  had 
pencilled  down  some  words. 

"  See  here,  Susan,"  she  said.  "  These  are  the 
names  of  the  little  books  that  Paul  brings  home 
to  do  those  long  exercises  with,  when  he  is  so 
tired.  I  copied  them  last  night  while  he  was 
writing." 

''  Don't  show  'em  to  me,  Miss  Floy,  if  you 
please,"  returned  Nipper ;  "  I'd  as  soon  see 
Mrs.  Pipchin." 

"  I  want  you  to  buy  them  for  me,  Susan,  if 
you  will,  to-morrow  morning.  I  have  money 
enough,"  said  Florence. 

"  Why,  goodness  gracious  me,  Miss  Floy," 
returned  Miss  Nipper,  "  how  can  you  talk  like 
that,  when  you  have  books  upon  books  already, 
and  masterses  and  misseses  a  teaching  of  you 
everything  continual,  though  my  belief  is  that 
your  pa.  Miss  Dombey,  never  would  have  learnt 
you  nothing,  never  would  have  thought  of  it, 
unless  you'd  asked  him — when  he  couldn't  well 
refuse ;  but  giving  consent  when  asked,  and 
offering  when  unasked,  miss,  is  quite  two  things  ; 
I  may  not  have  my  objections  to  a  young  man's 
keeping  company  with  me,  and  when  he  puts 
the  question,  may  say  'Yes,'  but  that's  not  say- 
ing, '  Would  you  be  so  kind  as  like  me  ?'" 

"  But  you  can  buy  me  the  books,  Susan  ; 
and  you  will,  when  you  know  I  want  them." 

"  Well,  miss,  anil  why  do  you  want  'em  ?  " 
replied  Nipper;  adding,  in  a  lower  voice,  "  If  it 
was  to  fling  at  Mrs.  Pipchin's  head,  I'd  buy  a 
cart-load." 

"  I  think  I  could  perhaps  give  Paul  some 
help,  Susan,  if  I  had  these  books,"  said  Florence, 
"  and   make  the  coming  week  a  little  easier  to 


him.  At  least  I  want  to  try.  So  buy  them  for 
me,  dear,  and  I  will  never  forget  how  kind  it  was 
of  you  to  do  it !  " 

It  must  have  been  a  harder  heart  than  Susan 
Nipper's  that  could  have  rejected  the  little  purse 
Florence  held  out  with  these  words,  or  the  gentle 
look  of  entreaty  with  which  she  seconded  her 
petition.  Susan  put  the  purse  in  her  pocket 
without  reply,  and  trotted  out  at  once  upon  her 
errand. 

The  books  were  not  easy  to  procure ;  and  the 
answer  at  several  shops  was,  either  that  they 
were  just  out  of  them,  or  that  they  never  kept 
them,  or  that  they  had  had  a  great  many  last 
month,  or  that  they  expected  a  great  many  next 
week.  But  Susan  was  not  easily  baffled  in  such 
an  enterprise  ;  and  having  entrapped  a  white- 
haired  youth,  in  a  black  calico  apron,  from  a 
library  where  she  was  known,  to  accompany 
her  in  her  quest,  she  led  him  such  a  life  in  going 
up  and  down,  that  he  exerted  himself  to  the 
utmost,  if  it  were  only  to  get  rid  of  her ;  and 
finally  enabled  her  to  return  home  in  triumph. 

With  these  treasures,  then,  after  her  own  daily 
lessons  were  over,  Florence  sat  down  at  night 
to  track  Paul's  footsteps  through  the  thorny 
ways  of  learning ;  and  being  possessed  of  a 
naturally  quick  and  sound  capacity,  and  taught 
by  that  most  wonderful  of  masters,  love,  it  was 
not  long  before  she  gained  upon  Paul's  heels, 
and  caught  and  passed  him. 

Not  a  word  of  this  was  breathed  to  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin :  but  many  a  night  when  they  were  all  in 
bed,  and  when  Miss  Nipper,  with  her  hair  in 
papers  and  herself  asleep  in  soine  uncomfortable 
attitude,  reposed  unconscious  by  her  side  ;  and 
when  the  chinking  ashes  in  the  grate  were  cold 
and  grey;  and  when  the  candles  were  burnt 
down  and  guttering  out ;  Florence  tried  so  hard 
to  be  a  substitute  for  one  small  Dombey,  that 
her  fortitude  and  perseverance  might  have 
almost  won  her  a  free  right  to  bear  the  name 
herself 

And  high  was  her  reward,  when  one  Saturday 
evening,  as  little  Paul  was  sitting  down  as  usual 
to  "  resume  his  studies,"  she  sat  down  by  his 
side,  and  showed  him  all  that  was  so  rough, 
made  smooth,  and  all  that  was  so  dark,  made 
clear  and  plain,  before  him.  It  was  nothing  but 
a  startled  look  in  Paul's  wan  face — a  flush — a 
smile — and  then  a  close  embrace — but  God 
knows  how  her  heart  leaped  up  at  this  rich  pay- 
ment for  her  trouble. 

"  Oh,  Floy  ! "  cried  her  brother,  "  how  I  love 
you  !     How  I  love  you,  Floy  ! " 

"  And  I  you,  dear  I  " 

"  Oh  !  I  am  sure  of  that,  Floy  !  " 
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He  said  no  more  about  it,  but  all  that  evening 
sat  close  by  her,  very  quiet ;  and  in  the  night  he 
called  out  from  his  little  room  within  hers,  three 
or  four  times,  that  he  loved  her. 

Regularly,  after  tliat,  Florence  was  prepared 
to  sit  down  with  Paul  on  Saturday  night,  and 
patiently  assist  him  through  so  much  as  they 
could  anticipate  together  of  his  next  week's 
work.  The  cheering  thought  that  he  was  labour- 
ing on  where  Florence  had  just  toiled  before 
him  would,  of  itself,  have  been  a  stimulant  to 
Paul  in  the  perpetual  resumption  of  his  studies ; 
but,  coupled  with  the  actual  lig^itening  of  his 
load,  consequent  on  this  assistance,  it  saved 
him,  possibly,  from  sinking  underneath  the  bur- 
den which  the  fair  Cornelia  Blimber  piled  upon 
his  back. 

It  was  not  that  Miss  Blimber  meant  to  be  too 
hard  upon  him,  or  that  Doctor  Blimber  meant 
to  bear  too  heavily  on  the  young  gentlemen  in 
general.  Cornelia  merely  held  the  faith  in  which 
she  had  been  bred  ;  and  the  Doctor,  in  some 
partial  confusion  of  his  ideas,  regarded  the  young 
gentlemen  as  if  they  were  all  Doctors,  and  were 
born  grown  up.  Comforted  by  the  applause  of 
the  young  gentlemen's  nearest  relations,  and 
urged  on  by  their  blind  vanity  and  ill-considered 
haste,  it  would  have  been  strange  if  Doctor 
Blimber  had  discovered  his  mistake,  or  trimmed 
his  swelling  sails  to  any  other  tack.  " 

Thus  in  the  case  of  Paul.  When  Doctor 
Blimber  said  he  made  great  progress,  and  was 
naturally  clever,  Mr.  Dombey  was  more  bent 
than  ever  on  his  being  forced  and  crammed.  In 
the  case  of  Briggs,  when  Doctor  Blimber  re- 
ported that  he  did  not  make  great  progress  yet, 
and  was  not  naturally  clever,  Briggs  senior  was 
inexorable  in  the  same  purpose.  In  short,  how- 
ever high  and  false  the  temperature  at  which 
the  Doctor  kept  his  hothouse,  the  owners  of  the 
plants  were  always  ready  to  lend  a  helping  hand 
at  the  bellows,  and  to  stir  the  fire. 

Such  spirits  as  he  had  in  the  outset,  Paul 
soon  lost,  of  course.  But  he  retained  all  that 
vi-as  strange,  and  old,  and  thoughtful  in  his  cha- 
racter :  and,  under  circumstances  so  favourable 
to  the  development  of  those  tendencies,  be- 
came even  more  strange,  and  old,  and  thought- 
ful than  before. 

The  only  difference  was,  that  he  kept  his 
character  to  himself.  He  grew  more  thoughtful 
and  reserved  every  day ;  and  had  no  such  curi- 
osity in  any  living  member  of  the  Doctor's  house- 
hold as  he  had  had  in  Mrs.  Pipchin.  He  loved 
to  be  alone  ;  and,  in  those  short  intervals  when 
he  was  not  occupied  with  his  books,  liked 
nothing  so  well  as  wandering  about  the  house 


by  himself,  or  sitting  on  the  stairs,  listening  to 
the  great  clock  in  the  hall.  He  was  intimate 
with  all  the  paper-hanging  in  the  house;  saw 
things  that  no  one  else  saw  in  the  patterns ; 
found  out  miniature  tigers  and  lions  running  up 
the  bedroom  walls,  and  squinting  faces  leering 
in  the  squares  and  diamonds  of  the  floor-clotli. 

The  solitary  child  lived  on,  surrounded  by 
this  arabesque  work  of  his  musing  fancy,  and  no 
one  understood  him.  Mrs.  Blimber  thought 
him  '■■  odd,"  and  sometimes  the  servants  said 
among  themselves  that  little  Dombey  "moped  ;" 
but  that  was  all. 

Unless  young  Toots  had  some  idea  on  the 
subject,  to  the  expression  of  which  he  was 
wholly  unequal.  Ideas,  like  ghosts  (according 
to  the  common  notion  of  ghosts),  must  be 
spoken  to  a  little  before  they  will  explain  them- 
selves ;  and  Toots  had  long  left  off  asking  any 
questions  of  his  own  mind.  Some  mist  there 
may  have  been,  issuing  from  that  leaden  casket, 
his  cranium,  which,  if  it  could  have  taken  shape 
and  form,  would  have  become  a  genie ;  but  it 
could  not ;  and  it  only  so  far  followed  the  ex- 
ample of  the  smoke  in  the  Arabian  story  as  to  roll 
out  in  a  thick  cloud,  and  there  hang  and  hover. 
But  it  left  a  little  figure  visible  upon  a  lonely 
shore,  and  Toots  was  always  staring  at  it. 

"How  are  you?"  he  would  say  to  Paul  fifty 
times  a  day. 

"  Quite  well,  sir,  thank  you,"  Paul  would 
answer. 

"  Shake  hands,"  would  be  Toots's  next  ad- 
vance. 

Which  Paul,  of  course,  would  immediately  do. 
Mr.  Toots  generally  said  again,  after  a  long 
interval  of  staring  and  hard  breathing,  "  How 
are  you  ? "  To  which  Paul  again  rephed, 
"  Quite  well,  sir,  thank  you." 

One  evening  Mr.  Toots  was  sitting  at  his 
desk,  oppressed  by  correspondence,  when  a 
great  purpose  seemed  to  flash  upon  him.  He 
laid  down  his  pen,  and  went  off  to  seek  Paul, 
whom  he  found  at  last,  after  a  long  search, 
looking  through  the  window  of  his  little  bed- 
room. 

"  I  say  !  "  cried  Toots,  speaking  the  moment 
he  entered  the  room,  lest  he  should  forget  it ; 
"  what  do  you  think  about?' 

'"  Oh  1  I  think  about  a  great  many  things," 
replied  Paul. 

"  Do  you,  though  ?  "  said  Toots,  appearing  to 
consider  that  fact  in  itself  surprising. 

"  If  you  had  to  die "  said  Paul,  looking 

up  into  his  face. 

Mr.  Toots  started,  and  seemed  much  dis- 
turbed. 
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" — Don't  you  think  you  would  rather  die  on 
a  moonlight  night,  when  the  sky  was  quite  clear, 
and  the  wind  blowing,  as  it  did  last  night?" 

Air.  Toots  said,  looking  doubtfully  at  Paul, 
and  shaking  his  head,  that  he  didn't  know 
about  that. 

"  Not  blowing,  at  least,"  said  Paul,  '•'  but 
sounding  in  the  air  like  the  sea  sounds  in  the 
shells.  It  was  a  beautiful  night.  When  I  had  list- 
ened to  the  water  for  a  long  time,  I  got  up  and 
looked  out.  There  was  a  boat  over  there,  in 
the  full  light  of  the  moon  ;  a  boat  with  a  sail." 

The  child  looked  at  him  so  steadfastly,  and 
spoke  so  earnestly,  that  Mr.  Toots,  feeling  him- 
self called  upon  to  say  something  about  this 
boat,  said,  "  Smugglers."  But,  with  an  impar- 
tial remembrance  of  there  being  two  sides  to 
every  question,  he  added,  "  or  Preventive." 

"  A  boat  with  a  sail,"  repeated  Paul,  "  in  the 
full  light  of  the  moon.  The  sail  like  an  arm, 
all  silver.  It  went  away  into  the  distance,  and 
what  do  you  think  it  seemed  to  do  as  it  moved 
with  the  waves  ?  '' 

"  Pitch,"  said  Mr.  Toots. 

"  It  seemed  to  beckon,"  said  the  child,  "  to 
beckon  me  to  come  ! — There  she  is  !  There 
she  is  ! " 

Toots  was  almost  beside  himself  with  dismay 
at  this  sudden  exclamation,  after  what  had  gone 
before,  and  cried,  "  Who  ?  " 

"  My  sister  Florence  !  "  cried  Paul,  "  looking 
up  here,  and  waving  her  hand.  She  sees  me — 
she  sees  me !  Good  night,  dear,  good  night, 
good  night !  " 

His  quick  transition  to  a  state  of  unbounded 
pleasure,  as  he  stood  at  his  window,  kissing  and 
clapping  his  hands  :  and  the  way  in  which  the 
light  retreated  from  his  features  as  she  passed 
out  of  his  view,  and  left  a  patient  melancholy 
on  the  little  fiice  :  were  too  remarkable  wholly 
to  escape  even  Toots's  notice.  Their  interview 
being  interrupted  at  this  moment  by  a  visit  from 
Mrs.  Pipchin,  who  usually  brought  her  black 
skirts  to  bear  upon  Paul  just  before  dusk,  once 
or  twice  a  week,  Toots  had  no  opportunity  of 
improving  the  occasion  :  but  it  left  so  marked 
an  impression  on  his  mind,  that  he  twice  re- 
turned, after  having  exchanged  the  usual  saluta- 
tions, to  ask  Mrs.  Pipchin  how  she  did.  This 
the  irascible  old  lady  conceived  to  be  a  deeply- 
devised  and  long-meditated  insult,  originating  in 
the  diabolical  invention  of  the  weak-eyed  young 
man  down-stairs,  against  whom  she  accordingly 
lodged  a  formal  complaint  with  Doctor  Blimber 
that  very  night ;  who  mentioned  to  the  young 
man  that  ii  he  ever  did  it  again,  he  should  be 
obliged  to  part  with  him. 


The  evenings  being  longer  now,  Paul  stole  up 
to  his  window  every  evening  to  look  out  for 
Florence.  She  always  passed  and  repassed  at  a 
certain  time  until  she  saw  him  ;  and  their  mutual 
recognition  was  a  gleam  of  sunshine  in  Paul's 
daily  life.  Often,  after  dark,  one  other  figure 
walked  alone  before  the  Doctor's  house.  He 
rarely  joined  them  on  the  Saturday  now.  He 
could  not  bear  it.  He  would  rather  come  un- 
recognised, and  look  up  at  the  windows  where 
his  son  was  qualifying  for  a  man  ;  and  wait, 
and  watch,  and  plan,  and  hope. 

Oh  !  could  he  but  have  seen,  or  seen  as 
others  did,  the  slight,  spare  boy  above,  watch- 
ing the  waves  and  clouds  at  twilight  with  his 
earnest  eyes,  and  breasting  the  window  of  his 
solitary  cage  when  birds  flew  by,  as  if  he  would 
have  emulated  them,  and  soared  away  ! 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

SHIPPING   INTELLIGENCE  AND    OFFICE   BUSINESS. 

R.  DOMBEY'S  offices  were  in  a  court 
where  there  was  an  old-established 
stall  of  choice  fruit  at  the   corner  : 
where  perambulating  merchants,  of 
both  sexes,  offered  for  sale,  at  any 
time  between  the  hours  of  ten  and 
five,  slippers,  pocket-books,  sponges,  dogs' 
^^   collars,  and  Windsor  soap  ;  and  sometimes 
a  pointer  or  an  oil-painting. 

The  pointer  always  came  that  way,  with  a 
view  to  the  Stock  Exchange,  where  a  sporting 
taste  (originating  generally  in  bets  of  new  hats) 
is  much  in  vogue.  The  other  commodities  \\'ere 
addressed  to  the  general  public ;  but  they  were 
never  offered  by  the  venders  to  Mr.  Dom- 
bey.  When  he  appeared,  the  dealers  in  those 
wares  fell  oft'  respectfully.  The  jjrincipal 
slipper  and  dog's-collar  man — who  considered 
himself  a  public  character,  and  whose  portrait 
was  screwed  on  to  an  artist's  door  in  Cheapside 
— threw  up  his  forefinger  to  the  brim  of  his  hat 
as  Mr.  Dorabey  went  by.  The  ticket  porter,  if 
he  were  not  absent  on  a  job,  always  ran 
officiously  before,  to  open  Mr.  Dombey's  office 
door  as  wide  as  possible,  and  hold  it  open,  with 
his  hat  off,  while  he  entered. 

The  clerks  within  were  not  a  wliit  behindhand 
in  their  demonstrations  of  respect.  A  solemn 
hush  prevailed  as  Mr.  Dombey  passed  through 
the  outer  office.  The  wit  of  the  Counting-house 
became,  in  a  moment,  as  mute  as  the  row  of 
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leathern  fire-buckets  hanging  up  behind  him. 
Such  vapid  and  flat  daylight  as  filtered  through 
the  ground-glass  windows  and  skylights,  leaving 
a  black  sediment  upon  the  panes,  showed  the 
books  and  papers,  and  the  figures  bending  over 
them,  enveloped  in  a  studious  gloom,  and  as 
much  abstracted,  in  appearance,  from  the  world 
without,  as  if  they  were  assembled  at  the  bottom 
of  the  sea  ;  while  a  mouldy  little  strong-room  in 
the  obscure  perspective,  where  a  shaded  lamp 
was  always  burning,  might  have  represented  the 
cavern  of  some  ocean  monster,  looking  on  with 
a  red  eye  at  these  mysteries  of  the  deep. 

When  Perch,  the  messenger,  whose  place  was 
on  a  litde  bracket,  like  a  time-piece,  saw  Mr. 
Dombey  come  in — or  rather,  when  he  felt  that 
he  was  coming,  for  he  had  usually  an  instinctive 
sense  of  his  approach — he  hurried  into  Mr. 
Dombey's  room,  stirred  the  fire,  quarried  fresh 
coals  from  the  bowels  of  the  coal-box,  hung  the 
newspaper  to  air  upon  the  fender,  put  the  chair 
ready,  and  the  screen  in  its  place,  and  was  round 
upon  his  heel  on  the  instant  of  Mr.  Dombey's 
entrance,  to  take  his  great-coat  and  hat,  and 
hang  them  up.  Then  Perch  took  the  news- 
paper, and  gave  it  a  turn  or  two  in  his  hands 
before  the  fire,  and  laid  it,  deferentially,  at 
Mr.  Dombey's  elbow.  And  so  little  objection 
had  Perch  to  doing  deferential  in  the  last  degree, 
that  if  he  might  have  laid  himself  at  Mr.  Dom- 
bey's feet,  or  might  have  called  him  by  some 
such  title  as  used  to  be  bestowed  upon  the 
Caliph  Haroun  Alraschid,  he  would  have  been 
all  the  better  pleased. 

As  this  honour  would  have  been  an  innova- 
tion and  an  experiment.  Perch  was  fain  to  con- 
tent himself  by  expressing  as  well  as  he  could, 
in  his  manner,  You  are  the  Light  of  my  Eyes. 
You  are  the  Breath  of  my  Soul.  You  are  the 
Commander  of  the  Faithful  Perch  !  With  this 
imperfect  happiness  to  cheer  him,  he  would  shut 
the  door  softly,  walk  away  on  tiptoe,  and  leave 
his  great  chief  to  be  stared  at,  through  a  dome- 
shaped  window  in  the  leads,  by  ugly  chimney- 
pots and  backs  of  houses,  and  especially  by  the 
bold  window  of  a  hair-cutting  saloon  on  a  first 
floor,  where  a  waxen  effigy,  bald  as  a  Mussulman 
'.n  the  morning,  and  covered,  after  eleven  o'clock 
in  the  day,  with  luxuriant  hair  and  whiskers  in 
the  latest  Christian  fashion,  showed  him  the 
wrong  side  of  its  head  for  ever. 

Between  Mr.  Dombey  and  the  common  world, 
as  it  was  accessible  through  the  medium  of  the 
outer  office — to  which  Mr.  Dombey's  presence 
in  his  own  room  may  be  said  to  have  struck  like 
damp,  or  cold  air — there  were  two  degrees  of 
descent.     Mr.  Carker,  in  his  own  oftice,\vas  the 


first  step ;  Mr.  Morfin,  in  Ids  own  office,  was 
the  second.  Each  of  these  gentlemen  occupied 
a  little  chamber  like  a  bath-room,  opening  from 
the  passage  outside  Mr.  Dombey's  door.  Mr. 
Carker,  as  Grand  Vizier,  inhabited  the  room 
that  was  nearest  to  the  Sultan.  Mr.  Morfin,  as 
an  officer  of  inferior  state,  inhabited  the  room 
that  was  nearest  to  the  clerks. 

The  gentleman  last  mentioned  was  a  cheerful- 
looking,  hazel-eyed,  elderly  bachelor ;  gravely 
attired,  as  to  his  upper  man,  in  black ;  and  as  to 
his  legs,  in  pepper-and-salt  colour.  His  dark 
hair  was  just  touched  here  and  there  with  specks 
of  grey,  as  though  the  tread  of  Time  had  splashed 
it :  and  his  whiskers  were  already  white.  He 
had  a  mighty  respect  for  Mr.  Dombey,  and  ren- 
dered him  due  homage  ;  but  as  he  was  of  a 
genial  temper  himself,  and  never  wholly  at  his 
ease  in  that  stately  presence,  he  was  disquieted 
by  no  jealousy  of  the  many  conferences  enjoyed 
by  Mr.  Carker,  and  felt  a  secret  satisfaction  in 
having  duties  to  discharge  which  rarely  exposed 
him  to  be  singled  out  for  such  distinction.  He 
was  a  great  musical  amateur  in  his  way— after 
business ;  and  had  a  paternal  affection  for  his 
violoncello,  which  was  once  in  every  week  trans- 
ported from  Islington,  his  place  of  abode,  to  a 
certain  club-room  hard  by  the  Bank,  where 
quartets  of  the  most  tormenting  and  excruciating 
nature  were  executed  every  Wednesday  evening 
by  a  private  party.  Mr.  Carker  was  a  gentleman 
thirty-eight  or  forty  years  old,  of  a  florid  com- 
plexion, and  with  two  unbroken  rows  of  glisten- 
ing teeth,  whose  regularity  and  whiteness  were 
quite  distressing.  It  was  impossible  to  escape 
the  observation  of  them,  for  he  showed  them 
whenever  he  spoke ;  and  bore  so  wide  a  smile 
upon  his  countenance  (a  smile,  however,  very 
rarely  indeed  extending  beyond  his  mouth),  that 
there  w^as  something  in  it  like  the  snarl  of  a  cat. 
He  affected  a  stiff  white  cravat,  after  the  example 
of  his  principal,  and  was  always  closely  buttoned 
up  and  tightly  dressed.  His  manner  towards 
Mr.  Dombey  was  deeply  conceived  and  per- 
fectly expressed.  He  was  familiar  with  him,  in 
the  very  extremity  of  his  sense  of  the  distance 
between  them.  "  Mr.  Dombey,  to  a  man  in 
your  position  from  a  man  in  mine,  there  is  no 
show  of  subservience,  compatible  with  the  trans- 
action of  business  between  us,  that  I  should 
think  sufficient.  I  frankly  tell  you,  sir,  I  give  it 
up  altogether.  I  feel  that  I  could  not  satisfy 
my  own  mind ;  and  Heaven  knows,  Mr.  Dom- 
bey, you  can  afford  to  dispense  with  the  endea- 
vour." If  he  had  carried  these  words  about 
with  him,  printed  on  a  placard,  and  had  con- 
stantly offered  it  to  Mr.  Dombey's  perusal  on 
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the  breast  of  his  coat,  he  could  not  have  been 
more  expHcit  than  he  was. 

Tliis  was  Carker  the  manager.  Mr.  Carker 
the  junior,  Walter's  friend,  was  his  brother  ;  two 
or  three  years  older  than  he,  but  widely  removed 


in  station.  The  younger  brother's  post  was  on 
the  top  of  the  official  ladder  ;  the  elder  brother's 
at  the  bottom.  The  elder  brother  never  gained 
a  stave,  or  raised  his  foot  to  mount  one.  Young 
men  passed  above  his  head,  and  rose  and  rose  ; 


"you    RESr'ECT    NOBODY,    CARKER,    I    IHIiNK,"    SAID    MR.    DOMDEY. 

"NO.'"    INQUIRED   CARKER,   WITH   ANOTHER  WIDE  AND   MOST   FELINE  SHOW   OF   HIS   TEETH. 


but  he  was  always  at  the  bottom.  He  was  quite 
resigned  to  occupy  that  low  condition  :  never 
complained  of  it :  and  certainly  never  hoped  to 
escape  from  it. 

"  How  do  you  do  this  morning?"  said   Mr. 
Carker   the    manager,    entering    Mr.    Dombey's 


room  soon  after  his  arrival  one  day  :  with  a 
bundle  of  papers  in  his  hand. 

"How  do  you  do,  Carker?"  faid  Mr.  Dombcy, 
rising  from  his  chair,  and  standing  with  his  back 
tt)  the  fire.    "  Have  you  anything  there  for  me  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  need  trouble  you,"  re- 
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turned  Carker,  turning  over  the  papers  in  his 
hand.  "  You  have  a  committee  to-day  at  three, 
you  know." 

"  And  one  at  three,  three-quarters,"  added 
Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Catch  you  forgetting  anything  !  "  exclaimed 
Carker,  still  turning  over  his  papers.  "  If  Mr. 
Paul  inherits  your  memory,  he'll  be  a  troublesome 
customer  in  the  House.    One  of  you  is  enough." 

"  You  have  an  accurate  memor)'  of  your  own," 
said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"Oh!/.''"  returned  the  manager.  "  It's  the 
only  capital  of  a  man  like  /«d" 

Mr.  Dombey  did  not  look  less  pompous,  or  at 
all  displeased,  as  he  stood  leaning  against  the 
chimney-piece,  surveying  his  (of  course  uncon- 
scious) clerk  from  head  to  foot.  The  stiffness 
and  nicety  of  Mr.  Carker's  dress,  and  a  certain 
arrogance  of  manner,  either  natural  to  him  or 
imitated  from  a  pattern  not  far  off,  gave  great 
additional  eflect  to  his  humility.  He  seemed 
a  man  who  would  contend  against  the  power 
that  vanquished  him,  if  he  could,  but  who  was 
utterly  borne  down  by  the  greatness  and  supe- 
riority of  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Is  Morfin  here  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Dombey  after 
a  short  pause,  during  which  Mr.  Carker  had 
been  Huttering  his  papers,  and  muttering  little 
abstracts  of  their  contents  to  himself. 

"  Morfin's  here,"  he  answered,  looking  up 
jvith  his  widest  and  most  sudden  smile  ;  "  hum- 
ming musical  recollections — of  his  last  night's 
quartet  party,  I  suppose — through  the  walls 
between  us,  and  driving  me  half  mad.  I  wish 
he'd  make  a  bonfire  of  his  violoncello,  and  burn 
his  music-books  in  it." 

"  You  respect  nobody,  Carker,  I  think,"  said 
Mr.  Dombey. 

"No?"  inquired  Carker,  with  another  wide 
and  most  feline  show  of  his  teeth.  "Well!  Not 
many  people,  I  believe.  I  wouldn't  answer, 
perhaps,"  he  munnured,  as  if  he  were  only  think- 
mg  it,  "  for  more  than  one." 

A  dangerous  quality,  if  real ;  and  a  not  less 
dangerous  one,  if  feigned.  But  Mr.  Dombey 
hardly  seemed  to  think  so,  as  he  still  stood  \vith 
his  back  to  the  fire,  drawn  up  to  his  full  height, 
and  looking  at  his  head  clerk  with  a  dignified 
composure,  in  which  there  seemed  to  lurk  a 
stronger  latent  sense  of  power  than  usual. 

"Talking  of  Morfin,"  resumed  Mr.  Carker, 
taking  out  one  paper  from  the  rest,  "  he  reports 
a  junior  dead  in  the  agency  at  Barbadoes,  and 
proposes  to  reserve  a  passage  in  the  Son  and 
Heir — she'll  sail  in  a  month  or  so — for  the 
successor.  You  don't  care  who  goes,  I  suppose  ? 
We  have  nobody  of  that  sort  here." 


Mr.  Dombey  shook  his  head  with  supreme 
indifference. 

"  It's  no  very  precious  appointment,"  observed 
Mr.  Carker,  taking  up  a  pen  with  which  to 
indorse  a  memorandum  on  the  back  of  the  paper. 
"  I  hope  ■  he  may  bestow  it  on  some  orphan 
nephew  of  a  musical  friend.  It  may  perhaps 
stop  his  fiddle-playing,  if  he  has  a  gift  that  way. 
Who's  that  ?     Come  in  !  " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Carker.  I  didn't  know 
you  were  here,  sir,"  answered  AValter,  appearing 
with  some  letters  in  his  hand,  unopened,  and 
newly  arrived.    "  Mr.  Carker  the  junior,  sir " 

At  the  mention  of  this  name,  Mr.  Carker  the 
manager  was,  or  aftected  to  be,  touched  to  the 
quick  with  shame  and  humiliation.  He  cast  his 
eyes  full  on  Mr.  Dombey  with  an  altered  and 
apologetic  look,  abased  them  on  the  ground, 
and  remained  for  a  moment  without  speaking. 

"I  thought,  sir,"  he  said  suddenly  and  angrily, 
turning  on  Walter,  "  that  you  had  been  before 
requested  not  to  drag  Mr.  Carker  the  junior 
into  your  conversation." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  returned  Walter.  "  I 
was  only  going  to  say  that  Mr.  Carker  the  junior 
had  told  me  he  believed  you  were  gone  out,  or  I 
should  not  have  knocked  at  the  door  when  you 
were  engaged  with  Mr.  Dombey.  These  are 
letters  for  Mr.  Dombey,  sir." 

"  Very  well,  sir,"  returned  Mr.  Carker  the 
manager,  plucking  them  sharply  from  his  hand. 
"  Go  about  your  business." 

But,  in  taking  them  with  so  little  ceremony, 
Mr.  Carker  dropped  one  on  the  floor,  and  did 
not  see  what  he  had  done ;  neither  did  Mr. 
Dombey  observe  the  letter  lying  near  his  feet. 
Walter  hesitated  for  a  moment,  thinking  that 
one  or  other  of  them  would  notice  it ;  but  find- 
ing that  neither  did,  he  stopped,  came  back, 
picked  it  up,  and  laid  it  himself  on  Mr.  Dom- 
bey's  desk.  The  letters  were  post  letters ;  and 
it  happened  that  the  one  in  question  was  Mrs. 
Pipchin's  regular  report,  directed  as  usual — for 
Mrs.  Pipchinwas  but  an  indifferent  penwoman — 
by  Florence.  Mr.  Dombey,  having  his  attention 
silently  called  to  this  letter  by  Walter,  started 
and  looked  fiercely  at  him,  as  if  he  believed  that 
he  had  purposely  selected  it  from  all  the  rest. 

"You  can  leave  the  room,  sir!"  said  Mr. 
Dombey  haughtily. 

He  crushed  the  letter  in  his  hand ;  and,  hav- 
ing watched  Walter  out  at  the  door,  put  it  in  his 
pocket  without  breaking  the  seal. 

"  You  want  somebody  to  send  to  the  West 
Indies,  you  were  saying,"  observed  Mr.  Dombey 
hurriedly. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Carker. 
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"  Send  young  Gay." 

"  Good,  very  good  indeed.  Nothing  easier," 
said  Mr.  Carker  without  any  show  of  surprise, 
and  taking  up  the  pen  to  re-indorse  the  letter  as 
coolly  as  he  had  done  before.  "  '  Send  young 
Gay.'" 

"  Call  him  back,"  said  Mr.  Dombe)-. 

Mr.  Carker  was  quick  to  do  so,  and  Walter 
was  quick  to  return. 

"  Gay,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  turning  a  little  to 
look  at  him  over  his  shoulder,  "  here  is  a " 

"  An  opening,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  with  his 
mouth  stretched  to  the  utmost. 

"  In  the  West  Indies.  At  Barbadoes.  I  am 
going  to  send  you,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  scorning 
to  embellish  the  bare  truth,  "  to  fill  a  junior 
situation  in  the  counting-house  at  Barbadoes. 
Let  your  uncle  know  from  me  that  I  have  chosen 
you  to  go  to  the  West  Indies." 

Walter's  breath  was  so  completely  taken  away 
by  his  astonishment,  that  he  could  hardly  tind 
enough  for  the  repetition  of  the  words  "  West 
Indies." 

"  Somebody  must  go,"  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
"and  you  are  young  and  healthy,  and  your 
uncle's  circumstances  are  not  good.  Tell  your 
uncle  that  you  are  appointed.  You  will  not  go 
yet.  There  will  be  an  interval  of  a  month — or 
two,  perhaps." 

"  Shall  1  remain  there,  sir  ?  ''  inquired  Walter. 

'■Will  you  remain  there,  sir!"  repeated  Mr. 
Dombey,  turning  a  little  more  round  towards 
him.  "What  do  you  mean?  What  does  he 
mean,  Carker?" 

"  Live  there,  sir  ?"  faltered  Walter. 

"  Certainly,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey. 

Walter  bowed. 

"  That's  all,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  resuming  his 
letters.  "  You  will  explain  to  him  in  good  time 
about  the  usual  outfit,  and  so  forth,  Carker,  of 
course.     He  needn't  wait,  Carker." 

"  You  needn't  wait,  Gay,"  observed  I\Ir.  Car- 
ker :  bare  to  the  gums. 

"  Unless,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  stopping  in  his 
reading  without  looking  off  the  letter,  and  seem- 
ing to  listen — "  unless  he  has  anything  to  say." 

'•  No,  sir,"  returned  Walter,  agitated  and  con- 
fused, and  almost  stunned,  as  an  infinite  variety 
of  pictures  presented  themselves  to  his  mind  ; 
among  which  Captain  Cuttle,  in  his  glazed 
liat,  transfixed  with  astonishment  at  Mrs.  Mac- 
Stinger's,  and  his  uncle  bemoaning  his  loss  in 
the  little  back-parlour,  held  prominent  places. 
"  I  hardly  know — I — I  am  niucli  obliged,  sir." 

"  He  needn't  wait,  Carker,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

And  as  Mr.  Carker  again  echoed  the  words, 
and  also  collected  his  papers  as  if  he  were  going 


away  too,  Walter  felt  that  his  lingering  any 
longer  would  be  an  unpardonable  mtrusion — 
especially  as  he  had  nothing  to  say — and  tliere- 
fore  walked  out  quite  confounded. 

Going  along  the  passage,  with  the  mingled 
consciousness  and  helplessness  of  a  dream,  he 
heard  Mr.  Dombey's  door  shut  again  as  Mr. 
Carker  came  out :  and  immediately  afterwards 
that  gentleman  called  to  him. 

"  Bring  your  friend  Mr.  Carker  the  junior  to 
my  room,  sir,  if  you  please." 

Walter  went  to  the  outer  office,  and  apprised 
Mr.  Carker  the  junior  of  his  errand,  who  accord- 
ingly came  out  from  behind  a  partition  where  he 
sat  alone  in  one  corner,  and  returned  with  him 
to  tlie  room  of  Mr.  Carker  the  manager. 

That  gentleman  was  standing  with  his  back  to 
the  fire,  and  his  hands  under  his  coat-tails,  look- 
ing over  his  white  cravat,  as  unpromisingly  as 
Mr.  Dombey  himself  could  have  looked.  He 
received  them  without  any  change  in  his  attitude 
or  softening  of  his  harsh  and  black  expression  : 
merely  signing  to  Walter  to  close  the  door. 

"  John  Carker,"  said  the  manager,  when  this 
was  done,  turning  suddenly  upon  his  brother, 
with  his  two  rows  of  teeth  bristling  as  if  he  would 
have  bitten  him,  "  what  is  the  league  between 
you  and  this  young  man,  in  virtue  of  which  I 
am  haunted  and  hunted  by  the  mention  of  your 
name  ?  Is  it  not  enough  for  you,  John  Carker, 
that  I  am  your  near  relation,  and  can't  detach 
myself  from  that " 

"  Say  disgrace,  James,"  interposed  the  other 
in  a  low  voice,  finding  that  he  stammered  for  a 
word.  "  You  meant  it,  and  have  reason  .  say 
disgrace." 

"  From  that  disgrace,"  assented  his  brother 
with  keen  emphasis,  "  but  is  the  fact  to  be  blurted 
out  and  trumpeted,  and  proclaimed"  continually 
in  the  presence  of  the  ver}-  House  ?  In  moments 
of  confidence,  too?  Do  you  think  your  name 
is  calculated  to  harmonise  in  this  place  with 
trust  and  confidence,  John  Carker?" 

"  No,"  returned  the  other.  "  No,  James.  God 
knows  I  have  no  such  thought." 

"  What  is  your  thought,  then  ? "  said  his 
brother,  "  and  why  do  you  thrust  yourself  in  my 
way  ?  Haven't  you  injured  me  enougii  already  ?  " 

"  I  have  never  injured  you,  James,  wilfully." 

"  You  are  my  brother,"  said  the  manager. 
"  That's  injury  enough." 

"  I  wish  I  could  undo  it,  James." 

"  I  wish  vou  could  and  would." 

During  this  conversation,  Walter  had  looked 
from  one  brother  to  the  otlier  with  pain  and 
amazement.  He  who  was  the  senior  in  years, 
and  junior  in  the  House,  stood,  with  his  eyes 
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cast  upon  the  ground,  and  his  head  bowed, 
humbly  Hstening  to  the  reproaches  of  the  other. 
Though  these  were  rendered  very  bitter  by  the 
tone  and  look  with  which  they  were  accom- 
panied, and  by  the  presence  of  Walter,  whom 
they  so  much  surprised  and  shocked,  he  entered 
no  other  protest  against  them  than  by  slightly 
raising  his  right  hand  in  a  deprecatory  manner, 
as  if  he  would  have  said,  "  Spare  me  !''  So,  had 
they  been  blows,  and  he  a  brave  man,  under 


strong  constraint,  and  weakened  by  bodily  suf- 
fering, he  mig.:t  have  stood  before  the  execu- 
tioner. 

Geirerous  and  quick  in  all  his  emotions,  and 
regarding  himself  as  the  innocent  occasion  of 
these  taunts,  Walter  now  struck  in  with  all  the 
earnestness  he  felt. 

"  Mr.  Carker,"  he  said,  addressing  himself  to 
the  manager,  "  indeed,  indeed,  this  is  my  fault 
solely.     In  a  kind  of  heedlessness  for  which  I 
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cannot  blame  myself  enough,  I  have,  I  have  no 
doubt,  mentioned  Mr.  Carker  the  junior  much 
oftener  than  was  necessary ;  and  have  allowed 
his  name  sometimes  to  slip  through  my  lips, 
when  it  was  against  your  express  wish.  But  it 
has  been  my  own  mistake,  sir.  We  have  never 
exchanged  one  word  upon  the  subject — very 
few,  indeed,  on  any  subject.  And  it  has  not 
been,"  added  Walter  after  a  moment's  pause, 
"  all  heedlessness  on  my  part,  sir ;  for  I  have 


felt  an  interest  in  Mr.  Carker  ever  since  I  have 
been  here,  and  have  hardly  been  able  to  help 
speaking  of  him  sometimes,  when  I  have  thought 
of  him  so  much  !  " 

Walter  said  this  from  his  soul,  and  with  the 
very  breath  of  honour.  For  he  looked  upon 
the  bowed  head,  and  the  downcast  eyes,  and 
upraised  hand,  and  thought,  "  I  have  felt  it ;  and 
why  should  I  not  avow  it  in  behalf  of  this  un- 
friended, broken  man  ?" 
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"  In  truth,  you  have  avoided  me,  Mr.  Carker," 
said  Walter,  with  the  tears  rising  to  his  eyes ;  so 
true  was  his  compassion.  "  I  know  it,  to  my 
disappointment  and  regret.  When  I  first  came 
here,  and  ever  since,  I  am  sure  I  have  tried  to 
be  as  much  your  friend  as  one  of  my  age  could 
presume  to  be  ;  but  it  has  been  of  no  use." 

"  And  observe,"  said  the  manager,  taking  him 
up  quickly,  "  it  will  be  of  still  less  use,  Gay,  if 
you  persist  in  forcing  Mr.  John  Carker's  name 
on  people's  attention.  That  is  not  the  way  to 
befriend  Mr.  John  Carker.  Ask  him  if  he  thinks 
it  is." 

"  It  is  no  service  to  me,"  said  the  brother. 
"  It  only  leads  to  such  a  conversation  as  the 
present,  which  I  need  not  say  I  could  have  well 
spared.  No  one  can  be  a  better  friend  to  me  :" 
he  spoke  here  very  distinctly,  as  if  he  would  mi- 
press  it  upon  Walter :  "  than  iii  forgetting  me, 
and  leaving  me  to  go  my  way,  unquestioned  and 
unnoticed." 

"  Your  memory  not  being  retentive,  Gay,  of 
what  you  are  told  by  others,"  said  Mr.  Carker 
the  manager,  warming  himself  with  great  and 
increased  satisfaction,  "  I  thought  it  well  that 
you  should  be  told  this  from  the  best  authority," 
nodding  towards  his  brother.  "  You  are  not 
likely  to  forget  it  now,  I  hope.  That's  all,  Gay. 
You  can  go." 

Walter  passed  out  at  the  door,  and  was  about 
to  close  it  after  him,  when,  hearing  the  voice  of 
the  brothers  again,  and  also  the  mention  of  his 
own  name,  he  stood  irresolutely,  with  his  hand 
upon  the  lock,  and  the  door  ajar,  uncertain 
whether  to  return  or  go  away.  In  this  position 
he  could  not  help  overhearing  what  followed . 

"  Think  of  me  more  leniently,  if  you  can, 
James,"  said  John  Carker,  "  when  I  tell  you  I 
have  had — how  could  1  help  having,  with  my 
history  written  here  ?"  striking  himself  upon  the 
breast — "  my  whole  heart  awakened  by  my  ob- 
servation of  that  boy,  'Walter  Gay.  I  saw  in 
him,  when  he  first  came  here,  almost  my  other 
self." 

"  Your  other  self  ! "  repeated  tiic  manager 
disdainfully. 

"  Not  as  I  am,  but  as  I  was  when  I  first  came 
here  too ;  as  sanguine,  giddy,  youthful,  inex- 
perienced ;  flushed  with  the  same  restless  and 
adventurous  fancies  ;  and  full  of  the  same  quali- 
ties, fraught  with  the  same  aipacity  of  leading 
on  to  good  or  evil." 

"  I  hope  not,"  said  his  brother,  with  some 
hidden  and  sarcastic  meaning  in  his  tone. 

'•■  You  strike  me  sharply ;  and  your  hand  is 
steady,  and  your  thrust  is  very  deep,"  returned 
the  other,  speaking  (or  so  Walter  thought)  as  if 


some  cruel  weapon  actually  stabbed  him  as  he 
spoke.  "  I  imagined  all  this  when  he  was  a  boy. 
I  believed  it.  It  was  a  truth  to  me.  I  saw  him 
lightly  walking  on  the  edge  of  an  unseen  gulf 
where  so  many  others  walk  with  equal  gaiety, 
and  from  which " 

"  The  old  excuse,"  interrupted  his  brother  as 
he  stirred  the  fire.  "  So  many.  Go  on.  Say,  so 
many  fall." 

'■  From  which  one  traveller  fell,"  returned  the 
other,  "  who  set  forward  on  his  way,  a  boy  like 
him,  and  missed  his  footing  more  and  more,  and 
slipped  a  little  and  a  little  lower,  and  went 
on  stumbling  still,  until  he  fell  headlong,  and 
found  himself  below,  a  shattered  man.  Think 
what  I  suffered  when  I  watched  that  boy." 

"  You  have  only  yourself  to  thank  for  it," 
returned  the  brother. 

"  Only  myself,"  he  assented  with  a  sigh.  "  I 
don't  seek  to  divide  the  blame  or  shame." 

"  You  have  divided  the  shame,"  James  Carker 
muttered  through  his  teeth.  And  through  so 
many  and  such  close  teeth  he  could  mutter  well. 

"  Ah,  James  !"  returned  his  brother,  speaking 
for  the  first  time  in  an  accent  of  reproach,  and 
seeming,  by  the  sound  of  his  voice,  to  have 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  "  I  have  been, 
since  then,  a  useful  foil  to  you.  You  have  trod- 
den on  me  freely,  in  your  climbing  up.  Don't 
spurn  me  with  your  heel ! " 

A  silence  ensued.  After  a  time,  Mr.  Carker 
the  manager  was  heard  rustling  among  his  papers, 
as  if  he  had  resolved  to  bring  the  interview  to  a 
conclusion.  At  the  same  time,  his  brother  with- 
drew nearer  to  the  door. 

"  That's  all,"  he  said.  "  I  watched  him  with 
such  trembling  and  such  fear,  as  was  some  little 
punishment  to  me,  until  he  passed  the  place 
where  I  first  fell ;  and  then,  though  I  had  been 
his  father,  I  believe  I  never  could  have  thanked 
God  more  devoutly.  I  didn't  dare  to  warn  him, 
and  advise  him  :  but,  if  I  had  seen  direct  cause, 
I  would  have  shown  him  my  example.  I  was 
afraid  to  be  seen  speaking  with  him,  lest  it 
should  be  thought  I  did  him  harm,  and  tempted 
him  to  evil,  and  corrupted  him  :  or  lest  I  really 
should.  There  may  be  such  contagion  in  me ; 
I  don't  know.  Piece  out  my  history,  in  con- 
nection with  young  Walter  Gay,  and  what  he 
has  made  me  feel ;  and  think  of  me  more  leni- 
ently, James,  if  you  can." 

Witli  these  words  he  came  out  to  where  Walter 
was  standing.  He  turned  a  little  i)aler  when  he 
saw  him  there,  and  ])aler  yet  wlien  Walter  caugiil 
him  by  the  hand,  and  said  in  a  whisper  ; 

"Mr.  Carker,  pray  let  me  thank  you!  Let 
me  say  how  much  I  feel  for  you  !     How  sorry  I 
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am  to  liave  been  the  unhappy  cause  of  all  this  ! 
How  I  almost  look  upon  you  now  as  my  pro- 
tector and  guardian  !  How  very,  very  much  I 
feel  obliged  to  you  and  pity  you  ! "  said  Walter, 
squeezing  both  his  hands,  and  hardly  knowing, 
in  his  agitation,  what  he  did  or  said. 

Mr.  Morfin's  room  being  close  at  hand  and 
empty,  and  tlie  door  wide  open,  they  moved 
thither  by  one  accord  :  the  passage  being  seldom 
free  from  some  one  passing  to  or  fro.  When 
they  were  tliere,  and  \Valter  saw  in  Mr.  Carker's 
face  some  traces  of  the  emotion  within,  he  almost 
felt  as  if  he  had  never  seen  the  face  before ;  it 
was  so  greatly  changed. 

"Walter,"  he  said,  laying  his  hand  on  his 
shoulder,  "  I  am  far  removed  from  you,  and  may 
I  ever  be  !     Do  you  know  what  I  am  ?  " 

"  What  you  are  ? "  appeared  to  hang  on 
Walter's  lips  as  he  regarded  him  attentively. 

"  It  was  begun,"  said  Carker,  '■  before  my 
twenty-first  birthday — led  up  to  long  before, 
but  not  begun  till  near  that  time.  I  had  robbed 
them  when  I  came  of  age.  I  robbed  them  after- 
wards. Before  my  twenty-second  birthday,  it 
was  all  found  out ;  and  then,  Walter,  from  all 
men's  society,  I  died." 

Again  his  last  few  words  hung  trembling  ujjon 
Walter's  lips,  but  he  could  neither  utter  them, 
nor  any  of  his  own. 

"The  House  was  very  good  to  me.  May 
Heaven  reward  the  old  man  for  his  forbearance  ! 
This  one,  too,  his  son,  who  was  then  newly  in 
the  firm,  where  I  had  held  great  trust.  I  was 
called  into  that  room  which  is  now  his — I  have 
never  entered  it  since — and  came  out  what  you 
know  me.  For  many  years  I  sat  in  my  present 
seat,  alone  as  now,  but  then  a  known  and 
recognised  example  to  the  rest.  They  were  all 
merciful  to  me,  and  I  lived.  Time  has  altered 
that  part  of  my  poor  expiation ;  and  I  think, 
except  the  three  heads  of  the  House,  there  is  no 
one  here  who  knows  my  story  rightly.  Before 
the  little  boy  grows  up,  and  has  it  told  to  him, 
my  corner  may  be  vacant.  I  would  rather  that 
it  might  be  so  !  This  is  the  only  change  to  me 
since  that  day,  when  I  left  all  youth,  and  hope, 
and  good  men's  company  behind  me  in  that 
room.  God  bless  you,  Walter  !  Keep  you,  and 
all  dear  to  you,  in  honesty,  or  strike  them 
(lead  ! " 

Some  recollection  of  his  trembling  from  head 
to  foot,  as  if  with  excessive  cold,  and  of  his 
bursting  into  tears,  was  all  that  Walter  could 
add  to  this,  when  he  tried  to  recall  exactly  what 
had  passed  between  them. 

When  Walter  saw  him  next,  he  was  bending 
over  his  desk,  ni  his  old  silent,  drooping,  hum- 


bled way.  Then,  observing  him  at  his  work, 
and  feeling  how  resolved  he  evidently  was  that 
no  further  intercourse  should  arise  between  them, 
and  thinking  again  and  again  on  all  he  had  seen 
and  heard  that  morning  in  so  short  a  time,  in 
connection  with  the  history  of  both  the  Carkers, 
AV'alter  could  hardly  believe  that  he  was  under 
orders  for  the  West  Indies,  and  would  soon  be 
lost  to  Uncle  Sol  and  Captain  Cuttle,  and  to 
glimpses  few  and  far  between  of  Florence  Doni- 
bey— no,  he  meant  Paul — and  to  all  he  loved, 
and  liked,  and  looked  for  in  his  daily  life. 

But  it  was  true,  and  the  news  had  already 
penetrated  to  the  outer  office  ;  for  while  he  sat 
with  a  heavy  heart,  pondering  on  these  things, 
and  resting  his  head  upon  his  arm,  Perch, 
the  messenger,  descending  from  his  mahogany 
bracket,  and  jogging  his  elbow,  begged  his 
pardon,  but  wished  to  say  in  his  ear,  Did  he 
think  he  could  arrange  to  send  home  to  England 
a  jar  of  preserved  ginger,  cheap,  for  Mrs.  Perch's 
own  eating,  in  the  course  of  her  recovery  from 
her  next  confinement? 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

PAIT,  GROWS   MORE   AND  II  ORE   OLD-FASHIONED,  AND 
GOES   HOME  FOR  THE  HOLIDAYS. 

\ 

•HEN  the  Midsummer  vacation  ap- 
proached, no  indecent  manifesta- 
tions of  joy  were  exhibited  by  the 
leaden-e}'ed  young  gentlemen  as- 
sembled at  Doctor  Blimber's.  Any 
.such  violent  e.xpression  as  "  break- 
i^P  ing  up  "  would  have  been  quite  inappli- 
cable to  that  polite  establishment.  The 
young  gentlemen  oozed  away,  semi-annually,  to 
their  own  homes ;  but  they  never  broke  up. 
They  would  have  scorned  the  action. 

Tozer,  who  was  constantly  galled  and  tor- 
mented by  a  starched  white  cambric  neckerchief, 
which  he  wore  at  the  express  desire  of  Mrs. 
Tozer,  his  parent,  who,  designing  him  for  the 
Church,  was  of  opinion  that  he  couldn't  be  in 
that  forward  state  of  preparation  too  soon — 
Tozer  said,  indeed,  that  choosing  between  two 
evils,  he  thought  he  would  rather  stay  w'here  he 
was  than  go  home.  However  inconsistent  this 
declaration  might  appear  with  that  passage  in 
Tozer's  Essay  on  the  subject,  wherein  he  had 
observed  "  that  the  thoughts  of  home,  and  all 
its  recollections,  awakened  in  his  mind  the  most 
pleasing  emotions  of  anticipation  and  delight," 
and   had   also    likened    himself  to   a    Roman 
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general,  flushed  with  a  recent  victory  over  the 
Iceni,  or  laden  with  Carthaginian  spoil,  advanc- 
ing within  a  few  hours'  march  of  the  Capitol, 
presupposed,  for  the  purposes  of  the  simile,  to  be 
the  dwelling-place  of  Mrs.  Tozer,  still  it  was  very 
sincerely  made.  For  it  seemed  that  Tozer  had 
a  dreadful  uncle,  who  not  only  volunteered  ex- 
aminations of  him,  in  the  holidays,  on  abstruse 
points,  but  twisted  innocent  events  and  things, 
and  wrenched  them  to  the  same  fell  purpose. 
So  that  if  this  uncle  took  him  to  the  play,  or,  on 
a  similarpretenceof  kindness,  carried  him  to  see 
a  giant,  or  a  dwarf,  or  a  conjurer,  or  anything, 
Tozer  knew  he  had  read  up  some  classical 
allusion  to  the  subject  beforehand,  and  was 
thrown  into  a  state  of  mortal  apprehension  ;  not 
foreseeing  where  he  might  break  out,  or  what 
authority  he  might  not  quote  against  him.       j. 

As  to  Briggs,  /lis  father  made  no  show  of 
artifice  about  it.  He  never  would  leave  him 
alone.  So  numerous  and  severe  were  the  mental 
trials  of  that  unfortunate  youth  in  vacation-time, 
that  the  friends  of  the  family  (then  resident  near 
Bayswater,  London)  seldom  approached  the 
ornamental  piece  of  water  in  Kensington  Gar- 
dens without  a  vague  expectation  of  seeing 
Master  Briggs's  hat  floating  on  the  surface,  and 
an  unfinished  exercise  lying  on  the  bank. 
Briggs,  therefore,  was  not  at  all  sanguine  on  the 
subject  of  holidays;  and  these  two  sharers  of 
little  Paul's  bedroom  were  so  fair  a  sample  of 
the  young  gentlemen  in  general,  that  the  most 
elastic  among  them  contemplated  the  arrival 
of  those  festive  periods  with  genteel  resignation. 

It  was  far  otherwise  with  little  Paul.  The 
end  of  these  first  holidays  was  to  witness  his 
separation  from  Florence,  but  who  ever  looked 
forward  to  the  end  of  holidays  whose  beginning 
was  not  yet  come  ?  Not  Paul,  assuredly.  As 
the  happy  time  drew  near,  the  lions  and  tigers 
climbing  up  the  bedroom  walls  became  quite 
tame  and  frolicsome.  The  grim,  sly  faces  in  the 
squares  and  diamonds  of  the  floor-cloth  relaxed 
and  peeped  out  at  him  with  less  wicked  eyes. 
The  grave  old  clock  had  more  of  personal  in- 
terest in  the  tone  of  its  formal  inquiry  ;  and  the 
restless  sea  went  rolling  on  all  night,  to  the 
sounding  of  a  melancholy  strain — yet  it  was 
pleasant  too — that  rose  and  fell  with  the  waves, 
and  rocked  him,  as  it  w'ere,  to  slecj). 

Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.,  seemed  to  think  that  he, 
too,  would  enjoy  the  holidays  very  much.  Mr. 
Toots  projected  a  life  of  holidays  from  that  time 
forth  ;  for,  as  he  regularly  informed  Paul  every 
day,  it  was  his  "  last  half"  at  Doctor  Blimber's, 
and  he  was  going  to  begin  to  come  into  his  pro- 
perty directly. 


It  was  perfectly  understood  between  Paul  and 
Mr.  Toots  that  they  were  intimate  friends,  not- 
withstanding their  distance  in  point  of  years  and 
station.  As  the  vacation  approached,  and  Mr. 
Toots  breathed  harder  and  stared  oftener  in 
Paul's  society  than  he  had  done  before,  Paul 
knew  that  he  meant  he  was  sorry  they  were 
going  to  lose  sight  of  each  other,  and  felt  very 
much  obliged  to  him  for  his  patronage  and  good 
opinion. 

It  was  even  understood  by  Doctor  Blimber, 
Mrs.  Blimber,  and  Miss  Blimber,  as  well  as  by 
the  young  gentlemen  in  general,  that  Toots  had 
somehow  constituted  himself  protector  and 
guardian  of  Dombey,  and  the  circumstance  be- 
came so  notorious,  even  to  Mrs.  Pipchin,  that 
the  good  old  creature  cherished  feelings  of  bitter- 
ness and  jealousy  against  Toots;  and,  in  the 
sanctuary  of  her  own  home,  repeatedly  de- 
nounced him  as  "a  chuckle-headed  noodle." 
\Vhereas  the  innocent  Toots  had  no  more  idea 
of  awakening  Mrs.  Pipchin's  wrath  than  he  had 
of  any  other  definite  possibility  or  proposition. 
On  the  contrary,  he  was  disposed  to  consider 
her  rather  a  remarkable  character,  with  many 
points  of  interest  about  her.  For  this  reason  he 
smiled  on  her  with  so  much  urbanity,  and  asked 
her  how  she  did  so  often,  in  the  course  of  her 
visits  to  little  Paul,  that  at  last  she  one  night 
told  him  plainly  she  wasn't  used  to  it,  whatever 
he  might  think ;  and  she  could  not  and  she 
would  not  bear  it,  either  from  himself  or  any 
other  puppy  then  existing  :  at  which  unexpected 
acknowledgment  of  his  civilities,  Mr.  Toots  was 
so  alarmed  that  he  secreted  himself  in  a  retired 
spot  until  she  had  gone.  Nor  did  he  ever  again 
face  the  doughty  Mrs.  Pipchin  under  Doctor 
Blimber's  roof. 

They  were  within  two  or  three  weeks  of  the 
holidays,  when,  one  day,  Cornelia  Blimber  called 
Paul  into  her  room,  and  said,  "  Dombey,  I  am 
going  to  send  home  your  analysis." 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am,"  returned  Paul. 

"You  know  what  I  mean,  do  you,  Dombey?" 
inquired  Miss  Blimber,  looking  hard  at  him 
through  the  spectacles. 

"  No,  ma'am,"  said  Paul. 

"  Dombey,  Dombey,"  said  Miss  Blimber,  '•'  I 
begin  to  be  afraid  you  are  a  sad  boy.  When 
you  don't  know  the  meaning  of  an  expression, 
why  don't  you  seek  for  information?" 

"  Mrs.  Pipchin  told  me  I  wasn't  to  ask  ques- 
tions," returned  Paul. 

"  I  must  beg  you  not  to  mention  Mrs.  Pipchin 
to  me  on  any  account,  Dombey,"  returned  Miss 
Blimber.  "  I  couldn't  think  of  allowing  it.  The 
course  of  study  here  is  very  far  removed  from 
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anything  of  that  sort.  A  repetition  of  such  allu- 
sions would  make  it  necessary  for  me  to  request 
to  hear  without  a  mistake,  befpre  breakfast-time 
to-morrow  morning,  from  Verbiim  personak  down 
to  simillima  Q'g'io." 

"  I   didn't    mean,    ma'am— "    began    little 

Paul. 

"  I  must  trouble  you  not  to  tell  me  that  you 
didn't  mean,  if  you  please,  Dombey,"  said  Miss 
Blimber,  who  preserved  an  awful  politeness  in 
her  admonitions.  "  That  is  a  line  of  argument 
I  couldn't  dream  of  permitting." 

Paul  felt  it  safest  to  say  nothing  at  all,  so  he 
only  looked  at  Miss  Blimber's  spectacles.  Miss 
Blimber,  having  shaken  her  head  at  him  gravely, 
referred  to  a  paper  lying  before  her. 

"  '  Analysis  of  the  character  of  P.  Dombey.' 
If  my  recollection  serves  me,"  said  Miss  Blimber, 
breaking  off,  '•  the  word  analysis,  as  opposed  to 
synthesis,  is  thus  defined  by  Walker :  '  The  re- 
solution of  an  object,  whether  of  the  senses  or 
of  the  intellect,  into  its  first  elements.'  As  op- 
posed to  synthesis,  you  observe.  Now  you 
know  what  analysis  is,  Dombey." 

Dombey  didn't  seem  to  be  absolutely  blinded 
by  the  light  let  in  upon  his  intellect,  but  he 
made  Miss  Blimber  a  little  bow. 

'• '  Analysis,'  "  resumed  Miss  Blimber,  casting 
her  eye  over  the  paper,  "  '  of  the  character  of  P. 
Dombey.  I  find  that  the  natural  capacity  of 
Dombey  is  extremely  good  :  and  that  his  general 
disposition  to  study  may  be  stated  in  an  equal 
ratio.  Thus,  taking  eight  as  our  standard  and 
highest  number,  I  find  these  qualities  in  Dombey 
stated  each  at  six  three-fourths  !" 

Miss  Blimber  paused  to  see  how  Paul  re- 
ceived this  news.  Being  undecided  whether  six 
three-fourths  meant  six  pounds  fifteen,  or  six- 
pence three  farthings,  or  six  foot  three,  or  three- 
quarters  past  six,  or  six  somethings  that  he 
hadn't  learnt  yet,  with  three  unknown  something 
elses  over,  Paul  rubbed  his  hands  and  looked 
straight  at  Miss  Blimber.  It  happened  to  answer 
as  well  as  anything  else  he  could  have  done  ; 
and  Cornelia  proceeded. 

"  '  Violence  two.  Selfishness  two.  Inclina- 
tion to  low  company,  as  evinced  in  the  case  of  a 
person  named  Glubb,  originally  seven,  but  since 
reduced.  Gentlemanly  demeanour  four,  and 
improving  with  advancing  years.'  Now,  what  I 
jiarticularly  wish  to  call  your  attention  to,  Dom- 
bey, is  the  general  observation  at  the  close  of 
this  analysis." 

Paul  set  himself  to  follow  it  with  great  care. 

"  '  It  may  be  generally  observed  of  Dom- 
bey,' "  said  Miss  Blimber,  reading  in  a  loud 
voice,  and  at  every  second  word  directing  her 


spectacles  towards  the  little  figure  before  her  : 
"  '  that  his  abilities  and  inclinations  are  good, 
and  that  he  has  made  as  much  progress  as  under 
the  circumstances  could  have  been  expected. 
But  it  is  to  be  lamented  of  this  young  gentleman 
that  he  is  singular  (what  is  usually  termed  old- 
fashioned)  in  his  character  and  conduct,  and 
that,  without  presenting  anything  in  either  which 
distinctly  calls  for  reprobation,  he  is  often  very 
unlike  other  young  gentlemen  of  his  age  and 
social  position.'  Now,  Dombey,"  said  Miss  Blim- 
ber, laying  down  the  paper,  "  do  you  understand 
that  ?" 

"  I  think  I  do,  ma'am,"  said  Paul. 

"  This  analysis,  you  see,  Dombey,"  Miss  Blim- 
ber continued,  "  is  going  to  be  sent  home  to 
your  respected  parent.  It  will  naturally  be  very 
painful  to  him  to  find  that  you  are  singular  in 
your  character  and  conduct.  It  is  naturally 
painful  to  us ;  for  we  can't  like  you,  you  know, 
Dombey,  as  well  as  we  could  wish." 

She  touched  the  child  upon  a  tender  point. 
He  had  secretly  become  more  and  more  solicitous 
from  day  to  day,  as  the  time  of  his  departure 
drew  more  near,  that  all  the  house  should  like 
him.  For  some  hidden  reason,  very  imperfectly 
understood  by  himself — if  understood  at  all — 
he  felt  a  gradually  increasing  impulse  of  affection 
towards  almost  everything  and  everybody  in  the 
place.  He  could  not  bear  to  think  that  they 
would  be  quite  indifferent  to  him  when  he  was 
gone.  He  wanted  them  to  remember  him 
kindly ;  and  he  had  made  it  his  business  even  to 
conciliate  a  great,  hoarse,  shaggy  dog,  chained 
up  at  the  back  of  the  house,  who  had  previously 
been  the  terror  of  his  life :  that  even  he  might 
miss  him  when  he  was  no  longer  there. 

Little  thinking  that  in  this  he  only  showed 
again  the  dift'erence  between  himself  and  his 
compeers,  poor  tiny  Paul  set  it  forth  to  Miss 
Blimber  as  well  as  he  could,  and  begged  her,  in 
despite  of  the  official  analysis,  to  have  the  good- 
ness to  try  and  like  him.  To  Mrs.  Blimber,  who 
had  joined  them,  he  preferred  the  same  petition  : 
and  when  that  lady  could  not  forbear,  even  in 
his  presence,  from  giving  utterance  to  her  often- 
repeated  opinion,  that  he  was  an  odd  child,  Paul 
told  her  that  he  was  sure  she  was  quite  right ; 
that  he  thought  it  must  be  his  bones,  but  he 
didn't  know ;  and  that  he  hoped  she  would  over- 
look it,  for  he  was  fond  of  them  all. 

"  Not  so  fond,"  said  Paul,  with  a  mixture  of 
timidity  and  perfect  frankness,  which  was  one  of 
the  most  peculiar  and  most  engaging  qualities 
of  the  child,  "  not  so  fond  as  I  am  of  Florence, 
of  course  ;  that  could  never  be.  You  couldn't 
expect  that,  could  you,  ma'am?" 
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"  Oh  !  the  old-fashioned  little  soul  !  "  cried 
Mrs.  Blimber  in  a  whisper. 

"  But  I  like  everybody  here  very  much,"  pur- 
sued Paul,  "  and  I  should  grieve  to  go  away,  and 
think  that  any  one  was  glad  that  I  was  gone,  or 
ditin't  care." 

Mrs.  Blimber  was  now  quite  sure  that  Paul 
was  the  oddest  child  in  the  world  ;  and  when 
she  told  the  Doctor  what  had  passed,  the  Doctor 
did  not  controvert  his  wife's  opinion.  But  he 
said,  as  he  had  said  before,  when  Paul  first  came, 
that  study  would  do  much ;  and  he  also  said,  as 
he  had  said  on  that  occasion,  "  Bring  him  on, 
Cornelia!     Bring  him  on  !" 

Cornelia  had  always  brought  him  on  as  vigor- 
ously as  she  could ;  and  Paul  had  had  a  hard 
life  of  it.  But,  over  and  above  the  getting 
through  his  tasks,  he  had  long  had  another  pur- 
pose always  present  to  him,  and  to  which  he 
still  held  fast.  It  was,  to  be  a  gentle,  useful, 
quiet  little  fellow,  always  striving  to  secure  the 
love  and  attachment  of  the  rest;  and  though  he 
was  yet  often  to  be  seen  at  his  old  post  on  the 
stairs,  or  watching  the  waves  and  clouds  from 
his  solitary  window,  he  was  oftener  found,  too, 
among  the  other  boys,  modestly  rendering  them 
some  little  voluntary  servi5e.  Thus  it  came  to 
pass  that,  even  among  those  rigid  and  absorbed 
young  anchorites  who  mortified  themselves  be- 
neath the  roof  of  Doctor  Blimber,  Paul  was  an 
object  of  general  interest;  a  fragile  little  play- 
thing that  they  all  liked,  and  that  no  one  would 
have  thought  of  treating  roughly.  But  he  could 
not  change  his  nature,  or  rewrite  the  analysis  ; 
and  so  they  all  agreed  that  Dombey  was  old- 
fashioned. 

There  were  some  immunities,  however,  attach- 
ing to  the  character  enjoyed  by  no  one  else. 
They  could  have  better  spared  a  newer-fashioned 
child,  and  that  alone  was  much.  Wiien  the 
others  only  bowed  to  Doctor  Blimber  and  family 
on  retiring  for  the  night,  Paul  would  stretch  out 
his  morsel  of  a  hand,  and  boldly  shake  the  Doc- 
tor's ;  also  Mrs.  Blimber's,  also  Cornelia's.  If 
anybody  was  to  be  begged  off  from  impending 
punishment,  Paul  was  always  the  delegate.  The 
weak-eyed  young  man  himself  had  once  con- 
sulted him,  in  reference  to  a  little  breakage  of 
glass  and  china.  And  it  was  darkly  rumoured 
that  the  butler,  regarding  him  with  favour  such 
as  that  stern  man  had  never  shown  before  to 
mortal  boy,  had  sometimes  mingled  porter  with 
his  table  beer  to  make  him  strong. 

Over  and  above  these  extensive  privileges, 
Paul  had  free  right  of  entry  to  Mr.  Feeder's 
room,  from  which  apartment  he  had  twice  led 
Mr.  Toots  into  the  open  air  in  a  state  of  faint- 
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ness,  consequent  on  an  unsuccessful  attempt  to 
smoke  a  very  blunt  cigar  :  one  of  a  bundle  which 
that  young  gentleman  had  covertly  purchased 
on  the  shingle  from  a  most  desperate  smuggler, 
who  had  acknowledged,  in  confidence,  that  two 
hundred  pounds  was  the  price  set  upon  his 
head,  dead  or  alive,  by  the  Custom  House.  It 
was  a  snug  room,  Mr.  Feeder's,  with  his  bed  in 
another  little  room  inside  of  it ;  and  a  flute, 
which  Mr.  Feeder  couldn't  play  yet,  but  was 
going  to  make  a  point  of  learning,  he  said,  hang- 
ingup  over  the  fire-place.  Therewere  some  books 
in  it,  too,  and  a  fishing-rod  ;  for  Mr.  F'eeder  said 
he  should  certainly  make  a  point  of  learning  to 
fish  when  he  could  find  time.  Mr.  Feeder  had 
amassed,  with  similar  intentions,  a  beautiful  little 
curly  second-hand  key-bugle,  a  chess-board  and 
men,  a  Spanish  Grammar,  a  set  of  sketching 
materials,  and  a  pair  of  boxing  gloves.  The  art 
of  self-defence  Mr.  Feeder  said  he  should  un- 
doubtedly make  a  point  of  learning,  as  he  con- 
sidered it  the  duty  of  every  man  to  do  ;  for  it 
might  lead  to  the  protection  of  a  female  in  dis- 
tress. 

Bat  Mr.  Feeder's  great  possession  was  a  large 
green  jar  of  snuff,  which  Mr.  Toots  had  brought 
down  as  a  present,  at  the  close  of  the  last  vaca- 
tion ;  and  for  which  he  had  paid  a  high  price, 
as  having  been  the  genuine  property  of  the 
Prince  Regent.  Neither  Mr.  Toots  nor  Mr. 
Feeder  could  partake  of  this  or  any  other  snuff, 
even  in  the  most  stinted  and  moderate  degree, 
without  being  seized  with  convulsions  of  sneez- 
ing. Nevertheless,  it  was  their  great  delight  to 
moisten  a  boxful  with  cold  tea,  stir  it  up  on  a 
piece  of  parchment  with  a  paper  knife,  and  de- 
vote themselves  to  its  consumption  then  and 
there.  In  the  course  of  which  cramming  of 
their  noses,  they  endured  surprising  torments 
with  the  constancy  of  martyrs  :  and,  drinking 
table  beer  at  intervals,  felt  all  the  glories  of  dissi- 
pation. 

To  little  Paul,  sitting  silent  in  their  company, 
and  by  the  side  of  his  chief  patron,  Mr.  Toots, 
there  was  a  dread  charm  in  these  reckless  occa- 
sions ;  and  when  Mr.  Feeder  spoke  of  the  dark 
mysteries  of  London,  and  told  Mr.  Toots  that 
he  was  going  to  observe  it  himself  closely  in  all 
its  ramifications  in  the  approaching  holidays, 
and  for  that  purpose  had  made  arrangements  to 
board  with  two  old  maiden  ladies  at  Peckham, 
Paul  regarded  him  as  if  he  were  the  hero  of 
some  book  of  travels  or  wild  adventure,  and  was 
almost  afraid  of  such  a  slashing  person. 

Going  into  this  room  one  evening  when  the 
holidays  were  very  near,  Paul  found  Mr.  Feeder 
filling   up   the  blanks  in  some   printed   letters, 
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while  some  others,  already  filled  up  and  strewn 
before  him,  were  being  folded  and  sealed  by 
Mr.  Toots.  Mr.  Feeder  said,  "  Aha,  Dombey, 
there  you  arc,  are  you  ?  " — for  they  were  always 
kind  to  him,  and  glad  to  see  him — and  then  said, 
tossing  one  of  the  letters  towards  him,  "  And 
there  you  are,  too,  Dombey.     That's  yours." 

"Mine,  sir?"  said  Paul. 

"  Your  invitation,"  returned  Mr.  Feeder. 

Paul,  looking  at  it,  found,  in  copper-plate 
print,  with  the  exception  of  his  own  name  and 
the  date,  which  were  in  Mr.  Feeder's  penman- 
ship, that  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Blimber  requested 
the  pleasure  of  Mr.  P.  Dombey's  company  at  an 
early  party  on  Wednesday  evening  the  seven- 
teenth instant ;  and  that  the  hour  was  half-past 
seven  o'clock ;  and  that  the  object  was  qua- 
drilles. Mr.  Toots  also  showed  him,  by  holding 
up  a  companion  sheet  of  paper,  that  Doctor  and 
I^Irs.  Blimber  requested  the  pleasure  of  Mr. 
Toots's  company  at  an  early  party  on  Wednes- 
day evening  the  seventeenth  instant,  when  the 
hour  was  half-past  seven  o'clock,  and  when  the 
object  was  (luadrilles.  He  also  found,  on 
glancing  at  the  table  where  Mr.  Feeder  sat,  that 
the  pleasure  of  Mr.  Briggs's  company,  and  of 
Mr.  Tozer's  company,  and  of  every  young  gentle- 
ir.an's  company,  was  requested  by  Doctor  and 
Mrs.  Blimber  on  the  same  genteel  occasion. 

Mr.  Feeder  then  told  him,  to  his  great  joy, 
that  his  sister  was  invited,  and  that  it  was  a 
half-yearly  event,  and  that,  as  the  holidays  began 
that  day,  he  could  go  away  with  his  sister  after 
the  party,  if  he  liked,  which  Paul  interrupted 
him  to  say  he  iooii/d  like  very  much.  Mr. 
Feeder  then  gave  him  to  understand  that  he 
would  be  expected  to  inform  Doctor  and  Mrs. 
Blimber,  in  superfme  small-hand,  that  Mr.  P. 
Dombey  would  be  happy  to  have  the  honour  of 
waiting  on  them,  in  accordance  with  their  polite 
invitation.  Lastly,  Mr.  Feeder  said  he  had 
better  not  refer  to  the  festive  occasion  in  the 
hearing  of  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Blimber ;  as  these 
preliminaries,  and  the  whole  of  the  arrangements, 
were  conducted  on  principles  of  classicality  and 
high  breeding  ;  and  that  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Blim- 
ber on  the  one  hand,  and  the  young  gentlemen 
on  the  other,  were  supposed,  in  their  scholastic 
capacities,  not  to  have  the  least  idea  of  what  was 
in  the  wind. 

Paul  thanked  Mr.  Feeder  for  these  hints,  and 
pocketing  his  invitation,  sat  down  on  a  stool  by 
the  side  of  Mr.  Toots,  as  usual.  But  Paul's 
head,  which  had  long  been  aiHng  more  or  less, 
and  was  sometimes  very  heavy  and  painful,  felt 
so  uneasy  that  night  that  he  was  obliged  to  sup- 
port it  on  his  hand.     And  yet  it  drooped  so. 


that  by  little  and  little  it  sunk  on  Mr.  Toots's 
knee,  and  rested  there,  as  if  it  had  no  care  to  be 
ever  lifted  up  again. 

That  was  no  reason  why  he  should  be  deaf; 
but  he  must  have  been,  he  thought,  for,  by-anti- 
by,  he  heard  Mr.  Feeder  calling  in  his  ear,  and 
gently  shaking  him  to  rouse  his  attention.  And 
when  he  raised  his  head,  quite  scared,  and 
looked  about  him,  he  found  that  Doctor  Blim- 
ber had  come  into  the  room  ;  and  that  the  win- 
dow was  open,  and  that  his  forehead  was  wet 
with  sprinkled  water ;  though  how  all  this  had 
been  done  without  his  knowledge  was  very 
curious  indeed. 

"  Ah  !  Come,  come  !  That's  well  I  How- 
is  my  little  friend  now  ?  "  said  Doctor  Blimber 
encouragingly. 

"  Oh  !  quite  well,  thank  you,  sir,"  said 
Paul. 

But  there  seemed  to  be  something  the  matter 
with  the  floor,  for  he  couldn't  stand  upon  it 
steadily ;  and  with  the  walls  too,  for  they  were 
inclined  to  turn  round  and  round,  and  could 
only  be  stopped  by  being  looked  at  very  hard 
indeed.  Mr.  Toots's  head  had  the  appearance 
of  being  at  once  bigger  and  farther  off  than  was 
quite  natural ;  and  when  he  took  Paul  in  his 
arms,  to  carry  him  up-stairs,  Paul  observed, 
with  astonishment,  that  the  door  was  in  quite  a 
diflerent  place  from  that  in  which  he  had  ex- 
pected to  find  it,  and  almost  thought,  at  first, 
that  Mr.  Toots  was  going  to  WMlk  straight  up 
the  chimney. 

It  was  very  kind  of  Mr.  Toots  to  carry  him  to 
the  top  of  the  house  so  tenderly ;  and  Paul  told 
him  that  it  was.  But  Mr.  Toots  said  he  would 
do  a  great  deal  more  than  that  if  he  could  ;  and, 
indeed,  he  did  more  as  it  was  :  for  he  helped 
Paul  to  undress,  and  helped  him  to  bed,  in  the 
kindest  manner  possible,  and  then  sat  down  by 
the  bedside  and  chuckled  very  much ;  while 
Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.,  leaning  over  the  bottom  of 
the  bedstead,  set  all  the  little  bristles  on  his 
head  bolt  upright  with  his  bony  hands,  and  then 
made  believe  to  spar  at  Paul  with  great  science, 
on  account  of  his  being  all  right  again,  which 
was  so  uncommonly  facetious,  and  kind  too  in 
Mr.  Feeder,  that  Paul,  not  being  able  to  make 
up  his  mind  whether  it  was  best  to  laugh  or  cry 
at  him,  did  both  at  once. 

How  Mr.  Toots  melted  away,  and  Mr.  Feeder 
changed  into  Mrs.  Pipchin,  Paul  never  thought 
of  asking ;  neither  was  he  at  all  curious  to 
know;  but  when  he  saw  Mrs.  Pipchin  stand- 
ing at  the  bottom  of  the  bed  instead  of  Mr. 
Feeder,  he  cried  out,  "  Mrs.  Pipchin,  don't  tell 
Florence  ! " 
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"  Don't  tell  Florence  what,  my  little  Paul  ?  " 
said  Mrs.  Pipchin,  coming  round  to  the  bedside, 
and  sitting  down  in  the  chair. 

"  About  me,"  said  Paul. 

"  No,  no,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin. 

"  What  do  you  think  I  mean  to  do  when  I 
grow  up,  Mrs.  Pipchin?"  inquired  Paul,  turning 
his  face  towards  her  on  his  pillow,  and  resting 
his  chin  wistfully  on  his  folded  hands. 

Mrs.  Pipchin  couldn't  guess. 

"  I  mean,"  said  Paul,  "  to  put  my  money  all 
together  in  one  bank,  never  try  to  get  any  more, 
go  away  into  the  country  with  my  darling 
Florence,  have  a  beautiful  garden,  fields,  and 
woods,  and  live  there  with  her  all  my  life." 

'"  Indeed  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Pipchin. 

"  Yes,"  said  Paul.     "  That's  what  I  mean  to 

do,  when  I "     He   stopped  and   pondered 

for  a  moment. 

Mrs.  Pipchin's  grey  eye  scanned  his  thought- 
ful face. 

"  If  I  grow  up,"  said  Paul.  Then  he  went  on 
immediately  to  tell  Mrs.  Pipchin  all  about  the 
party,  about  Florence's  invitation,  about  the 
pride  he  would  have  in  the  admiration  that 
would  be  felt  for  her  by  all  the  boys,  about  their 
being  so  kind  to  him  and  fond  of  him,  about  his 
being  so  fond  of  them,  and  about  his  being  so 
glad  of  it.  Then  he  told  Mrs.  Pipchin  about 
the  analysis,  and  about  his  being  certainly  old- 
fashioned,  and  took  Mrs.  Pipchin's  opinion  on 
that  point,  and  whether  she  knew  why  it  was, 
and  what  it  meant.  Mrs.  Pipchin  denied  the 
fact  altogether,  as  the  shortest  way  of  getting 
out  of  the  difficulty  ;  but  Paul  was  far  from 
satisfied  with  that  reply,  and  looked  so  search- 
ingly  at  Mrs.  Pipchin  for  a  truer  answer,  that 
she  was  obliged  to  get  up  and  look  out  of  the 
window  to  avoid  his  eyes. 

There  was  a  certain  calm  apothecary,  who  at- 
tended at  the  establishment  when  any  of  the 
young  gentlemen  were  ill,  and  somehow  /ic  got 
into  the  room,  and  appeared  at  the  bedside  with 
Mrs.  Blimber.  How  they  came  there,  or  how 
long  they  had  been  there,  Paul  didn't  know ; 
but,  when  he  saw  them,  he  sat  up  in  bed,  and 
answered  all  the  apothecary's  questions  at  full 
length,  and  whispered  to  him  that  Florence  was 
not  to  know  anything  about  it  if  he  pleased,  and 
that  he  had  set  his  mind  upon  her  coming  to 
the  party.  He  was  very  chatty  with  the  apothe- 
cary, and  they  parted  excellent  friends.  Lying 
down  again  with  his  eyes  shut,  he  heard  the 
apothecary  say,  out  of  the  room,  and  quite  a 
long  way  off — or  he  dreamed  it — that  there  was 
a  want  of  vital  power  (what  was  that?  Paul 
wondered),  and  great   constitutional  weakness. 


That,  as  the  little  fellow  had  set  his  heart  on 

parting  witli  his  schoolmates  on  tlie  seventeenth, 
it  would  be  better  to  indulge  the  fancy  if  he 
grew  no  worse.  That  he  was  glad  to  hear, 
from  Mrs.  Pipchin,  that  the  little  fellow  would 
go  to  his  friends  in  London  on  the  eighteenth. 
That  he  would  write  to  Mr.  Dombey  when  he 
should  have  gained  a  better  knowledge  of  the 
case,  and  before  that  day.  That  there  was  no 
immediate  cause  for — what  ?  Paul  lost  that 
word.  And  that  the  little  fellow  had  a  fine 
mind,  but  was  an  old-fashioned  boy. 

What  old  fashion  could  that  be,  Paul  won- 
dered with  a  palpitating  heart,  that  was  so 
visibly  expressed  in  him  ;  so  plainly  seen  by  so 
many  people  ? 

He  could  neither  make  it  out,  nor  trouble 
himself  long  with  the  efibrt.  Mrs.  Pipchin  was 
again  beside  him,  if  she  had  ever  been  away  (he 
thought  she  had  gone  out  with  the  doctor,  but 
it  was  all  a  dream,  perhaps),  and  presently  a 
bottle  and  glass  got  into  her  hands  magically, 
and  she  poured  out  the  contents  for  him.  After 
that,  he  had  some  real  good  jelly,  which  Mrs. 
Blimber  brought  to  him  herself ;  and  then  he 
was  so  well,  that  Mrs.  Pipchin  went  home,  at 
his  urgent  solicitation,  and  Briggs  and  Tozer 
came  to  bed.  Poor  Briggs  grumbled  terribly 
about  his  own  analysis,  which  could  hardly 
have  discomposed  him  more  if  it  had  been  a 
chemical  process  ;  but  he  was  very  good  to 
Paul,  and  so  was  Tozer,  and  so  were  all  the 
rest,  for  they  every  one  looked  in  before  going 
to  bed,  and  said,  "  How  are  you  now,  Dombey  ?" 
"  Cheer  up,  little  Dombey  ! "  and  so  forth. 
After  Briggs  had  got  into  bed,  he  lay  awake  for 
a  long  time,  still  bemoaning  his  analysis,  and 
saying  he  knew  it  was  all  wrong,  and  they 
couldn't  have  analysed  a  murderer  worse,  and 
how  would  Doctor  Blimber  like  it  if  his  pocket 
money  depended  on  it  ?  It  was  very  easy, 
Briggs  said,  to  make  a  galley-slave  of  a  boy  all 
the  half-year,  and  then  score  him  up  idle  ;  and 
to  crib  two  dinners  a  week  out  of  his  board,  and 
then  score  him  up  greedy ;  but  that  wasn't 
going  to  be  submitted  to,  he  believed,  was  it  ? 
Oh !     Ah ! 

Before  the  weak-eyed  young  man  performed 
on  the  gong  next  morning,  he  came  up-stairs  to 
Paul,  and  told  him  he  was  to  lie  still,  which 
Paul  very  gladly  did.  Mrs.  Pipchin  reappeared 
a  little  before  the  apothecary,  and,  a  little  after, 
the  good  young  woman  whom  Paul  had  seen 
cleaning  the  stove  on  that  first  morning  (how 
long  ago  it  seemed  now !)  had  brought  him  his 
breakfast.  There  was  another  consultation  a 
long  way  off,  or  else  Paul  dreamed  it  again  ; 
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and    then    the   apothecary,    coming   back  with 
Doctor  and  Mrs.  Blimber,  said  : 

"  Yes,  I  think.  Doctor  Blimber,  we  may  release 
this  young  gentleman  from  his  books  just  now; 
the  vacation  being  so  very  near  at  hand." 

"  By  all  means,"  said  Doctor  Blimber.  "  My 
love,  you  will  inform  Cornelia,  if  you  please." 

"  Assuredly,"  said  Mrs.  Blimber. 

The  apothecary,  bending  down,  looked  closely 
into  Paul's  eyes,  and  felt  his  head,  and  his 
pulse,  and  his  heart,  with  so  much  interest  and 
care,  that  Paul  said,  "Thank  you,  sir." 

'•  Our  little  friend,"  observed  Doctor  Blimber, 
"  has  never  complained." 

"  Oh  no  ! "  replied  the  apothecary.  "  He 
was  not  likely  to  complain." 

"  You  find  him  greatly  better  ?  "  said  Doctor 
Blimber. 

"  Oh  !  He  is  greatly  better,  sir,"  returned 
the  apothecary. 

Paul  had  begun  to  speculate,  iii  his  own  odd 
way,  on  the  subject  that  might  occupy  the 
apothecary's  mind  just  at  that  moment ;  so 
musingly  had  he  answered  the  two  questions  of 
Doctor  Blimber.  But  the  apothecary  happen- 
ing to  meet  his  little  patient's  eyes,  as  the  latter 
set  oft"  on  that  mental  expedition,  and  coming 
instantly  out  of  his  abstraction  with  a  cheer- 
ful smile,  Paul  smiled  in  return,  and  aban- 
doned it. 

He  lay  in  bed  all  that  day,  dozing  and  dream- 
ing, and  looking  at  Mr.  Toots ;  but  got  up  on 
the  next,  and  went  down-stairs.  Lo  and  be- 
hold, there  was  something  the  matter  with  the 
great  clock ;  and  a  workman  on  a  pair  of  steps 
had  taken  its  face  off,  and  was  poking  instru- 
ments into  the  works  by  the  light  of  a  candle  I 
This  was  a  great  event  for  Paul,  who  sat  down 
on  the  bottom  stair,  and  watched  the  operation 
attentively ;  now  and  then  glancing  at  the  clock 
face,  leaning  all  askew  against  the  wall  hard  by, 
and  feeling  a  little  confused  by  a  suspicion  that 
it  was  ogling  him. 

The  workman  on  the  steps  was  very  civil  ; 
and  as  he  said,  when  he  observed  Paul,  "  How- 
do  you  do,  sir  ? "  Paul  got  into  conversation 
with  him,  and  told  him  he  hadn't  been  quite 
well  lately.  The  ice  being  thus  broken,  Paul 
asked  him  a  multitude  of  questions  about  chimes 
and  clocks  :  as,  whether  people  watched  up  in 
the  lonely  church  steeples  by  night  to  make  them 
strike,  and  how  the  bells  were  rung  when  people 
died,  and  whether  those  were  different  bells  from 
wedding  bells,  or  only  sounded  dismal  in  the 
fancies  of  the  living.  Finding  that  his  new 
acquaintance  was  not  very  well  informed  on  the 
subject  of  the  curfew  bell  of  ancient  days,  Paul 


gave  him  an  account  of  that  institution  ;  and 
also  asked  him,  as  a  practical  man,  what  he 
thought  about  King  Alfred's  idea  of  measuring 
time  by  the  burning  of  candles  ;  to  which  the 
workman  replied,  that  he  thought  it  would  be 
the  ruin  of  the  clock  trade  if  it  was  to  come  up 
again.  In  fine,  Paul  looked  on  until  the  clock 
had  quite  recovered  its  familiar  aspect,  and  re- 
sumed its  sedate  inquiry ;  when  the  workman, 
putting  away  his  tools  in  a  long  basket,  bade 
him  good  day,  and  went  away.  Though  not 
before  he  had  whispered  something  on  the  door- 
mat to  the  footman,  in  which  there  was  the 
phrase  "  old-fashioned  " — for  Paul  heard  it. 

What  could  that  old  fashion  be,  that  seemed 
to  make  the  people  sorry?    What  could  it  be? 

Having  nothing  to  learn  now,  he  thought  of 
this  frequently;  though  not  so  often  as  he 
might  have  done,  if  he  had  had  fewer  things  to 
think  of.  But  he  had  a  great  many;  and  was 
always  thinking,  all  day  long. 

First,  there  was  Florence  coming  to  the  party. 
Florence  would  see  that  the  boys  were  fond  of 
him  ;  and  that  would  make  her  happy.  This 
was  his  great  theme.  Let  Florence  once  be 
sure  that  they  were  gentle  and  good  to  him,  and 
that  he  had  become  a  little  favourite  among 
them,  and  then  she  would  always  think  of  the 
time  he  had  passed  there,  without  being  very 
sorry.  Florence  might  be  all  the  happier,  too, 
for  that,  perhaps,  when  he  came  back. 

When  he  came  back  !  Fifty  times  a  day  his 
noiseless  little  feet  went  up  the  stairs  to  his  own 
room,  as  he  collected  every  book,  and  scrap, 
and  trifle  that  belonged  to  him,  and  put  them 
all  together  there,  down  to  the  minutest  things, 
for  taking  home  !  There  was  no  shade  of  coming 
back  on  little  Paul;  no  preparation  for  it,  or 
other  reference  to  it,  grew  out  of  anything  he 
thought  or  did,  except  this  slight  one  in  connec- 
tion with  his  sister.  On  the  contrary,  he  had  to 
think  of  everything  familiar  to  him,  in  his  con- 
templative moods  and  in  his  wanderings  about 
the  house,  as  being  to  be  parted  with ;  and 
hence  the  many  things  he  had  to  think  of,  all 
day  long. 

He  had  to  peep  into  those  rooms  up-stairs, 
and  think  how  solitary  they  would  be  when  he 
was  gone,  and  wonder  through  how  many  silent 
days,  weeks,  months,  and  years  they  would 
continue  just  as  grave  and  undisturbed.  He  had 
to  think — would  any  other  child  (old-fashioned, 
like  himself)  stray  there  at  any  time,  to  whom 
the  same  grotesque  distortions  of  pattern  and 
furniture  would  manifest  themselves  ;  and  would 
anybody  tell  that  boy  of  little  Dombey,  who  had 
been  there  once  ? 
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He  had  to  think  of  a  portrait  on  the  stairs, 
which  always  looked  earnestly  after  him  as  he 
went  away,  eyeing  it  over  his  shoulder ;  and 
which,  when  he  passed  it  in  the  company  of 
any  one,  still  seemed  to  gaze  at  him,  and  not  at 
his  companion.  He  had  much  to  think  of,  in 
association  with  a  print  that  hung  up  in  another 
place,  where,  in  the  centre  of  a  wondering 
group,  one  figure  that  he  knew,  a  figure  with  a 
light  about  its  head — benignant,  mild,  and  mer- 
ciful— stood  pointing  upward. 

At  his  own  bedroom  window  there  were  crowds 
of  thoughts  that  mixed  with  these,  and  came  on, 
one  upon  another,  one  upon  another,  like  the 
rolling  waves.  Where  those  wild  birds  lived, 
that  were  always  hovering  out  at  sea  in  troubled 
weather  ;  where  the  clouds  rose,  and  first  began  ; 
whence  the  wind  issued  on  its  rushing  flight,  and 
where  it  stopped  ;  whether  the  spot  where  he 
and  Florence  had  so  often  sat,  and  watched,  and 
talked  about  these  things,  could  ever  be  exactly 
as  it  used  to  be  without  them  ;  whether  it  could 
ever  be  the  same  to  Florence,  if  he  were  in 
some  distant  place,  and  she  were  sitting  there 
alone. 

He  had  to  think,  too,  of  Mr.  Toots,  and  Mr. 
Feeder,  B.A. ;  of  all  the  boys;  and  of  Doctor 
Blimber,  Mrs.  Blimber,  and  Miss  Blimber ;  of 
home,  and  of  his  aunt  and  Miss  Tox  ;  of  his 
father,  Dombey  and  Son,  Walter  with  the  poor 
old  uncle  who  had  got  the  money  he  wanted, 
and  that  gruff-voiced  captain  with  the  iron  hand. 
Besides  all  this,  he  had  a  number  of  little  visits 
to  pay  in  the  course  of  the  day  ;  to  the  school- 
room, to  Doctor  Blimber's  study,  to  Mrs. 
Blimber's  private  apartment,  to  Miss  Blimber's, 
and  to  the  dog.  For  he  was  free  of  the  whole 
house  now,  to  range  it  as  he  chose ;  and  in  his 
desire  to  part  with  everybody  on  affectionate 
terms,  he  attended,  in  his  way,  to  them  all. 
Sometimes  he  found  places  in  books  for  Briggs, 
who  was  always  losing  them ;  sometimes  he 
looked  up  words  in  dictionaries  for  other  young 
gentlemen  who  were  in  extremity  ;  sometimes 
he  held  skeins  of  silk  for  Mrs.  Blimber  to  wind ; 
sometimes  he  put  Cornelia's  desk  to  rights ; 
sometimes  he  would  even  creep  into  the  Doctor's 
study,  and,  sitting  on  the  carpet  near  his  learned 
feet,  turn  the  globes  softly,  and  go  round  the 
world,  or  take  a  flight  among  the  far-oft'  stars. 

In  those  days  immediately  before  the  holi- 
days, in  short,  when  the  other  young  gentlemen 
were  labouring  for  dear  life  through  a  general 
resumption  of  the  studies  of  the  whole  half-year, 
Paul  was  such  a  privileged  pupil  as  had  never 
been  seen  in  that  house  before.  He  could 
hardly  believe  it  himself;  but  his  liberty  lasted 


from  hour  to  hour,  and  from  day  to  day ;  and 
little  Dombey  was  caressed  by  every  one.  Doctor 
Blimber  was  so  particular  about  him,  that  he 
requested  Johnson  to  retire  from  the  dinner- 
table  one  day,  for  having  thoughtlessly  spoken 
to  him  as  "poor  little  Dombey;"  which  Paul 
thought  rather  hard  and  severe,  though  he  had 
flushed  at  the  moment,  and  wondered  why 
Johnson  should  pity  him.  It  was  the  more 
questionable  justice,  Paul  thought,  in  the  Doctor, 
from  his  having  certainly  overheard  that  great 
authority  give  his  assent,  on  the  previous  even- 
ing, to  the  proposition  (stated  by  Mrs.  Blimber) 
that  poor  dear  little  Dombey  was  more  old- 
fashioned  than  ever.  And  now  it  was  that  Paul 
began  to  think  it  must  surely  be  old-fashioned 
to  be  very  thin,  and  light,  and  easily  tired,  and 
soon  disposed  to  lie  down  anywhere  and  rest ; 
for  he  couldn't  help  feeling  that  these  were  more 
and  more  his  habits  every  day. 

At  last  the  party-day  arrived  ;  and  Doctor 
Blimber  said  at  breakfast,  "  Gentlemen,  we  will 
resume  our  studies  on  the  twenty-fifth  of  next 
month."  Mr.  Toots  immediately  threw  off  his 
allegiance,  and  put  on  his  ring;  and  mentioning 
the  Doctor  in  casual  conversation  shortly  after- 
wards, spoke  of  him  as  "  Blimber  !  "  This  act 
of  freedom  inspired  the  older  pupils  with  admira- 
tion and  envy;  but  the  younger  spirits  were 
appalled,  and  seemed  to  marvel  tliat  no  beam 
fell  down  and  crushed  him. 

Not  the  least  allusion  was  made  to  the  cere- 
monies of  the  evening,  either  at  breakfast  or  at 
dinner  ;  but  there  was  a  bustle  in  the  house  all 
day,  and,  in  the  course  of  his  perambulations, 
Paul  made  acquaintance  with  various  strange 
benches  and  candlesticks,  and  met  a  harp  in  a 
green  great-coat  standing  on  the  landing  outside 
the  drawing-room  door.  There  was  something 
queer,  too,  about  Mrs.  Blimber's  head  at  dinner- 
time, as  if  she  had  screwed  her  hair  up  too 
tight;  and  though  Miss  Blimber  showed  a  grace- 
ful bunch  of  plaited  hair  on  each  temple,  she 
seemed  to  have  her  own  little  curls  in  paper 
underneath,  and  in  a  playbill,  too  ;  for  Paul  read 
"  Theatre  Royal "  over  one  of  her  sparkling 
spectacles,  and  "  Brighton  "  over  the  other. 

There  was  a  grand  array  of  white  waistcoats 
and  cravats  in  the  young  gentlemen's  bedrooms 
as  evening  approaclied ;  and  such  a  smell  of 
singed  hair,  that  Doctor  Blimber  sent  up  the 
footman  with  his  compliments,  and  wished  to 
know  if  the  house  was  on  fire.  But  it  was  only 
the  hairdresser  curling  the  young  gentlemen, 
and  overheating  his  tongs  in  the  ardour  of 
business. 

When  Paul  was  dressed — which  was  very  soon 
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done,  for  he  felt  unwell  and  drowsy,  and  was 
not  able  to  stand  about  it  very  long — he  went 
down  into  tlic  drawing-room  ;  where  lie  found 
Doctor  Blimbcr  pacing  up  and  down  the  room 
full  dressed,  but  with  a  dignified  and  uncon- 
cerned demeanour,  as  if  he  thought  it  barely 
possible  that  one  or  two  people  might  drop  in 
by-and-by.  Shortly  afterwards  Mrs.  Blimber 
appeared,  looking  lovely,  Paul  thought ;  and 
attired  in  such  a  number  of  skirts  that  it  was 
quite  an  excursion  to  walk  round  her.  Miss 
Blimber  came  down  soon  after  her  mamma  ;  a 
little  squeezed  in  appearance,  but  very  charming. 

Mr.  Toots  and  Mr.  Feeder  were  the  next 
arrivals.  Each  of  these  gentlemen  brought  his 
hat  in  his  hand,  as  if  he  lived  somewhere  else ; 
and  when  they  were  announced  by  the  butler, 
Doctor  Blimber  said,  "  Ay,  ay,  ay  !  God  bless 
my  soul  !  "  and  seemed  extremely  glad  to  see 
them.  Mr.  Toots  was  one  blaze  of  jewellery 
and  buttons  ;  and  he  felt  the  circumstance  so 
strongly,  that  when  he  had  shaken  hands  with 
the  Doctor,  and  had  bowed  to  Mrs.  Blimber 
and  Miss  Blimber,  he  took  Paul  aside,  and  said, 
"  What  do  you  think  of  this,  Dombey  ?  " 

But,  notwithstanding  this  modest  confidence 
in  himself,  Mr.  Toots  appeared  to  be  involved  in  a 
good  deal  of  uncertainty  whether,  on  the  whole, 
it  was  judicious  to  button  the  bottom  button  of 
his  waistcoat,  and  whether,  on  a  calm  revision 
of  all  the  circumstances,  it  was  best  to  wear  his 
wristlxands  turned  up  or  turned  down.  Ob- 
serving that  Mr.  Feeder's  were  turned  up,  Mr. 
Toots  turned  his  up ;  but  the  wristbands  of  the 
next  arrival  being  turned  down,  Mr.  Toots  turned 
his  down.  The  difterences  in  point  of  waistcoat- 
buttoning,  not  only  at  the  bottom,  but  at  the 
top  too,  became  so  numerous  and  complicated 
as  the  arrivals  thickened,  that  Mr.  Toots  was 
continually  fingering  that  article  of  dress,  as  if 
he  were  performing  on  some  instrument ;  and 
appeared  to  find  the  incessant  execution  it 
demanded  quite  bewildering. 

All  the  young  gentlemen,  tightly  cravatted, 
curled,  and  pumped,  and  with  their  best  hats  in 
their  hands,  having  been  at  difterent  times  an- 
nounced and  introduced,  Mr.  Baps,  the  dancing- 
master,  came,  accompanied  by  Mrs.  Baps,  to 
wliom  Mrs.  Blimber  was  extremely  kind  and 
condescending.  Mr.  Baps  was  a  very  grave 
gentleman,  with  a  slow  and  measured  manner 
of  speaking  ;  and,  before  he  had  stood  under  the 
lamp  five  minutes,  he  began  to  talk  to  Toots 
(who  had  been  silently  comparing  pumps  with 
him)  about  what  you  were  to  do  with  your  raw 
materials  when  they  came  into  your  ports  in 
return  for  your  drain  of  gold.     Mr.  Toots,  to 


whom  the  question  seemed  perplexing,  suggested 
"  Cook  'em."  But  Mr.  Baps  did  not  appear  to 
think  that  would  do. 

Paul  now  slipped  away  from  the  cushioned 
corner  of  a  sofa,  wliich  had  been  his  post  of 
observation,  and  went  down-stairs  into  the  tea- 
room to  be  ready  for  Florence,  whom  he  had 
not  seen  for  nearly  a  fortnight,  as  he  had  re- 
mained at  Doctor  Blimber's  on  the  previous 
Saturday  and  Sunday,  lest  he  should  take  cold. 
Presently  she  came :  looking  so  beautiful  in  her 
simple  ball  dress,  with  her  fresh  flowers  in  her 
hand,  that  when  .she  knelt  down  on  the  ground 
to  take  Paul  round  the  neck  and  kiss  him  (for 
there  was  no  one  there  but  his  friend  and  another 
young  woman  waiting  to  serve  out  the  tea),  he 
could  hardly  make  up  his  mind  to  let  her  go 
again,  or  take  away  her  bright  and  loving  eyes 
from  his  face. 

"But  what  is  the  matter,  Floy?"  asked  Paul, 
almost  sure  that  he  saw  a  tear  there. 

"  Nothing,  darUng,  nothing,"  returned  Flo- 
rence. 

Paul  touched  her  cheek  gently  with  his  finger 
— and  it  tvas  a  tear.    "^Vhy,  Floy  !  "  said  he. 

'•  We'll  go  home  together,  and  Til  nurse  you, 
love,"  said  Florence. 

"  Nurse  me  !  "  echoed  Paul. 

Paul  couldn't  understand  what  that  had  to  do 
with  it,  nor  why  the  two  \'oung  women  looked 
on  so  seriously,  nor  why  Florence  turned  away 
her  face  for  a  moment,  and  then  turned  it  back, 
lighted  up  again  with  smiles. 

"  Floy,"  said  Paul,  holding  a  ringlet  of  her 
dark  hair  in  his  hand,  "  tell  me,  dear.  Do  you 
think  I  have  grown  old-fashioned  ?  " 

His  sister  laughed,  and  fondled  him,  and  told 
him  "  No." 

"  Because  I  know  they  say  so,"  returned 
Paul,  "  and  I  want  to  know  what  they  mean, 
Floy." 

But  a  loud  double  knock  coming  at  the  door, 
and  Florence  hurrying  to  the  table,  there  was 
no  more  said  between  them.  Paul  wondered 
again  when  he  saw  his  friend  whisper  to  Flo- 
rence, as  if  she  were  comforting  her ;  but  a  new 
arrival  put  that  out  of  his  head  speedily. 

It  was  Sir  Barnet  Skettles,  Lady  SketUes, 
and  Master  Sketdes.  Master  Skettles  was  to 
be  a  new  boy  after  the  vacation,  and  Fame  had 
been  busy,  in  Mr.  Feeder's  room,  with  his  father, 
who  was  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  of 
whom  Mr.  Feeder  had  said  that  when  he  did 
catch  the  Speaker's  eye  (which  he  had  been 
expected  to  do  for  three  or  four  years),  it  was 
anticipated  that  he  would  rather  touch  up  llie 
Radicals. 
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"  And  what  room  is  this,  now,  for  instance  ?  " 
said  Lady  Skettles  to  Paul's  friend,  'MeHa. 

"  Doctor  Blimber's  study,  ma'am,"  was  the 
reply. 

Lady  Skettles  took  a  panoramic  survey  of  it 
through  her  glass,  and  said  to  Sir  Barnet 
Skettles,  with  a  nod  of  approval,  "  Very  good." 
Sir  Barnet  assented,  but  Master  Skettles  looked 
suspicious  and  doubtful. 

"  And  this  little  creature,  now,"  said  Lady 
Skettles,  turning  to  Paul.  "  Is  he  one  of 
the " 

"  Young  gentlemen,  ma'am  ;  yes,  ma'am,''  said 
Paul's  friend. 

"  And  what  is  your  name,  my  pale  child  ?  " 
said  Lady  Skettles. 

"  Dombey,"  answered  Paul. 

Sir  Barnet  Skettles  immediately  interposed, 
and  said  that  he  had  had  the  honour  of  meeting 
Paul's  father  at  a  public  dinner,  and  that  he 
hoped  he  was  very  well.  Then  Paul  -heard  him 
say  to  Lady  Skettles,  "  City — very  rich — most 
respectable — Doctor  mentioned  it."  And  then 
he  said  to  Paul,  '•  Will  you  tell  your  good  papa 
that  Sir  Barnet  Skettles  rejoiced  to  hear  that  he 
was  very  well,  and  sent  him  his  best  compli- 
ments ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  answered  Paul. 

"  That  is  my  brave  boy,"  said  Sir  Barnet 
Skettles.  "  Barnet,"  to  Master  Skettles,  wlio 
was  revenging  himself  for  the  studies  to  come  on 
the  plum-cake,  "this  is  a  young  gentleman  you 
ought  to  know.  This  is  a  young  gentleman  you 
may  know,  Barnet,"  said  Sir  Barnet  Skettles, 
with  an  emphasis  on  the  permission. 

"  What  eyes  !  What  hair  !  What  a  lovely 
face  ! "  exclaimed  Lady  Skettles  softly,  as  she 
looked  at  Florence  through  her  glass. 

"  My  sister,"  said  Paul,  presenting  her. 

The  satisfaction  of  the  Skettleses  was  now 
complete.  And  as  Lady  Skettles  had  conceived, 
at  first  sight,  a  liking  for  Paul,  they  all  went  up- 
stairs together ;  Sir  Barnet  Skettles  taking  care 
of  Florence,  and  young  Barnet  following. 

Young  Barnet  did  not  remain  long  in  the 
background  after  they  had  reached  the  drawing- 
room,  for  Doctor  Blimber  had  him  out  in  no 
time,  dancing  with  Florence.  He  did  not  ap- 
pear to  Paul  to  be  particularly  happy,  or  parti- 
cularly anything  but  sulky,  or  to  care  much  what 
he  was  about ;  but  as  Paul  heard  Lady  Skettles 
.say  to  Mrs.  Blimber,  while  she  beat  time  with 
her  fan,  that  her  dear  boy  was  evidently  smitten 
to  death  by  that  angel  of  a  child,  Miss  Dombe\', 
it  would  seem  that  Skettles  junior  was  in  a  state 
of  bliss  without  showing  it. 

Little  Paul  thought  it  a  singular  coincidence 


that  nobody  had  occupied  his  place  among  the 
pillows;  and  that,  when  he  came  into  the  room 
again,  they  should  all  make  way  for  him  to  go 
back  to  it,  remembering  it  was  his.  Nobody 
stood  before  him,  either,  when  they  observed 
that  he  liked  to  see  Florence  dancing,  but  they 
left  the  space  in  front  quite  clear,  so  that  he 
might  follow  her  with  his  eyes.  They  were  so 
kind,  too,  even  the  strangers,  of  whom  there  were 
soon  a  great  many,  that  they  came  and  spoke  to 
him  every  now  and  then,  and  asked  him  how  he 
was,  and  if  his  head  ached,  and  whether  he  was 
tired.  He  was  very  much  obliged  to  them  for 
all  their  kindness  and  attention,  and  reclining 
propped  up  in  his  corner,  with  Mrs.  Blimber  and 
Lady  Skettles  on  the  same  sofa,  and  Florence 
coming  and  sitting  by  his  side  as  soon  as  every 
dance  was  ended,  he  looked  on  very  happily 
indeed. 

Florence  would  have  sat  by  him  all  night,  and 
would  not  have  danced  at  all  of  her  own  accord, 
but  Paul  made  her  by  telling  her  how  much  it 
pleased  him.  And  he  told  her  the  truth,  too ; 
for  his  small  heart  swelled,  and  his  face  glowed, 
when  he  saw  how  much  they  all  admired  her, 
and  how  she  was  the  beautiful  little  rosebud  of 
the  room. 

From  his  nest  among  the  pillows,  Paul  could 
see  and  hear  almost  everything  that  passed,  as 
if  the  whole  were  being  done  for  his  amusement. 
Among  other  little  incidents  that  he  observed, 
he  observed  Mr.  Baps  the  dancing-master  get 
into  conversation  with  Sir  Barnet  Skettles,  and 
very  soon  ask  him,  as  he  had  asked  Mr.  Toots, 
what  you  were  to  do  with  your  raw  materials 
when  they  came  into  your  ports  in  return  for 
your  drain  of  gold — which  was  such  a  mystery 
to  Paul  that  he  was  quite  desirous  to  know  what 
ought  to  be  done  with  them.  Sir  Barnet  Skettles 
had  much  to  say  upon  the  question,  and  said  it ; 
but  it  did  not  appear  to  solve  the  question,  for 
Mr.  Baps  retorted,  Yes,  but  supposing  Russia 
stepped  in  with  her  tallows;  which  struck  Sir 
B.arnet  almost  dumb,  for  he  could  only  shake 
his  head  after  that,  and  say.  Why,  then  you  must 
fall  back  upon  your  cottons,  he  supposed. 

Sir  Barnet  Skettles  looked  after  Mr.  Baps 
when  he  went  to  cheer  up  Mrs.  Baps  (who,  being 
quite  deserted,  was  pretending  to  look  over  the 
music-book  of  the  gentleman  who  i)laycd  the 
harp),  as  if  he  thought  him  a  remarkable  kind  of 
man  ;  and  shortly  afterwards  he  said  so  in  those 
words  to  Doctor  Blimber,  and  inquired  if  he 
might  take  the  liberty  of  asking  who  he  was,  and 
whether  he  had  ever  been  in  the  Board  of  Trade. 
Doctor  Blimber  answered,  No,  he  believed  not ; 
and  th:it  in  fact  he  was  a  professor  of 
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"  Of  something  connected  with  statistics,  I'll 
swear?"  observed  Sir  Barnet  Skettles. 

"  Why,  no,  Sir  Barnet,"  replied  Doctor  Blim- 
ber,  rubbing  his  chin.     "  No,  not  exactly." 

"  Figures  of  some  sort,  I  would  venture  a  bet," 
said  Sir  Barnet  Skettles. 

"  Why,  yes,"  said  Doctor  Blimber, "  yes,  but  not 
of  that  sort.  Mr.  Baps  is  a  very  worthy  sort  of 
man.  Sir  Barnet,  and — in  fact,  he's  our  professor 
of  dancing." 

Paul  was   amazed  to  see    that  this  piece  of 


information  quite  altered  Sir  Barnet  Skettles* 
opinion  of  Mr.  Baps,  and  that  Sir  Barnet  fiew 
into  a  perfect  rage,  and  glowered  at  Mr.  Baps 
over  on  the  other  side  of  the  room.  He  even 
went  so  far  as  to  d  Mr.  Baps  to  Lady  Skettles, 
in  telling  her  what  had  happened,  and  to  say 
that  it  was  like  his  most  con-sum-mate  and  con- 
foun-ded  impudence. 

There  was  another  thing  that  Paul  observed. 
Mr.  Feeder,  after  imbibing  several  custard-cups 
of  negus,  began  to  enjoy  himself.     The  dancing 
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in  general  was  ceremonious,  and  the  music  rather 
solemn — a  little  like  church  music,  in  fact :  but 
after  the  custard-cups,  Mr.  Feeder  told  Mr. 
Toots  that  he  was  going  to  throw  a  little  spirit 
into  the  thing.  After  that  Mr.  Feeder  not  only 
began  to  dance  as  if  he  meant  dancing,  and 
nothing  else,  but  secretly  to  stimulate  the  music 
to  perform  wild  tunes.  Further,  he  became 
particular  in  his  attentions  to  the  ladies  ;  and 
dancing  with  Miss  Blimber,  whispered  to  her — 


whispered  to  her  ! — though  not  so  softly  but  that 
Paul  heard  him  say  this  remarkable  poetry, 

"  Plad  I  a  heart  for  falsehood  framed, 
I  ne'er  could  injure  You  !  " 

This  Paul  heard  him  repeat  to  four  young  ladies 
in  succession.  Well  might  Mr.  Feeder  say  to 
Mr.  Toots,  that  he  was  afraid  he  should  be  the 
worse  for  it  to-morrow  ! 

Mrs.  Blimber  was  a  little  alarmed  by  this^ 
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comparatively  speaking — profligate  behaviour; 
and  especially  by  the  alteration  in  the  character 
of  the  music,  which,  beginning  to  comprehend 
low  melodies  that  were  popular  in  the  streets, 
might  not  unnaturally  be  supposed  to  give 
offence  to  Lady  Skettles.  But  Lady  Skettles 
was  so  very  kind  as  to  beg  Mrs.  Blimber  not  to 
mention  it ;  and  to  receive  her  exjjlanation,  that 
Mr.  Feeder's  spirits  sometimes  betrayed  him 
into  excesses  on  these  occasions,  with  the 
greatest  courtesy  and  politeness ;  observing,  that 
he  seemed  a  very  nice  sort  of  person  for  his 
situation,  and  that  she  particularly  liked  the  un- 
assuming style  of  his  hair — which  (as  already 
hinted)  was  about  a  quarter  of  an  inch  long. 

Once,  when  there  was  a  pause  in  the  dancing, 
Lady  Skettles  told  Paul  that  he  seemed  very 
fond  of  music.  Paul  replied  that  he  was  ;  and 
if  she  was  too,  she  ought  to  hear  his  sister  Flo- 
rence sing.  Lady  Skettles  presently  discovered 
that  she  was  dying  with  anxiety  to  have  that 
gratification  ;  and  though  Florence  was  at  first 
very  much  frightened  at  being  asked  to  sing 
before  so  many  people,  and  begged  earnestly  to 
be  excused,  yet  on  Paul  calHng  her  to  him,  and 
saying,  "  Do,  Floy  !  Please  !  For  me,  my 
dear  I "  she  went  straight  to  the  piano,  and 
began.  When  they  all  drew  a  little  away,  that 
Paul  might  see  her ;  and  when  he  saw  her  sitting 
there  alone,  so  young,  and  good,  and  beautiful, 
and  kind  to  him;  and  heard  her  thrilling  voice, 
so  natural  and  sweet,  and  such  a  golden  link 
between  him  and  all  his  life's  love  and  happiness, 
rising  out  of  the  silence  ;  he  turned  his  face 
away,  and  hid  his  tears.  Not,  as  he  told  them 
when  they  spoke  to  him,  not  that  the  music  was 
too  plaintive  or  too  sorrowful,  but  it  was  so 
dear  to  him.     - 

They  all  loved  Florence !  How  could  they 
help  it  ?  Paul  had  known  beforehand  that  they 
must  and  would  ;  and  sitting  in  his  cushioned 
corner,  with  calmly-folded  hands,  and  one  leg 
loosely  doubled  under  him,  few  would  have 
thought  what  triumph  and  delight  expanded  his 
childish  bosom  while  he  watched  her,  or  what  a 
sweet  tranquillity  he  felt.  Lavish  encomiums 
on  ■'  Dombey's  sister  "  reached  his  ears  from  all 
the  boys  :  admiration  of  the  self-possessed  and 
modest  little  beauty  was  on  every'lip:  reports 
of  her  intelligence  and  accomplishments  floated 
past  him  constantly :  and,  as  if  borne  in  upon 
the  air  of  the  summer  night,  there  was  a  half- 
intelligible  sentiment  diffused  around,  referring 
to  Florence  and  himself,  and  breathing  sym- 
pathy for  both,  that  soothed  and  touched  him. 

He  did  not  know  why.  For  all  that  the  child 
observed,  and  felt,  and  thought  that  night— the 


present  and  the  absent ;  what  was  then,  and  what 
had  been — were  blended  like  the  colours  in  the 
rainbow,  or  in  the  plumage  of  rich  birds  when  the 
sun  is  shining  on  them,  or  in  the  softening  sky 
when  the  same  sun  is  setting.  The  many  things 
he  had  had  to  think  of  lately,  passed  before  him 
in  the  music ;  not  as  claiming  his  attention  over 
again,  or  as  likely  ever  more  to  occupy  it,  but  as 
peacefully  disposed  of  and  gone.  A  solitary 
window,  gazed  through  years  ago,  looked  out 
upon  an  ocean,  miles  and  miles  away;  upon 
its  waters,  fancies,  busy  with  him  only  yesterday, 
were  hushed  and  lulled  to  rest  like  broken  waves. 
The  same  mysterious  murmur  he  had  wondered 
at,  when  lying  on  his  couch  upon  the  beach,  he 
thought  he  still  heard  sounding  through  his 
sister's  song,  and  through  the  hum  of  voices, 
and  the  tread  of  feet,  and  having  some  part  in 
the  faces  flitting  by,  and  even  in  the  heavy 
gentleness  of  Mr.  Toots,  who  frequently  came 
up  to  shake  him  by  the  hand.  Through  the 
universal  kindness  he  still  thought  he  heard  it, 
speaking  to  him  ;  and  even  his  old-fashioned 
reputation  seemed  to  be  allied  to  it,  he  knew 
not  how.  Thus  little  Paul  sat  musing,  listening, 
looking  on,  and  dreaming  ;  and  was  very  happy. 

Until  the  time  arrived  for  taking  leave :  and 
then,  indeed,  there  was  a  sensation  in  the  party. 
Sir  Barnet  Skettles  brought  up  Skettles  junior 
to  shake  hands  with  him,  and  asked  him  if  he 
would  remember  to  tell  his  good  papa,  with  his 
best  compliments,  that  he,  Sir  Barnet  Skettles, 
had  said  he  hoped  the  two  young  gentlemen 
would  become  intimately  acquainted.  Lady 
Skettles  kissed  him,  and  parted  his  hair  upon 
his  brow,  and  held  him  in  her  arms  ;  and  even 
Mrs.  Baps — poor  Mrs.  Baps  !  Paul  was  glad  of 
that — came  over  from  beside  the  music-book  of 
the  gentleman  who  played  the  harp,  and  took 
leave  of  him  quite  as  heartily  as  anybody  in  the 
room. 

"  Good-bye,  Doctor  Blimber,"  said  Paul, 
stretching  out  his  hand. 

"  Good-bye,  my  little  friend,"  returned  the 
Doctor. 

"  Pm  very  much  obliged  to  you,  sir,"  said 
Paul,  looking  innocently  up  into  his  awful  face. 
"  Ask  them  to  take  care  of  Diogenes,  if  you 
please." 

Diogenes  was  the  dog :  who  had  never  in  his 
life  received  a  friend  into  his  confidence  before 
Paul.  The  Doctor  promised  that  every  atten- 
tion should  be  paid  to  Diogenes  in  Paul's  ab- 
sence, and  Paul,  having  again  thanked  him,  and 
shaken  hands  with  him,  bade  adieu  to  Mrs. 
Blimber  and  Cornelia  with  such  heartfelt  ear- 
nestness, that    Mrs.  Blimber  forgot   from   that 
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moment  to  mention  Cicero  to  Lady  Skettles, 
though  she  had  fully  intended  it  all  the  evening. 
Cornelia,  taking  both  Paul's  hands  in  hers,  said, 
'•  Donibey,  Dombey,  you  have  always  been  m\' 
favourite  pupil.  God  bless  you  ! "  And  it 
showed,  Paul  thought,  how  easily  one  might  do 
injustice  to  a  person ;  for  Miss  Blimber  meant 
it — though  she  iL<as  a  Forcer — and  felt  it. 

A  buzz  then  went  round  among  the  young 
gentlemen  of  "  Dombey's  going ! "  "  Little 
Dombey's  going!"  and 'there  was  a  general 
move  after  Paul  and  Florence  down  the  staircase 
and  into  the  hall,  in  Avhich  the  whole  Blimber 
family  were  included.  Such  a  circumstance,  Mr. 
Feeder  said  aloud,  as  had  never  happened  in  the 
case  of  any  former  young  gentleman  within  his 
experience ;  but  it  would  be  difficult  to  say  if 
this  w^cre  sober  fact,  or  custard-cups.  The  ser- 
vants, with  the  butler  at  their  head,  had  all  an 
interest  in  seeing  Little  Dombey  go ;  and  even 
the  weak-eyed  young  man,  taking  out  his  books 
and  trunks  to  the  coach  that  was  to  carry  him 
and  Florence  to  Mrs.  Pipchin's  for  the  night, 
melted  visibly. 

Not  even  the  influence  of  the  softer  passion 
on  the  young  gentlemen — and  they  all,  to  a  boy, 
doted  on  Florence — could  restrain  them  from 
takingquite  anoisyleaveof  Paul;  waving  hats  after 
him,  pressing  down-stairs  to  shake  hands  with 
him,  crying  individually,  '■  Dombe)',  don't  forget 
me  '"  and  indulging  in  many  such  ebullitions  of 
feeling,  uncommon  among  those  young  Chester- 
fields. Paul  whispered  Florence,  as  she  wrapped 
him  up  before  the  door  was  opened.  Did  she 
hear  them  ?  Would  she  ever  forget  it  ?  Was 
she  glad  to  know  it  ?  And  a  lively  delight  was 
in  his  eyes  as  he  spoke  to  her. 

Once,  for  a  last  look,  he  turned  and  gazed 
upon  the  faces  thus  addressed  to  him,  surprised 
to  see  how  shining  and  how  bright  and  numerous 
they  were,  and  how  they  were  all  piled  and 
heaped  up,  as  faces  are  at  crowded  theatres. 
They  swam  before  him  as  he  looked,  like  faces 
in  an  agitated  glass  ;  and  next  moment  he  was 
in  the  dark  coach  outside,  holding  close  to 
Florence.  From  that  time,  whenever  he  thought 
of  Doctor  Blimber's,  it  came  back  as  he  had  seen 
it  in  this  last  view ;  and  it  never  seemed  to  be 
a  real  place  again,  but  always  a  dream,  full  of 
eyes. 

This  was  not  quite  the  last  of  Doctor  Blim- 
ber's, however.  There  was  somediing  else.  There  ' 
was  Mr.  Toots.  Who,  unexpectedly  letting 
down  one  of  the  coach  windows,  and  looking  in, 
said,  with  a  most  egregious  chuckle,  "  Is  Dom- 
bey there?"  and  immediately  put  it  up  again, 
without  waiting  for  an  answer.     Nor  was  this 


quite  the  last  of  Mr.  Toots,  even  ;  for,  before  the 
coachman  could  drive  off,  he  as  suddenly  let 
down  the  other  window,  and  looking  in  with  a 
precisely  similar  chuckle,  said  in  a  precisely 
similar  tone  of  voice,  "  Is  Dombey  there?"  and 
disappeared  precisely  as  before. 

How  Florence  laughed  !  Paul  often  remem- 
bered it,  and  laughed  himself  whenever  he  did 
so. 

But  th.ere  was  much,  soon  afterwards — next 
day,  and  after  that — which  Paul  could  only  re- 
collect confusedly.  As,  why  they  stayed  at  Mrs. 
Pipchin's  days  and  nights,  instead  of  going 
home ;  why  he  lay  in  bed,  with  Florence  sitting 
by  his  side  ;  whether  that  had  been  his  father  in 
the  room,  or  only  a  tall  shadow  on  the  wall ; 
whether  he  had  heard  his  doctor  say,  of  some 
one,  that  if  they  had  removed  him  before  the 
occasion  on  which  he  had  built  up  fancies,  strong 
in  jjroportion  to  his  own  weakness,  it  was  very 
possible  he  might  have  pined  away. 

He  could  not  even  remember  whether  he  had 
often  said  to  Florence,  "  Oh,  Floy,  take  me 
home,  and  never  leave  me  !"  but  he  thought  he 
had.  He  fancied  sometimes  he  had  heard  him- 
self repeating,  "  Take  me  home,  Floy!  take  me 
home  ! " 

But  he  could  remember,  when  he  got  home, 
and  was  carried  up  the  well-remembered  stairs, 
that  there  had  been  the  rumbling  of  a  coach  for 
many  hours  together,  while  he  lay  upon  the  seat, 
with  Florence  still  beside  him,  and  old  Mrs. 
Pipchin  sitting  opposite.  He  remembered  his 
old  bed,  too,  when  they  laid  him  down  in  it ; 
his  aunt.  Miss  Tox,  and  Susan  :  but  there  was 
something  else,  and  recent,  too,  that  still  per 
plexed  him. 

"  I  want  to  speak  to  Florence,  if  you  please," 
he  said.  "  To  Florence  by  herself,  for  a  mo- 
ment ! " 

She  bent  down  over  him,  and  the  others  stood 
away. 

"  Floy,  my  pet,  wasn't  that  papa  in  the  hall 
when  they  brought  me  from  the  coach  ?" 

"  Yes,  dear." 

"  He  didn't  cry  and  go  into  his  room,  Floy, 
did  he,  when  he  saw  me  coming  in  ? " 

Florence  shook  her  head,  and  pressed  her  lips 
against  his  cheek. 

"  I'm  very  glad  he  didn't  cry,"  said  little 
Paul.  "  I  thought  he  did.  Don't  tell  them  that 
I  asked." 


HO  W  TO  TELL  UNCLE  SOL  ? 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

AMAZING    ARTFULNESS    OF    CAPTAIN    CUTTLK,   AND    A 
NEW  PURSUIT  FOR  WALTER  GAY. 

W^- ALTER  could  not,  for  several  days, 
decide  what  to  do  in  the  Barba- 
does  business  ;  and  even  cherished 
some  faint  hope  that  Mr.  Dombey 
might  not  have  meant  what  he  had 
said,  or  that  he  might  change  his 
Wr'  mind,  and  tell  him  he  was  not  to  go.  But, 
as  nothing  occurred  to  give  this  idea 
(which  was  sufficiently  improbable  in  itself)  any 
touch  of  confirmation,  and  as  time  was  slipping 
by,  and  he  had  none  to  lose,  he  felt  that  he  must 
act,  without  hesitating  any  longer. 

Walter's  chief  difficulty  was,  how  to  break  the 
change  in  his  affairs  to  Uncle  Sol,  to  whom  he 
was  sensible  it  would  be  a  terrible  blow.  He  had 
the  greater  difficulty  in  dashing  Uncle  Sol's 
spirits  with  such  an  astounding  piece  of  intelli- 
gence, because  they  had  lately  recovered  very 
much,  and  the  old  man  had  become  so  cheerful, 
that  the  little  back-parlour  was  itself  again. 
Uncle  Sol  had  paid  the  first  appointed  portion 
of  the  debt  to  Mr.  Dombey,  and  was  hopeful  of 
working  his  way  through  the  rest ;  and  to  cast 
him  down  afresh,  when  he  had  sprung  up  so 
manfully  from  his  troubles,  was  a  very  distressing 
necessity'.  ■ 

Yet  it  would  never  do  to  run  away  from  him. 
He  must  know  of  it  beforehand ;  and  how  to 
tell  him  was  the  point.  As  to  the  question  of 
going  or  not  going,  Walter  did  not  consider  that 
he  had  any  power  of  choice  in  the  matter.  Mr. 
Dombey  had  truly  told  him  that  he  was  young, 
and .  that  his  uncle's  circumstances  were  not 
good ;  and  Mr.  Dombey  had  plainly  expressed, 
in  the  glance  with  which  he  had  accompanied 
that  reminder,  that  if  he  declined  to  go,  he  might 
stay  at  home  if  he  chose,  but  not  in  his  count- 
ing-house. His  uncle  and  he  lay  under  a  great 
obligation  to  Mr.  Dombey,  which  was  of  Walter's 
own  soliciting.  He  might  have  begun  in  secret 
to  despair  of  ever  winning  that  gentleman's 
favour,  and  might  have  thought  that  he  was  now 
and  then  disposed  to  put  a  slight  upon  him, 
which  was  hardly  just.  But  what  would  have 
been  duty  without  that,  was  still  duty  with  it — 
or  Walter  thought  so — and  duty  must  be  done. 

When  Mr.  Dombey  had  looked  at  him,  and 
told  him  he  was  young,  and  that  his  uncle's  cir- 
cumstances were  not  good,  there  had  been  an 
expression  of  disdain  in  his  face  ;  a  contemptuous 
and  disparaging  assumption   that  he  would  be 


quite  content  to  live  idly  on  a  reduced  old  man, 
which  stung  the  boy's  generous  soul.  Deter- 
mined to  assure  Mr.  Dombey,  in  so  far  as  it  was 
possible  to  give  him  the  assurance  without  ex- 
pressing it  in  words,  that  indeed  he  mistook  his 
nature,  Walter  had  been  anxious  to  show  even 
more  cheerfulness  and  activity  after  the  West 
Indian  interview  than  he  had  shown  before  :  if 
that  were  possible,  in  one  of  his  quick  and  zeal- 
ous disposition.  He  was  too  young  and  inex- 
perienced to  think,  that  possibly  this  very  quality 
in  him  was  not  agreeable  to  Mr.  Dombey,  and 
that  it  was  no  stepping-stone  to  his  good  opinion 
to  be  elastic  and  hopeful  of  pleasing  under  the 
shadow  of  his  powerful  displeasure,  whether  it 
were  right  or  wrong.  But  it  may  have  been — it 
may  have  been — that  the  great  man  thought  him- 
self defied  in  this  new  exposition  of  an  honest 
spirit,  and  purposed  to  bring  it  down. 

"  Well  !  at  last  and  at  least.  Uncle  Sol  must 
be  told,"  thought  Walter  with  a  sigh.  And,  as 
Walter  was  apprehensive  that  his  voice  might 
perhaps  quaver  a  little,  and  that  his  countenance 
might  not  be  quite  as  hopeful  as  he  could  wish 
it  to  be,  if  he  told  the  old  man  himself,  and  saw 
the  first  effects  of  his  communication  on  his 
wrinkled  face,  he  resolved  to  avail  himself  of  the 
services  of  that  powerful  mediator,  Captain 
Cuttle.  Sunday  coming  round,  he  set  off,  there- 
fore, after  breakfast,  once  more  to  beat  up  Cap- 
tain Cuttle's  quarters. 

It  was  not  unpleasant  to  remember,  on  the  way 
thither,  that  Mrs.  MacStinger  resorted  to  a  great 
distance  every  Sunday  morning,  to  attend  the 
ministry  of  the  Reverend  Melchisedech  Howler, 
who,  having  been  one  day  discharged  from 
the  West  India  Docks  on  a  false  suspicion  (got 
up  express'iy  against  him  by  the  general  enemy) 
of  screwing  gimlets  into  puncheons,  and  apply- 
ing his  lips  to  the  orifice,  had  announced  the 
destruction  of  the  world  for  that  day  two  years, 
at  ten  in  the  morning,  and  opened  a  front  par- 
lour for  the  reception  of  ladies  and  gentlemen  of 
the  Ranting  persuasion,  upon  whom,  on  the  fivst 
occasion  of  their  assemblage,  the  admonitions  of 
the  Reverend  Melchisedech  had  produced  so 
powerful  an  effect,  that,  in  their  rapturous  per- 
formance of  a  sacred  jig,  which  closed  the  ser- 
vice, the  whole  flock  broke  through  into  a  kitchen 
below,  and  disabled  a  mangle  belonging  to  one 
of  the  fold. 

Tins  the  captain,  in  a  moment  of  uncommon 
conviviality,  had  confided  to  Walter  and  his 
uncle,  between  the  repetitions  of  Lovely  Peg,  on 
the  night  when  Brogley  the  broker  was  paid  out. 
The  captain  himself  was  punctual  in  his  attend- 
ance at  a  church  in   his   own  neighbourhood, 
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which  hoisted  the  union -jack  every  Sunday 
morning  ;  and  where  he  was  good  enough — the 
lawful  beadle  being  infirm — to  keep  an  eye  upon 
the  boys,  over  whom  he  exercised  great  power, 
in  virtue  of  his  mysterious  hook.  Knowing  the 
regularity  of  the  captain's  habits,  Walter  made 
all  the  haste  he  could,  that  he  might  anticipate 
his  going  out;  and  he  made  such  good  speed, 
that  he  had  the  pleasure,  on  turning  into  Brig 
Place,  to  behold  the  broad  blue  coat  and  waist- 
coat hanging  out  of  the  captain's  open  window, 
to  air  in  the  sun. 

It  appeared  incredible  that  the  coat  and  waist- 
coat could  be  seen  by  mortal  eyes  without  the 
captain ;  but  he  certainly  was  not  in  them, 
otherwise  his  legs — the  houses  in  Brig  Place  not 
being  lofty — would  have  obstructed  the  street- 
door,  which  was  perfectly  clear.  Quite  wonder- 
ing at  this  discovery,  Walter  gave  a  single  knock. 

"  Stinger,"  he  distinctly  heard  the  captain  say, 
up  in  his  room,  as  if  that  were  no  business  of 
his.     Therefore  Walter  gave  two  knocks. 

"  Cuttle,"  he  heard  the  captain  say  upon  that ; 
and  immediately  afterwards  the  captain,  in  his 
clean  shirt  and  braces,  with  his  neckerchief 
hanging  loosely  round  his  throat  like  a  coil  of 
rope,  and  his  glazed  hat  on,  appeared  at  the 
window,  leaning  out  over  the  broad  blue  coat 
and  waistcoat. 

.y"Warr!"    cried  the    captain,   looking   down 
upon  him  in  amazement. 

"  Ay,  ay,  Captain  Cuttle,"  returned  Walter, 
"  only  me." 

"What's  the  matter,  my  lad?"  inquired  the 
captain  with  great  concern.  "  Gills  an't  been 
and  sprung  nothing  again  ?" 

"  No,  no,"  said  Walter.  "  My  uncle's  all 
right,  Captain  Cuttle." 

The  captain  expressed  his  gratification,  and 
said  he  would  come  down  below  and  open  the 
door,  which  he  did. 

"  Though  you're  early,  Wal'r,"  said  the  cap- 
tain, eyeing  him  still  doubtfully,  when  they  got 
up-stairs. 

"  Why,  the  fact  is.  Captain  Cuttle,"  said  Wal- 
ter, sitting  down,  "  I  was  afraid  you  would  have 
gone  out,  and  I  want  to  benefit  by  your  friendly 
counsel." 

"  So  you  shall,"  said  the  captain.  "  What'U 
you  take?" 

"  I  want  to  take  your  opinion.  Captain  Cuttle," 
returned  Walter,  smiling.  "  That's  the  only 
thing  for  me." 

"  Come  on,  then,"  said  the  captain.  "  With 
a  will,  my  lad  !" 

Walter  related  to  him  what  had  happened  ; 
and  the  difficulty  in  which  he  felt  respecting  his 


uncle,  and  the  relief  it  would  be  to  him  if  Cap- 
tain Cuttle,  in  his  kindness,  would  help  him  to 
smooth  it  away;  Captain  Cuttle's  infinite  con- 
sternation and  astonishment  at  the  prospect  un- 
folded to  him,  gradually  swallowing  that  gentle- 
man up,  until  it  left  his  face  quite  vacant,  and 
the  suit  of  blue,  the  glazed  hat,  and  the  hook 
apparently  without  an  owner. 

"  You  see,  Captain  Cuttle,"  pursued  Walter, 
"  for  myself,  I  am  young,  as  Mr.  Dombey  said, 
and  not  to  be  considered.  I  am  to  fight  my 
way  through  the  world,  I  know ;  but  there  are 
two  points  I  was  thinking,  as  I  came  along,  that 
I  should  be  very  particular  about  in  resjject  to 
my  uncle.  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  I  deserve 
to  be  the  pride  and  delight  of  his  life — you  be- 
lieve me,  I  know — but  I  am.  Now,  don't  you 
think  I  am?" 

The  captain  seemed  to  make  an  endeavour 
to  rise  from  the  depths  of  his  astonishment,  and 
get  back  to  his  face ;  but  the  effort  being  in- 
effectual, the  glazed  hat  merely  nodded  with  a 
mute  unutterable  meaning. 

"  If  I  live  and  have  my  health,"  said  Walter, 
"  and  I  am  not  afraid  of  that,  still,  when  I  leave 
England,  I  can  hardly  hope  to  see  my  uncle 
again.  He  is  old.  Captain  Cuttle  ;  and  besides, 
his  life  is  a  life  of  custom " 

"Steady.  Wal'r!  Of  a  want  of  custom?" 
said  the  captain,  suddenly  reappearing. 

"Too  true,"  returned  Walter,  shaking  his 
head  ;  "  but  I  meant  a  life  of  habit.  Captain 
Cuttle — that  sort  of  custom.  And  if  (as  you 
very  truly  said,  I  am  sure)  he  would  have  died 
the  sooner  for  the  loss  of  the  stock,  and  all 
those  objects  to  which  he  has  been  accustomed 
for  so  many  years,  don't  you  think  he  might  die 
a  little  sooner  for  the  loss  of " 

"  Of  his  nevy,"  interposed  the  captain. 
"Right!" 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Walter,  trying  to  speak 
gaily,  "  we  must  do  our  best  to  make  him  be- 
lieve that  the  separation  is  but  a  temporary  one, 
after  all;  but  as  I  know  better,  or  dread  that  I 
know  better.  Captain  Cuttle,  and  as  I  have  so 
many  reasons  for  regarding  him  with  affection, 
and  duty,  and  honour,  I  am  afraid  I  should 
make  but  a  very  poor  hand  at  that,  if  I  tried  to 
persuade  him  of  it.  That's  my  great  reason  for 
wishing  you  to  break  it  out  to  him  ;  and  that's 
the  first  point." 

"  Keep  her  off  a  point  or  so  !"  observed  the 
captain  in  a  contemplative  voice. 

"What  did  you  say.  Captain  Cuttle?"  in- 
quired Walter. 

"  Stand  by  !  "  returned  the  captain  thought- 
fully. 
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Walter  paused  to  ascertain  if  the  captain  had 
any  particular  information  to  add  to  this,  but,  as 
he  said  no  more,  went  on. 

"  Now,  the  second  point.  Captain  Cuttle.  1 
am  sorry  to  say,  I  am  not  a  favourite  with  Mr. 
Dombey.  I  have  always  tried  to  do  my  best, 
and  I  have  always  done  it ;  but  he  does  not  like 
me.  He  can't  help  his  likings  and  dislikings, 
perhaps.  1  say  nothing  of  that.  I  only  say 
that  I  am  certain  he  does  not  like  me.  He  does 
not  send  me  to  this  post  as  a  good  one  ;  he  dis- 
dains to  represent  it  as  being  better  tlian  it  is ; 
and  I  doubt  very  much  if  it  will  ever  lead  me  to 
advancement  in  the  House — whether  it  does  not, 
on  the  contrary,  dispose  of  me  for  ever,  and  put 
me  out  of  the  way.  Now,  we  must  say  nothing 
of  this  to  my  uncle,  Captain  Cuttle,  but  must 
make  it  out  to  be  as  flivourable  and  promising 
as  we  can ;  and  when  I  tell  you  what  it  really 
is,  I  only  do  so  that,  in  case  any  means  should 
ever  arise  of  lending  me  a  hand  so  far  off,  I  may 
have  one  friend  at  home  who  knows  my  real 
situation." 

"Wal'r,  my  boy,"  replied  the  captain,  "  in  the 
Proverbs  of  Solomon  you  will  find  the  following 
words,  '  May  we  never  want  a  friend  in  need, 
nor  a  bottle  to  give  him  ! '  When  found,  make 
a  note  of" 

Here  the  captain  stretched  out  his  hand  to 
Walter,  with  an  air  of  downright  good  faith  that 
spoke  volumes ;  at  the  same  time  repeating  (for 
he  felt  proud  of  the  accuracy  and  pointed  appli- 
cation of  his  quotation),  "When  found,  make 
a  note  of." 

"  Captain  Cuttle,"  said  Walter,  taking  the  im- 
mense fist  extended  to  him  by  the  captain  in 
both  his  hands,  which  it  completely  filled,  "ne.xt 
to  my  Uncle  Sol,  I  love  you.  There  is  no  one 
on  earth  in  whom  I  can  more  safely  trust,  I  am 
sure.  As  to  the  mere  going  away,  Ca])tain 
Cuttle,  I  don't  care  for  that :  why  should  1  care 
for  that  ?  If  I  were  free  to  seek  my  own  for- 
tune— if  I  were  free  to  go  as  a  common  sailor — 
if  I  were  free  to  venture  on  my  own  account  to 
the  farthest  end  of  the  world — I  would  gladly 
go  !  I  would  have  gladly  gone,  years  ago,  and 
taken  my  chance  of  what  might  come  of  it. 
But  it  was  against  my  uncle's  wishes,  and 
against  the  plans  he  had  formed  for  me ;  and 
there  was  an  end  of  that.  But  what  I  feel,  Cap- 
tain Cuttle,  is,  that  we  have  been  a  little  mis- 
taken all  along,  and  that,  so  far  as  any  improve- 
ment in  my  prospects  is  concerned,  I  am  no 
better  off  now  than  I  was  when  I  first  entered 
Dombey's  House — perhaps  a  little  worse,  for 
the  House  may  have  been  kindly  inclined  to- 
wards me  then,  and  it  certainly  is  not  now." 


"Turn  again,  Whittington,"  muttered  the 
disconsolate  captain,  after  looking  at  Walter  for 
some  time. 

"  Ay  !  "  replied  Walter,  laughing,  "  and  turn 
a  great  many  times,  too.  Captain  Cuttle,  I'm 
afraid,  before  such  fortune  as  his  ever  turns  up 
again.  Not  that  I  complain,"  he  added  in  his 
lively,  animated,  energetic  way.  "  I  have 
nothing  to  complain  of.  I  am  provided  for. 
I  can  live.  When  I  leave  my  uncle,  I  leave 
him  to  you  ;  and  I  can  leave  him  to  no  one 
better,  Captain  Cuttle.  I  haven't  told  you  all 
this  because  I  despair,  not  I ;  it's  to  convince 
you  that  I  can't  pick  and  choose  in  Dombey's 
House,  and  that  where  I  am  sent,  there  I  must 
go,  and  what  I  am  offered,  that  I  must  take. 
It's  better  for  my  uncle  that  I  should  be  sent 
away ;  for  Mr.  Dombey  is  a  valuable  friend  to 
liim,  as  he  proved  himself,  you  know  when. 
Captain  Cuttle ;  and  I  am  persuaded  he  won't 
be  less  valuable  when  he  hasn't  me  there,  every 
day,  to  awaken  his  dislike.  So  hurrah  for  the 
West  Indies,  Captain  Cuttle  !  How  does  that 
tune  go  that  the  sailors  sing  ? 

"  For  the  Port  of  Barbadoes,  boys ! 

Cheerily ! 
Leaving  old  England  behind  us,  boys ! 
Cheerily !  " 

Here  the  captain  roared  in  chorus — 

"  Oh  cheerily,  cheerily  1 

Oh  cheer — i — ly  !  " 

The  last  line  reaching  the  quick  ears  of  an 
ardent  skipper  not  quite  sober,  who  lodged 
opposite,  and  who  instantly  sprung  out  of  bed, 
threw  up  his  window,  and  joined  in  across  the 
street,  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  produced  a  fine 
effect.  When  it  was  impossible  to  sustain  the 
concluding  note  any  longer,  the  skipper  bel- 
lowed forth  a  terrific  "  Ahoy  !  "  intended  in 
part  as  a  friendly  greeting,  and  in  part  to  show 
that  he  was  not  at  all  breathed.  That  done,  he 
shut  down  his  window,  and  went  to  bed  again. 

"  And  now.  Captain  Cuttle,"  said  Walter, 
handing  him  the  blue  coat  and  waistcoat,  and 
bustling  very  much,  "  if  you'll  come  and  break 
the  news  to  Uncle  Sol  (which  he  ought  to  have 
known  days  upon  days  ago,  by  rights),  I'll  leave 
you  at  the  door,  you  know,  and  walk  about 
until  the  afternoon." 

The  captain,  however,  scarcely  appeared  to 
relish  the  commission,  or  to  be  by  any  means 
confident  of  his  powers  of  executing  it.  He  had 
arranged  the  future  life  and  adventures  of 
^^'alter  so  very  differently,  and  so  entirely  to 
his  own  satisfaction  ;  he  had  felicitated  himself 
so  often  on  the  sagacity  and  foresight  disjjlayed 
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in  that  arrangement,  and  had  found  it  so  com- 
I)lete  and  perfect  in  all  its  parts  ;  that  to  suffer 
it  to  go  to  pieces  all  at  once,  and  even  to  assist 
in  breaking  it  up,  required  a  great  eftbrt  of  his 
resolution.  The  captain,  too,  found  it  diflicult 
to  unload  his  old  ideas  upon  the  subject,  and  to 
take  a  perfectly  new  cargo  on  board,  with  that 
rapidity  which  the  circumstances  required,  or 
without  jumbling  and  confounding  the  two. 
Consequently,  instead  of  putting  on  his  coat 
and  waistcoat  with  anything  like  the  impetuosity 
that  could  alone  have  kept  pace  with  Walter's 
mood,  he  declined  to  invest  himself  with  those 
garments  at  all  at  present ;  and  informed  Walter 
that,  on  such  a  serious  matter,  he  must  be 
allowed  to  "  bite  his  nails  a  bit." 

"  It's  an  old  habit  of  mine,  Wal'r,"  said  the 
captain,  "  any  time  these  fifty  year.  When  you 
see  Ned  Cuttle  bite  his  nails,  Wal'r,  then  you 
may  know  that  Ned  Cuttle's  aground." 

Thereupon  the  captain  put  his  iron  hook  be- 
tween his  teeth,  as  if  it  were  a  hand ;  and  with 
an  air  of  wisdom  and  profundity  that  was  the 
very  concentration  and  sublimation  of  all  philo- 
sophical reflection  and  grave  inquiry,  applied 
himself  to  the  consideration  of  the  subject  in  its 
various  branches. 

"  There's  a  friend  of  mine,"  murmured  the 
captain  in  an  absent  manner,  "  but  he's  at  pre- 
sent coasting  round  to  Whitby,  that  would  deliver 
such  an  opinion  on  this  subject,  or  any  other 
that  could  be  named,  as  would  give  Parhament 
six  and  beat  'em.  Been  knocked  overboard, 
that  man,"  said  the  captain,  "  twice,  and  none 
the  worse  for  it.  Was  beat  in  his  apprentice- 
ship, for  three  weeks  (off  and  on),  about  the 
head  with  a  ringbolt.  And  yet  a  clearer-minded 
man  don't  walk." 

In  spite  of  his  respect  for  Captain  Cuttle, 
Walter  could  not  help  inwardly  rejoicing  at  the 
absence  of  this  sage,  and  devoutly  hoping  that 
his  limpid  intellect  might  not  be  brought  to  bear 
on  his  difficulties  until  they  were  quite  settled. 

"  If  you  was  to  take  and  show  that  man  the 
buoy  at  the  Norc,"  said  Captain  Cuttle  in  the 
same  tone,  "  and  ask  him  his  opinion  of  it, 
Wal'r,  he'd  give  you  an  opinion  that  was  no  more 
like  that  buoy  than  your  uncle's  buttons  are. 
There  an't  a  man  that  walks — certainly  not  on 
two  legs — that  can  come  near  him.  Not  near 
him  ! " 

"  What's  his  name,  Captain  Cuttle  ?  "  inquired 
Walter,  determined  to  be  interested  in  the  cap- 
tain's friend. 

"  His  name's  Bunsby,"  said  the  captain. 
"  But  Lord,  it  might  be  anything  for  the  matter 
of  that,  with  such  a  mind  as  his  !  " 


The  exact  idea  which  the  captain  attached  to 
this  concluding  piece  of  praise,  he  did  not 
further  elucidate  ;  neither  did  Walter  seek  to 
draw  it  forth.  For  on  his  beginning  to  review, 
with  the  vivacity  natural  to  himself  and  to  his 
situation,  the  leading  points  in  his  own  affairs, 
he  soon  discovered  that  the  captain  had  relapsed 
into  his  former  profound  state  of  mind  ;  and 
that,  while  he  eyed  him  steadfastly  from  beneath 
his  bushy  eyebrows,  he  evidently  neither  .saw 
nor  heard  him,  but  remained  immersed  in  cogi- 
tation. 

In  fact.  Captain  Cuttle  was  labouring  with 
such  great  designs,  that,  far  from  being  aground, 
he  soon  got  off  into  the  deepest  of  water,  and 
could  find  no  bottom  to  his  penetration.  By 
degrees  it  became  perfectly  plain  to  the  captain 
that  there  was  some  mistake  here ;  that  it  was 
undoubtedly  much  more  likely  to  be  Walter's 
mistake  than  his ;  that  if  there  were  really  any 
West  India  scheme  afoot,  it  was  a  very  different 
one  from  what  Walter,  who  was  young  and  rash, 
supposed  ;  and  could  only  be  some  new  device 
for  making  his  fortune  with  unusual  celerity. 
"  Or  if  there  should  be  any  little  hitch  between 
'em,"  thought  the  captain,  meaning  between 
Walter  and  Mr.  Dombey,  "  it  only  wants  a  word 
in  season,  from  a  friend  of  both  parties,  to  set  it 
right  and  smooth,  and  make  all  taut  again." 
Captain  Cuttle's  deduction  from  these  considera- 
tions was,  that  as  he  already  enjoyed  the  plea- 
sure of  knowing  Mr.  Dombey,  from  having 
spent  a  very  agreeable  half-hour  in  his  company 
at  Brighton  (on  the  morning  when  they  bor- 
rowed the  money) ;  and  that,  as  a  couple  of  men 
of  the  world,  who  understood  each  other,  and 
were  mutually  disposed  to  make  things  com- 
fortable, could  easily  arrange  any  little  difficulty 
of  this  sort,  and  come  at  the  real  facts  ;  the 
friendly  thing  for  him  to  do  would  be,  without 
saying  anything  about  it  to  Walter  at  present, 
just  to  step  up  to  Mr.  Dombey's  house — say  to 
the  servant,  "  Would  you  be  so  good,  my  lad, 
as  to  report  Cap'n  Cuttle  here?" — meet  Mr. 
Dombey  in  a  confidential  spirit — hook  him  by 
the  button-hole — talk  it  over — make  it  all  right 
— and  come  away  triumphant. 

As  these  reflections  presented  themselves  to 
the  captain's  mind,  and  by  slow  degrees  as- 
sumed this  shape  and  form,  his  visage  cleared 
like  a  doubtful  morning  when  it  gives  place  to 
a  bright  noon.  His  eyebrows,  which  had  been 
in  the  highest  degree  portentous,  smoothed  their 
rugged,  bristling  aspect,  and  became  serene ; 
his  eyes,  which  had  been  nearly  closed  in  the 
severity  of  his  mental  exercise,  opened  freely ;  a 
smile,  which  had  been  at  first  but  three  specks 
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— one  at  the  right-hand  corner  of  his  mouth, 
and  one  at  the  corner  of  each  eye — gradually 
overspread  his  whole  face,  and  rippling  up  into 
his  forehead,  lifted  the  glazed  hat :  as  if  that, 
too,  had  been  aground  with  Captain  Cuttle, 
anil  were  now,  like  him,  happily  afloat  again. 

Finally,  the  captain  left  off  biting  his  nails, 
and  said,  "  Now,  Wal'r,  my  boy,  you  may  help 
me  on  with  them  slops."  By  which  the  captain 
meant  his  coat  and  waistcoat. 

Walter  little  imagined  why  the  captain  was  so 
particular  in  the  arrangement  of  his  cravat  as  to 
twist  the  pendent  ends  into  a  sort  of  pigtail,  and 
pass  them  through  a  massive  gold  ring  with  a 
picture  of  a  tomb  upon  it,  and  a  neat  iron  rail- 
ing, and  a  tree,  in  memory  of  some  deceased 
friend.  Nor  why  the  captain  pulled  up  his  shirt 
collar  to  the  utmost  limits  allowed  by  the  Irish 
linen  below,  and  by  so  doing  decorated  himself 
with  a  complete  pair  of  blinkers  ;  nor  why  he 
changed  his  shoes,  and  put  on  an  unparalleled 
pair  of  ankle-jacks,  which  he  only  wore  on  extra- 
ordinary occasions.  The  captain,  being  at  length 
attired  to  his  own  complete  satisfaction,  and 
having  glanced  at  himself  from  head  to  foot  in  a 
shaving-glass,  which  he  removed  from  a  nail  for 
that  purpose,  took  up  his  knotted  stick,  and  said 
he  was  ready. 

The  captain's  walk  was  more  complacent  than 
usual  when  they  got  out  into  the  street ;  but  this 
Walter  supposed  to  be  the  eft'ect  of  the  ankle- 
jacks,  and  took  little  heed  of.  Before  they  had 
gone  very  far,  they  encountered  a  woman  selling 
Uowers ;  when  the  captain,  stopping  short,  as  if 
struck  by  a  happy  idea,  made  a  purchase  of  the 
largest  bundle  in  her  basket ;  a  most  glorious 
nosegay,  fan-shaped,  some  two  feet  and  a  half 
round,  and  composed  of  all  the  jolllest-looking 
flowers  that  blow. 

Armed  with  this  little  token,  which  he  designed 
for  Mr.  Dombey,  Captain  Cuttle  walked  on  with 
Walter  until  they  reached  the  instrument-maker's 
door,  before  which  they  both  paused. 

"  You're  going  in  ?  "  said  Walter. 

"  Yes,"  returned  the  captain,  who  felt  that 
Walter  must  be  got  rid  of  before  he  proceeded 
any  further,  and  that  he  had  better  time  his 
projected  visit  somewhat  later  in  the  day. 

"  And  you  vi'on't  forget  anything  ? ''  said 
Walter. 

"  No,"  returned  the  captain. 

"I'll  go  upon  my  walk  at  once,"  said  Walter, 
"  and  then  I  shall  be  out  of  the  way.  Captain 
Cuttle." 

"  Take  a  good  long  'un,  my  lad  !  "  replied  the 
captain,  calling  after  him.  Walter  waved  his 
hand  in  assent,  and  went  his  way. 


His  way  was  nowhere  in  particular ;  but  he 
thought  he  would  go  out  into  the  tields,  where 
he  could  reflect  upon  the  unknown  life  before 
him,  and,  resting  under  some  tree,  ponder 
quietly.  He  knew  no  better  fields  than  those 
near  Hampstead,  and  no  better  means  of  getting 
at  them  than  by  passing  Mr.  Dombey's  house. 

It  was  as  stately  and  as  dark  as  ever,  when 
he  went  by  and  glanced  up  at  its  frowning  front. 
The  blinds  were  all  pulled  down,  but  the  upper 
windows  stood  wide  open,  and  the  pleasant  air 
stirring  those  curtains,  and  waving  them  to  and 
fro,  was  the  only  sign  of  animation  in  the  whole 
exterior.  Walter  walked  softly  as  he  passed, 
and  was  glad  when  he  had  left  the  house  a  door 
or  two  behind. 

He  looked  back  then ;  with  the  interest  he 
had  always  felt  for  the  place  since  the  adven- 
ture of  the  lost  child,  years  ago ;  and  looked 
especially  at  those  upper  windows.  "While  he 
was  thus  engaged,  a  chariot  drove  to  the  door, 
and  a  portly  gentleman  in  black,  with  a  heavy 
watch-chain,  alighted,  and  went  in.  When  he 
aftervifards  remembered  this  gentleman  and  hir 
equipage  together,  Walter  had  no  doubt  he  was 
a  physician ;  and  then  he  wondered  who  was 
ill ;  but  the  discovery  did  not  occur  to  him 
until  he  had  walked  some  distance,  thinking 
listlessly  of  other  things. 

Though  still,  of  what  the  house  had  suggested 
to  him ;  for  Walter  pleased  himself  with  think- 
ing that  perhaps  the  time  might  come  when  the 
beautiful  child  who  was  his  old  friend,  and  had 
always  been  so  grateful  to  him  and  so  glad  to 
see  him  since,  might  interest  her  brother  in  his 
behalf,  and  influence  his  fortunes  for  the  better. 
He  liked  to  imagine  this — more,  at  that  moment, 
for  the  pleasure  of  imagining  her  continued 
remembrance  of  him  than  for  any  worldly  profit 
he  might  gain  :  but  another  and  more  sober 
fancy  whispered  to  him  that,  if  he  were  alive 
then,  he  would  be  beyond  the  sea  and  forgotten  ; 
she  married,  rich,  proud,  happy.  There  was  no 
more  reason  why  she  should  remember  him  with 
any  interest  in  such  an  altered  state  of  things, 
than  any  plaything  she  ever  had.  No,  not  so 
much. 

Yet  Walter  so  idealised  the  pretty  child  whom 
he  had  found  wandering  in  the  rough  streets, 
and  so  identified  her  with  her  innocent  gratitude 
of  that  night,  and  the  simplicity  and  truth  of 
its  expression,  that  he  blnshed  for  himself  as  a 
libeller  when  he  argued  that  she  could  ever  grow 
I)roud.  On  the  other  hand,  his  meditations 
were  of  that  fantastic  order  that  it  seemed  hardly 
less  libellous  in  him  to  imagine  her  grown  a 
woman  :   to   think   of  her  as  anything  but  the 
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same  artless,  gentle,  winning  little  creature  that 
slie  had  been  in  the  days  of  Good  Mrs.  Brown. 
In  a  word,  Walter  found  out  that  to  reason  with 
himself  about  Florence  at  all,  was  to  become 
very  unreasonable   indeed  ;  and  that  he  could 


do  no  better  than  preserve  her  image  in  his 
mind  as  something  precious,  unattainable,  un- 
changeable, and  indefinite — indefinite  in  all  but 
its  power  of  giving  him  pleasure,  and  restraining 
him  like  an  angel's  hand  from  anything  unworthy. 


'  BEFORE  THEY  HAD  GONE  VERY  FAR,  THEY  ENCOUNTERED  A  WOMAN  SELLING  FLOWF.RS  ;  WHEN  THE 
CAPTAIN,  STOPPING  SHORT,  AS  IF  STRUCK  BY  A  HAPPY  IDEA,  MADE  A  PURCHASE  OF  THE  LARGEST 
BUNDLE   IN   HER   BASKET." 


It  was  a  long  stroll  in  the  fields  that  Walter 
took  that  day,  listening  to  the  birds,  and  the 
Sunday  bells,  and  the  softened  murmur  of  the 
town — breathing  sweet  scents  ;  glancing  some- 
times at  the  dim  horizon  beyond  which  his 
voyage  and  his  place  of  destination  lay  ;  then 


looking  round  on  the  green  English  grass  and 
the  home  landscape.  But  he  hardly  once  thought 
even  of  going  away,  distinctly ;  and  seemed  to 
put  off  reflection  idly,  from  hour  to  hour,  and 
from  minute  to  minute,  while  he  yet  went  on 
reflecting  all  the  time. 
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Walter  had  left  the  fields  behind  him,  and 
Avas  plodding  homeward  in  the  same  abstracted 
mood,  when  he  heard  a  shout  from  a  man,  and 
then  a  woman's  voice  calling  to  him  loudly  by 
name.  Turning  quickly  in  his  surprise,  he  saw 
that  a  hackney  coach,  going  in  the  contrary 
direction,  had  stopped  at  no  great  distance ; 
that  the  coachman  was  looking  back  from  his 
box,  and  making  signals  to  him  with  his  whip ; 
and  that  a  young  woman  inside  was  leaning  out 
of  the  window,  and  beckoning  with  immense 
energy.  Running  up  to  this  coach,  he  found 
that  the  young  woman  was  Miss  Nipper,  and 
that  Miss  Nipper  was  in  such  a  flutter  as  to  be 
almost  beside  herself. 

"  Staggs's  Gardens,  Mr.  Walter  !  "  said  Miss 
Nipper;  "if  you  please,  oh  do  !  " 

'•  Eh  ?  '^  cried  Walter.    "  What  is  the  matter  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Walter,  Staggs's  Gardens,  if  you 
please  !  "  said  Susan. 

"  There  ! "  cried  the  coachman,  appealing  to 
Walter,  with  a  sort  of  exulting  despair  ;  "  that's 
the  way  the  young  lady's  been  a-goin'  on  for 
■up'ards  of  a  mortal  hour,  and  me  continivally 
backing  out  of  no  thoroughfares,  where  she 
would  drive  up.  I've  had  a  many  fares  in  this 
coach,  first  and  last,  but  never  such  a  fare  as 
her." 

•'  Do  you  want  to  go  to  Staggs's  Gardens, 
Susan  ?  "  inquired  Walter. 

"Ah  !  i"/?;,' wants  to  go  there  !  Where  is  it?" 
growled  the  coachman. 

"  I  don't  know  where  it  is  ! "  exclaimed  Susan 
wildly.  "  Mr.  Walter,  I  was  there  once  myself, 
along  with  Miss  Floy  and  our  poor  darling 
Master  Paul,  on  the  very  day  when  you  found 
Miss  Floy  in  the  City,  for  we  lost  her  coming 
home,  Mrs.  Richards  and  me,  and  a  mad  bull, 
and  Mrs.  Richards's  eldest,  and  though  I  went 
there  afterwards,  I  can't  remember  where  it  is, 
I  think  it's  sunk  into  the  ground.  Oh,  Mr. 
Walter,  don't  desert  me,  Staggs's  Gardens,  if  you 
please  !  Miss  Floy's  darling — all  our  darlings 
— little  meek,  meek  Master  Paul  !  Oh,  Mr. 
Walter !  " 

"Good  God!"  cried  Walter.  "Is  he  very 
ill  ?  " 

"  The  pretty  flower  !  "  cried  Susan,  wringing 
her  hands,  "  has  took  the  fancy  that  he'd  like 
to  see  his  old  nurse,  and  I've  come  to  bring  her 
to  his  bedside,  Mrs.  Staggs's  of  Polly  Toodle's 
Gardens,  some  one  pray  !  " 

Greatly  moved  by  what  he  heard,  and  catch- 
ing Susan's  earnestness  immediately,  Walter, 
now  that  he  understood  the  nature  of  her  errand, 
dashed  into  it  with  such  ardour  that  the  coach- 
man had  enough  to  do  to  follow  closely  as  he 
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ran  before,  inquiring  here  and  there  and  every- 
where the  way  to  Staggs's  Gardens. 

There  was  no  such  place  as  Staggs's  Gardens. 
It  bad  vanished  from  the  earth.  Where  the  old 
rotten  summer-houses  once  had  stood,  palaces 
now  reared  their  heads,  and  granite  columns  of 
gigantic  girth  opened  a  vista  to  the  railway  world 
beyond.  The  miserable  waste  ground,  where 
the  refuse  matter  had  been  heaped  of  yore,  was 
swallowed  up  and  gone ;  and  in  its  (rouzy  stead 
were  tiers  of  warehouses,  crammed  with  rich 
goods  and  costly  merchandise.  The  old  by- 
streets now  swarmed  with  passengers  and  vehicles 
of  every  kind  :  the  new  streets,  that  had  stopped 
disheartened  in  the  mud  and  waggon-ruts,  formed 
towns  within  themselves,  originating  wholesome 
comforts  and  conveniences  belonging  to  them- 
selves, and  never  tried  nor  thought  of  until  they 
sprung  into  existence.  Bridges  that  had  led  to 
nothing,  led  to  villas,  gardens,  churches,  healthy 
public  walks.  The  carcases  of  houses,  and 
beginnings  of  new  thoroughfares,  had  started  off 
upon  the  line  at  steam's  own  speed,  and  shot 
away  into  the  country  in  a  monster  train.       ._ 

As  to  the  neighbourhood  which  had  hesitated 
to  acknowledge  the  railroad  in  its  straggling 
days,  that  had  grown  wise  and  penitent,  as  any 
Christian  might  in  such  a  case,  and  now  boasted 
of  its  powerful  and  prosperous  relation.  Th^re 
were  railway  patterns  in  its  drapers'  shops,  and 
railway  journals  in  the  windows  of  its  newsmen. 
There  were  railway  hotels,  coffee-houses,  lodging- 
houses,  boarding-houses  ;  railway  plans,  maps, 
views,  wrappers,  bottles,  sandwich-boxes,  and 
time-tables ;  railway  hackney-coach  and  cab 
stands ;  railway  omnibuses,  railway  streets  and 
buildings,  railway  hangers-on  and  parasites,  and 
flatterers  out  of  all  calculation.  There  was  even 
railway  time  observed  in  clocks,  as  if  tlie  sun 
itself  had  given  in.  Among  the  vanquished  was 
the  master  chimney-sweeper,  whilom  incredulous 
at  Staggs's  Gardens,  who  now  lived  in  a  stuccoed 
house  three  stories  high,  and  gave  himself  out, 
with  golden  flourishes  upon  a  varnished  board, 
as  contractor  for  the  cleansing  of  railway  chim- 
neys by  machinery. 

To  and  from  the  heart  of  this  great  change, 
all  day  and  night,  throbbing  currents  rushed 
and  returned  incessantly  like  its  life's  blood. 
Crowds  of  people,  and  mountains  of  goods, 
departing  and  arriving  scores  upon  scores  of 
times  in  every  four-and-twenty  hours,  producetl 
a  fermentation  in  the  place  that  was  always  in 
action.  The  very  houses  seemed  disposed  to 
pack  up  and  take  trips.  Wonderful  members  of 
Parliament,  who,  little  more  than  twenty  years 
before,  had    made   themselves    merry  with   the 
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wild  railroad  theories  of  engineers,  and  given 
them  the  liveliest  rubs  in  cross-examination, 
went  down  into  the  north  with  their  watches  in 
their  hands,  and  sent  on  messages  before  by  the 
electric  telegraph  to  say  that  they  were  coming. 
Night  and  day  the  conquering  engines  rumbled 
at  their  distant  work,  or,  advancing  smoothly  to 
their  journey's  end,  and  gliding  like  tame  dragons 
into  the  allotted  corners  grooved  out  to  the 
inch  for  their  reception,  stood  bubbling  and 
trembling  there,  making  the  walls  quake,  as  if 
they  were  dilating  with  the  secret  knowledge  of 
great  powers  yet  unsuspected  in  them,  and 
strong  purposes  not  yet  achieved. 

But  Staggs's  Gardens  had  been  cut  up  root 
and  branch.     Oh,  woe  the  day  !  when  "  not  a 
rood  of  English  ground" — laid  out 
Gardens — is  secure  ! 

At  last,  after  much  fruitless  inquiry,  Walter, 
followed  by  the  coach  and  Susan,  found  a  man 
who  had  once  resided  in  that  vanished  land, 
and  who  was  no  other  than  the  master  sweep 
before  referred  to,  grown  stout,  and  knocking  a 
double  knock  at  his  own  door.  He  knowed 
Toodle,  he  said,  well.  Belonged  to  the  Rail- 
road, didn't  he  ? 

"  Yes,  sir,  yes  !"  cried  Susan  Nipper  from  the 
coach  window. 

Where  did  he  live  now  ?  hastily  inquired 
Walter. 

He  lived  in  the  company's  own  buildings, 
second  turning  to  the  right,  down  the  yard,  cross 
over,  and  take  the  second  on  the  right  again.  It 
was  number  eleven  ;  they  couldn't  mistake  it ; 
but  if  they  did,  they  had  only  to  ask  for  Toodle, 
Engine  Fireman,  and  any  one  would  show  them 
which  was  his  house.  At  this  unexpected  stroke 
of  success,  Susan  Nipper  dismounted  from  the 
coach  with  all  speed,  took  Walter's  arm,  and  set 
off  at  a  breathless  pace  on  foot ;  leaving  the 
coach  there  to  await  their  return. 

"  Has  the  little  boy  been  long  ill,  Susan  ? " 
inquired  Walter  as  they  hurried  on. 

"  Ailing  for  a  deal  of  time,  but  no  one  knew 
how  much,"  said  Susan  ;  adding,  with  excessive 
sharpness,  "  Oh,  them  Blimbers  ! " 

"Blimbers?"  echoed  Walter. 

_"  I  couldn't  forgive  myself  at  such  a  time  as 
this,  Mr.  Walter,"  said  Susan,  "  and  when  there's 
so  much  serious  distress  to  think  about,  if  I 
rested  hard  on  any  one,  especially  on  them  that 
little  darling  Paul  speaks  well  of,  but  I  Jiiay  wish 
that  the  family  was  set  to  work  in  a  stony  soil 
to  make  new  roads,  and  that  Miss  BHmber  went 
in  front,  and  had  the  pickaxe  !" 

Miss  Nipper  then  took  breath,  and  went  on 
faster  than  before,  as  if  this  extraordinary  aspira- 


tion had  relieved  her.     Walter,  who  had  by  this 

time  no  breath  of  his  own  to  spare,  hurried  along 
without  asking  any  more  questions;  and  they 
soon,  in  their  impatience,  burst  in  at  a  little 
door,  and  came  into  a  clean  parlour  full  of 
children. 

"Where's  Mrs.  Richards?"  exclaimed  Susan 
Nipper,  looking  round.  "  Oh,  Mrs.  Richards, 
Mrs.  Richards,  come  along  with  me,  my  dear 
creetur  !" 

"  Why,  if  it  ain't  Susan  !"  cried  Polly,  rising 
with  her  honest  face  and  motherly  figure  from 
among  the  group,  in  great  surprise. 

"  Yes,  Mrs.  Richards,  it's  me,"  said  Susan, 
"  and  I  wish  it  wasn't,  though  I  may  not  seem 
to  flatter  when  I  say  so,  but  little  Master  Paul 
is  very  ill,  and  told  his  pa  to-day  that  he  would 
like  to  see  the  face  of  his  old  nurse,  and  him  and 
Miss  Floy  hope  you'll  come  along  with  me — and 
Mr.  Walter,  Mrs.  Richards — forgetting  what  is 
past,  and  do  a  kindness  to  the  sweet  dear  that 
is  withering  away.  Oh,  Mrs.  Richards,  wither- 
ing away!"  Susan  Nipper  crying,  Polly  shed 
tears  to  see  her,  and  to  hear  what  she  had  said  ; 
and  all  the  children  gathered  round  (includ- 
ing numbers  of  new  babies);  and  Mr.  Toodle, 
who  had  just  come  home  from  Birmingham,  and 
was  eating  his  dinner  out  of  a  basin,  laid  down 
his  knife  and  fork,  and  put  on  his  wife's  bonnet 
and  shawl  for  her,  which  were  hanging  up  be- 
hind the  door ;  then  tapped  her  on  the  back ; 
and  said,  with  more  fatherly  feeling  than  elo- 
quence, "  Polly  !  cut  away  !" 

So  they  got  back  to  the  coach,  long  before 
the  coachman  expected  them  ;  and  Walter,  put- 
ting Susan  and  Mrs.  Richards  inside,  took  his 
seat  on  the  box  himself,  that  there  might  be  no 
more  mistakes,  and  deposited  them  safely  in  the 
hall  of  Mr.  Dombey's  house — where,  by-the-bye, 
he  saw  a  mighty  nosegay  lying,  which  reminded 
him  of  the  one  Captain  Cuttle  had  purchased  in 
his  company  that  morning.  He  would  have 
lingered  to  know  more  of  the  young  invalid,  or 
waited  any  length  of  time  to  see  if  he  could 
render  the  least  service  ;  but,  painfully  sensible 
that  such  conduct  would  be  looked  upon  by  Mr. 
Dombey  as  presumptuous  and  forward,  he  turned 
slowly,  sadly,  anxiously,  away. 

He  had  not  gone  five  minutes'  walk  from  the 
door,  when  a  man  came  running  after  him,  and 
begged  him  to  return.  Walter  retraced  his  steps 
as  quickly  as  he  could,  and  entered  the  gloomy 
house  with  a  sorrowful  foreboding. 


THE  COURSE  OF  THE  RAPID  RIVER. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

WHAT  THE   WAVES   WERE  ALWAYS  SAYING. 

AUL  had  never  risen  from  his  Httle 
bed.     He    lay    there,    listening   to 
^    the  noises  in  the  street,  quite  tran- 
quilly ;  not  caring  much  how  the  time 
went,  but  watching  it,  and  watching 
everything    about   him,    with   observing 
eyes. 

When  the  sunbeams  struck  into  his 
room  through  the  rustling  blinds,  and  quivered 
on  the  opposite  wall  like  golden  water,  he  knew 
that  evening  was  coming  on,  and  that  the  sky 
was  red  and  beautiful.  As  the  reflection  died 
away,  and  a  gloom  went  creeping  up  the  wall, 
he  watched  it  deepen,  deepen,  deepen  into 
night.  Then  he  thought  how  the  long  streets 
were  dotted  with  lamps,  and  how  the  peaceful 
stars  were  shining  overhead.  His  fancy  had  a 
strange  tendency  to  wander  to  the  river,  which 
he  knew  was  flowing  through  the  great  city  :  and 
now  he  thought  how  black  it  was,  and  how  deep 
it  would  look,  reflecting  the  hosts  of  stars — and 
more  than  all,  how  steadily  it  rolled  away  to 
meet  the  sea. 

As  it  grew  later  in  the  night,  and  footsteps  in 
the  street  became  so  rare  that  he  could  hear 
them  coming,  count  them  as  they  passed,  and 
lose  them  in  the  hollow  distance,  he  would  lie 
and  watch  the  many-coloured  ring  about  the 
candle,  and  wait  patiently  for  day.  His  only 
trouble  was,  the  swift  and  rapid  river.  He  felt 
forced,  sometimes,  to  try  to  stop  it — to  stem  it 
^vith  his  childish  hands — or  choke  its  way  with 
sand — and  when  he  saw  it  coming  on,  resistless, 
he  cried  out.  But  a  word  from  Florence,  who 
was  always  at  his  side,  restored  him  to  himself; 
and  leaning  his  poor  head  upon  her  breast,  he 
told  Floy  of  his  dream,  and  smiled. 

When  day  began  to  dawn  agiin,  he  watched 
for  the  sun ;  and  when  its  cheerful  light  began 
to  sparkle  in  the  room,  he  pictured  to  himself — 
pictured  !  he  saw — the  high  church  towers  rising 
up  into  the  morning  sky,  the  town  reviving, 
waking,  starting  into  life  once  more,  the  river 
glistening  as  it  rolled  (but  rolhng  fast  as  ever), 
and  the  country  bright  with  dew.  Familiar 
sounds  and  cries  came  by  degrees  into  the  street 
below ;  the  servants  in  the  house  were  roused 
and  busy ,  faces  looked  in  at  the  door,  and 
voices  asked  his  attendants  softly  how  he  was. 
Paul  always  answered  for  himself,  "  I  am  better. 
I  am  a  great  deal  better,  thank  you.  Tell  papa 
so  !  " 

By  little  and  little  he  got  tired  of  the  bustle 


of  the  day,  the  noise  of  carriages  and  carts,  and 
people  passing  and  re-passing;  and  would  foil 
asleep,  or  be  troubled  with  a  restless  and  uneasy 
sense  again — the  child  could  hardly  tell  whether 
this  were  in  his  sleeping  or  his  waking  moments 
• — of  that  rushing  river.  "  Why,  will  it  never 
stop,  Floy?"  he  would  sometimes  ask  her.  "It 
is  bearing  me  away,  I  think  ! " 

But  Floy  could  always  soothe  and  reassure 
him  ;  and  it  was  his  daily  delight  to  make  her  lay 
her  head  down  on  his  pillow,  and  take  some  rest. 

"  You  are  always  watching  me,  Floy.  Let  me 
watch  you,  now  !"  They  would  prop  him  up 
with  cushions  in  a  corner  of  his  bed,  and  there 
he  would  recline  the  while  she  lay  beside  him : 
bending  forward  oftentimes  to  kiss  her,  and 
whispering  to  those  who  were  near  that  she  was 
tired,  and  how  she  had  sat  up  so  many  nights 
beside  him. 

Thus,  the  flush  of  the  day,  in  its  heat  and 
light,  would  gradually  decline ;  and  again  the 
golden  water  would  be  dancing  on  the  wall. 

He  was  visited  by  as  many  as  three  grave 
doctors — they  used  to  assemble  down-stairs,  and 
come  up  together — and  the  room  was  so  quiet, 
and  Paul  was  so  observant  of  them  (though  he 
never  asked  of  anybody  what  they  said),  that  he 
even  knew  the  difterence  in  the  sound  of  their 
watches.  But  his  interest  centred  in  Sir  Parker 
Peps,  who  always  took  his  seat  on  the  side  of 
the  bed.  For  Paul  had  heard  them  say,  long 
ago,  that  that  gentleman  had  been  with  his 
mamma  when  she  clasped  Florence  in  her  arms, 
and  died.  And  he  could  not  forget  it,  now.  He 
liked  him  for  it.     He  was  not  afraid. 

The  people  round  him  changed  as  unaccount- 
ably as  on  that  first  night  at  Doctor  Blimber's — 
except  Florence  ;  Florence  never  changed — and 
what  had  been  Sir  Parker  Peps  was  now  his 
father,  sitting  with  his  head  upon  his  hand.  Old 
Mrs.  Pipchin,  dozing  in  an  easy-chair,  often 
changed  to  Miss  Tox,  or  his  aunt;  and  Paul  was 
quite  content  to  shut  his  eyes  again,  and  see 
what  happened  ne.xt  without  emotion.  But  this 
figure  with  its  head  upon  its  hand  returned  so 
often,  and  remained  so  long,  and  sat  so  still  and 
solemn,  never  speaking,  never  being  spoken  to, 
and  rarely  lifting  up  its  face,  that  Paul  began  to 
wonder  languidly  if  it  were  real  ;  and  in  the 
night-time  saw  it  sitting  there  with  fear. 

"  Floy  ! "  he  said.     "  What  is  that  ?" 

"Where,  dearest  ?" 

"  There  !  at  the  bottom  of  the  bed." 

"  There's  nothing  there,  except  papa  !" 

The  figure  lifted  up  its  head,  and  rose,  and 
coming  to  the  bedside,  said :  "  My  own  boy  ! 
Don't  you  know  me  ?" 
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I'aul  looked  it  in  the  face,  and  thought,  was 
this  his  father?  But  the  face,  so  altered  to  his 
thinking,  thrilled  while  he  gazed,  as  if  it  were 
in  pain ;  and  before  he  could  reach  out  both 
his  hands  to  take  it  between  them,  and 
draw  it  towards  him,  the  figure  turned  away 
quickly  from  the  little  bed,  and  went  out  at  the 
door. 

Paul  looked  at  Florence  with  a  fluttering 
heart,  but  he  knew  what  she  was  going  to  say, 
and  stopped  her  with  his  face  against  her  lips. 
The  next  time  he  observed  the  figure  sitting  at 
the  bottom  of  the  bed,  he  called  to  it. 

"  Don't  be  so  sorry  for  me,  dear  papa  !  In- 
deed, I  am  quite  happy  ! " 

His  father  coming,  and  bending  down  to  him 
— -which  he  did  quickly,  and  without  first  paus- 
ing by  the  bedside — Paul  held  him  round  the 
neck,  and  repeated  those  words  to  him  several 
times,  and  very  earnestly  ;  and  Paul  never  saw 
him  in  his  room  again  at  any  time,  whether  it 
were  day  or  night,  but  he  called  out,  "  Don't  be 
so  sorry  for  me  !  Indeed,  I  am  quite  happy  !" 
This  was  the  beginning  of  his  always  saying  in 
the  morning  that  he  was  a  great  deal  better,  and 
that  they  were  to  tell  his  father  so. 

How  many  times  the  golden  water  danced 
upon  the  wall ;  liow  many  nights  the  dark,  dark 
river  rolled  towards  the  sea  in  spite  of  him  ; 
Paul  never  counted,  never  sought  to  know.  If 
their  kindness,  or  his  sense  of  it,  could  have  in- 
creased, they  were  more  kind,  and  he  more  grate- 
ful, every  day  ;  but  whether  they  were  many  days 
or  few,  appeared  of  little  moment  now  to  the 
gentle  boy. 

One  night  he  had  been  thinking  of  his  mother, 
and  her  picture  in  the  drawing-room  down-stairs, 
and  had  thought  she  must  have  loved  sweet 
Florence  better  than  his  father  did,  to  have  held 
her  in  her  arms  when  she  felt  that  she  was  dying 
— for  even  he,  her  brother,  who  had  such  dear 
love  for  her,  could  have  no  greater  wish  than 
that.  The  train  of  thought  suggested  to  him  to 
inquire  if  he  had  ever  seen  his  mother :  for  he 
could  not  remember  whether  they  had  told  him 
yes  or  no,  the  river  running  very  fast,  and  con- 
fusing his  mind. 

"  Floy,  did  I  ever  see  mamma  ?" 

"  No,  darling  ;  why?" 

"  Did  I  never  see  any  kind  face,  like  mamma's, 
looking  at  me  when  I  was  a  baby,  Floy?" 

He  asked  increilulously,  as  if  he  had  some 
vision  of  a  face  before  him. 

"  Oh  yes,  dear  !" 

•'Whose,  Floy?" 

"  Your  old  nurse's.     Often." 

"  And  where  is  my  old  nurse  ?"  said  Paul. 


'•  Is  she  dead,  too  ?  Floy,  are  we  all  dead, 
except  you?" 

There  was  a  hurry  in  the  room  for  an  instant 
— longer,  perhaps ;  but  it  seemed  no  more — 
then  all  was  still  again  ;  and  Florence,  with  her 
face  quite  colourless,  but  smiling,  held  his  head 
upon  her  arm.     Her  arm  trembled  very  much. 

"  Show  me  that  old  nurse,  Floy,  if  you  please  !" 

"  She  is  not  here,  darling.  She  shall  come 
to-morrow." 

"  Thank  you,  Floy  !" 

Paul  closed  his  eyes  with  those  words,  and 
fell  asleep.  When  he  awoke  the  sun  was  high, 
and  the  broad  day  was  clear  and  warm.  He 
lay  a  little,  looking  at  the  windows,  which  were 
open,  and  the  curtains  rustling  in  the  air,  and 
waving  to  and  fro  :  then  he  said,  "  Floy,  is  it 
to-morrow  ?     Is  she  come  ?  " 

Some  one  seemed  to  go  in  quest  of  her.  Per- 
haps it  was  Susan.  Paul  thought  he  heard  her 
telling  him,  when  he  had  closed  his  eyes  again, 
that  she  would  soon  be  back  ;  but  he  did  not 
open  them  to  see.  She  kept  her  word — perhaps 
she  had  never  been  away — but  the  ne.xt  thing 
that  happened  was  a  noise  of  footsteps  on  the 
stairs,  and  then  Paul  woke — woke,  mind  and 
body — and  sat  upright  in  his  bed.  He  saw 
them  now  about  him.  There  was  no  grey  mist 
before  them,  as  there  had  been  sometimes  in  the 
night.  He  knew  them  every  one,  and  called 
them  by  their  names. 

"  And  who  is  this?  Is  this  my  old  nurse?" 
said  the  child,  regarding  with  a  radiant  smile  a 
figure  coming  in. 

Yes,  yes.  No  other  stranger  would  have  shed 
those  tears  at  sight  of  him,  and  called  him  her 
dear  boy,  her  pretty  boy,  her  own  poor  blighted 
child.  No  other  woman  would  have  stooped 
down  by  his  bed,  and  taken  up  his  wasted  hand, 
and  put  it  to  her  lips  and  breast,  as  one  who  had 
some  right  to  fondle  it.  No  other  woman  would 
have  so  forgotten  everybody  there  but  him  and 
Floy,  and  been  so  full  of  tenderness  and  pity. 

"  Floy  !  this  is  a  kind,  good  face  !"  said  Paul. 
"  I  am  glad  to  see  it  again.  Don't  go  away,  old 
nurse  !     Stay  here  ! " 

His  senses  were  all  quickened,  and  he  heard 
a  name  he  knew. 

"  Who  was  that  who  said  '  Walter  ?,' "  he 
asked,  looking  round.  "  Some  one  said  '  Wal- 
ter.' Is  he  here  ?  I  should  like  to  see  him  very 
much." 

Nobody  replied  directly ;  but  his  father  soon 
said  to  Susan,  "  Call  him  back,  then  :  let  him 
come  up  !  "  After  a  short  pause  of  expectation, 
during  which  he  looked  with  smiling  interest 
and  wonder  on  his  nurse,  and  saw  that  she  had 
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not  forgotten  Floy,  Walter  was  brought  into  the 
room.  His  open  face  and  manner,  and  his 
cheerful  eyes,  had  always  made  him  a  favourite 
with  Paul  ;  and  when  Paul  saw  him,  he  stretched 
out  his  hand,  and  said,  "  Good-bye  !  " 

'•  Good-bye,  my  child  ! ''  cried  Mrs.  Pipchin, 
hurrying  to  his  bed's  head.     "  Not  good-bye  ?  " 

P"or  an  instant  Paul  looked  at  her  with  the 
wistful  face  with  which  he  had  so  often  gazed 
upon  her  in  his  corner  by  the  fire.  "  Ah,  yes," 
he  said  placidly,  "  good-bye  !  Walter  dear, 
good-bye  !  " — turning  his  head  to  where  he  stood, 
and  putting  out  his  hand  again.  "  Where  is 
papa  ?  " 

He  felt  his  father's  breath  upon  his  cheek 
before  the  words  had  parted  from  his  lips. 

"  Remember  Walter,  dear  papa,"  he  whis- 
pered, looking  in  his  face.  "  Remember  Walter. 
I  was  fond  of  Walter  !  "  The  feeble  hand  waved 
in  the  air  as  if  it  cried  "  Good-bye  ! "  to  Walter 
once  again. 

"Now  lay  me  down,"  he  said,  "and,  Floy, 
come  close  to  me  and  let  me  see  you  ! " 

Sister  and  brother  wound  their  arms  around 
each  other,  and  the  golden  light  came  streaming 
in,  and  fell  upon  them,  locked  together. 

"  How  fast  the  river  runs,  between  its  green 
banks  and  the  rushes,  Floy  !  But  it's  very  near 
the  sea.    I  hear  the  waves  !    They  always  said  so." 

Presently  he  told  her  that  the  motion  of  the 
boat  upon  the  stream  was  lulling  him  to  rest. 
How  green  the  banks  were  now,  how  bright  the 
flowers  growing  on  them,  and  how  tall  the 
rushes  !  Now  the  boat  was  out  at  sea,  but  glid- 
mg  smoothly  on.  And  now  there  was  a  shore 
before  him.     Who  stood  on  the  bank? 

He  put  his  hands  together,  as  he  had  been 
used  to  do  at  his  prayers.  He  did  not  remove 
his  arms  to  do  it  ;  but  they  saw  him  fold  them 
so,  behind  her  neck. 

'•  Mamma  is  like  you,  Floy.  I  know  her  by 
the  face  !  But  tell  them  that  the  print  upon  the 
stairs  at  school  is  not  divine  enough.  The  light 
about  the  head  is  shining  on  me  as  I  go  !" 

The  golden  ripjjle  on  the  wall  came  back 
again,  and  nothing  else  stirred  in  the  room. 
The  old,  old  fashion  !  The  fashion  that  came 
in  with  our  first  garments,  and  will  last  un- 
changed until  our  race  has  run  its  course,  and 
the  wide  firmament  is  rolled  up  like  a  scroll. 
The  old,  old  fashion — Death  ! 

Oh,  thank  God,  all  who  see  it,  for  that  older 
fashion  yet,  of  Inunortality  !  And  look  upon  us, 
angels  of  young  ciiildren,  with  regards  not  quite 
estranged,  when  the  swift  river  bears  us  to  the 
ocean  ! 


CHAPTER  XVH. 

CAPTAIN   CUTTLE    DOES   A    LITTLE    BUSINESS    I'OR   THE 
YOUNG   PEOPLE. 

" '"""^^  APTAIN  CUTTI.E,  in  the  exer- 
cise of  that  surprising  talent  for  deep- 
laid  and  unfathomable  scheming 
with  which  (as  is  not  unusual  in 
men  of  transparent  simplicity)  he 
sincerely  believed  himself  to  be  en- 
dowed by  nature,  had  gone  to  Mr.  Dom- 
bey's  house,  on  the  eventful  Sunday, 
winking  all  the  way  as  a  vent  for  his  superfluous 
sagacity,  and  had  presented  himself  in  the  full 
lustre  of  the  ankle-jacks  before  the  eyes  of 
Towlinson.  Hearing  from  that  individual,  to 
his  great  concern,  of  the  impending  calamity. 
Captain  Cuttle,  in  his  delicacy,  sheered  off  again 
confounded;  merely  handing  in  the  nosegay  as 
a  small  mark  of  his  solicitude,  and  leaving  his 
respectful  compliments  for  the  family  in  general, 
which  he  accompanied  with  an  expression  of  his 
hope  that  they  would  lay  their  heads  well  to  the 
wind  under  existing  circumstances,  and  a  friendly 
intimation  that  he  would  "  look  up  again  "  to- 
morrow. 

The  captain's  compliments  were  never  heard 
of  any  more.  The  captain's  nosegay,  after  lying 
in  the  hall  all  night,  was  swept  into  the  dust-bin 
next  morning ;  and  the  captain's  sly  arrange- 
ment, involved  in  one  catastrophe  vi-ith  greater 
hopes  and  loftier  designs,  was  crushed  to  pieces. 
So,  when  an  avalanche  bears  down  a  mountain 
forest,  twigs  and  bushes  suffer  with  the  trees,  and 
all  perish  together. 

When  Walter  returned  home  on  the  Sunday 
evening  from  his  long  walk,  and  its  memorable 
close,  he  was  too  much  occupied  at  first  by  the 
tidings  he  had  to  give  them,  and  by  the  emotions 
naturally  awakened  in  his  breast  by  the  scene 
through  which  he  had  passed,  to  observe  either 
tliat  his  uncle  was  evidently  unacquainted  with 
the  intelligence  the  captain  had  undertaken  to 
impart,  or  that  the  captain  made  signals  with  his 
hook,  warning  him  to  avoid  the  subject.  Not 
that  the  captain's  signals  were  calculated  to  have 
proved  very  comprehensible,  however  attentively 
observed ;  for,  like  those  Chinese  sages  who  are 
said  in  their  conferences  to  write  certain  learned 
words  in  the  air  that  arc  wholly  impossible  of 
pronunciation,  the  captain  m.nde  such  waves  and 
flourishes  as  nobody,  without  a  previous  know- 
ledge of  his  mystery,  would  have  been  at  all 
likely  to  understand. 

Captain  Cuttle,  however,  becoming  cogni/ant 
of   what  had   happened,  relinquished    these   at- 
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tempts,  as  he  perceived  the  slender  chance  that 
now  existed  of  his  being  able  to  obtain  a  little 
easy  chat  with  Mr.  Dombey  before  the  period  of 
Walter's  departure.  But  in  admitting  to  him- 
self, with  a  disappointed  and  crest-fallen  coun- 
tenance, that  Sol  Gills  must  be  told,  and  that 
\Valter  must  go — taking  the  case  for  the  present 
as  he  found  it,  and  not  having  it  enlightened  or 
improved  beforehand  by  the  knowing  manage- 
ment of  a  friend — the  captain  still  felt  an  un- 
abated confidence  that  he,  Ned  Cuttle,  was  the 
man  for  Mr.  Dombey ;  and  that,  to  set  Walter's 
fortunes  quite  square,  nothing  was  wanted  but 
that  they  two  should  come  together.  For  the 
captain  never  could  forget  how  well  he  and  Mr. 
Dombey  had  got  on  at  Brighton  ;  with  what 
nicety  each  of  them  had  put  in  a  word  when  it 
was  wanted  ;  how  exactly  they  had  taken  one 
another's  measure ;  nor  how  Ned  Cuttle  had 
pointed  out  that  resource  in  the  first  extremity, 
and  had  brought  the  interview  to  the  desired 
termination.  On  all  these  grounds  the  captain 
soothed  himself  widi  thinking  that  though  Ned 
Cuttle  was  forced,  by  the  pressure  of  events,  to 
"  stand  by ''  almost  useless  for  the  present,  Ned 
would  fetch  up  with  a  wet  sail  in  good  time,  and 
carry  all  before  Iiim. 

Under  the  influence  of  this  good-natured  de- 
lusion, Captain  Cuttle  even  went  so  far  as  to 
revolve  in  his  own  bosom,  while  he  sat  looking 
at  Walter,  and  listening  with  a  tear  on  his  shirt 
collar  to  what  he  related,  whether  it  might  not 
be  at  once  genteel  and  politic  to  give  Mr.  Dom- 
bey a  verbal  invitation,  whenever  they  should 
meet,  to  come  and  cut  his  mutton  in  Brig  Place 
on  some  day  of  his  own  naming,  and  enter  on 
the  question  of  his  young  friend's  prospects  over 
a  social  glass.  But  the  uncertain  temper  of  Mrs. 
MacStinger,  and  the  possibility  of  her  setting  up 
her  rest  in  the  passage  during  such  an  entertain- 
ment, and  there  delivering  some  homily  of  an 
uncomplimentary  nature,  operated  as  a  check  on 
the  captain's  hospitable  thoughts,  and  rendered 
him  timid  of  giving  them  encouragement. 

One  fact  was  quite  clear  to  the  captain,  as 
Walter,  sitting  thoughtfully  over  his  untasted 
dinner,  dwelt  on  all  that  had  happened  ;  namely, 
that  however  Walter's  modesty  miglit  stand  in 
the  way  of  his  perceiving  it  himself,  he  was,  as 
one  might  say,  a  member  of  Mr.  Dombey's 
famil)'.  He  had  been,  in  his  own  person,  con- 
nected with  the  incident  he  so  pathetically  de- 
scribed ;  he  had  been  by  name  remembered  and 
commended  in  close  association  with  it ;  and  his 
fortunes  must  have  a  particular  interest  in  his 
employer's  eyes.  If  the  captain  had  any  lurking 
doubt  whatever  of  his  own  conclusions,  he  had 


not  the  least  doubt  that  they  were  good  conclu- 
sions for  the  peace  of  mind  of  the  instrument- 
maker.  Tiierefore  he  availed  himself  of  so 
favourable  a  moment  for  breaking  the  West 
Indian  intelligence  to  his  old  friend  as  a  piece  of 
extraordinary  preferment ;  declaring  that,  for  his 
part,  he  would  freely  give  a  hundred  thousand 
pounds  (if  he  had  it)  for  Walter's  gain  in  the 
long-run,  and  that  he  had  no  doubt  such  an  in- 
vestment would  yield  a  handsome  premium. 

Solomon  Gills  was  at  first  stunned  by  the 
communication,  which  fell  upon  the  little  back- 
parlour  like  a  thunderbolt,  and  tore  up  the 
hearth  savagely.  But  the  captain  flashed  such 
golden  prospects  before  his  dim  sight :  hinted  so 
mysteriously  at  Whittingtonian  consequences  : 
laid  such  emphasis  on  what  Walter  had  just  now 
told  them  ;  and  appealed  to  it  so  confidently  as 
a  corroboration  of  his  predictions,  and  a  great 
advance  towards  the  realisation  of  the  romantic 
legend  of  Lovely  Peg :  that  he  bewildered  the 
old  man.  Walter,  for  his  part,  feigned  to  be  so 
full  of  hope  and  ardour,  and  so  sure  of  coming 
home  again  soon,  and  backed  up  the  captain 
with  such  expressive  shakings  of  his  head  and 
rubbings  of  his  hands,  that  Solomon,  looking 
first  at  him  and  then  at  Captain  Cuttle,  began  to 
think  he  ought  to  be  transported  with  joy. 

"  But  I'm  behind  the  time,  you  understand," 
he  observed  in  apology,  passing  his  hand  ner- 
vously down  the  whole  row  of  bright  buttons  on 
his  coat,  and  then  up  again,  as  if  they  were  beads, 
and  he  \\-ere  telling  them  twice  over :  "  and  I 
would  rather  have  my  dear  boy  here.  It's  an 
old-fashioned  notion,  I  dare  say.  He  was  always 
fond  of  the  sea.  He's  " — and  he  looked  wist- 
fully at  Walter — "  he's  glad  to  go." 

"  Uncle  Sol !"  cried  Walter  quickly,  "if  you 
say  that,  I  7uoift  go.  No,  Captain  Cuttle,  I 
won't.  If  my  uncle  thinks  I  could  be  glad  to 
leave  him,  though  I  was  going  to  be  made 
Governor  of  all  the  islands  in  the  West  Indies, 
that's  enough.     I'm  a  fixture." 

"Wal'r,  my  lad,"  said  the  captain,  "steady! 
Sol  Gills,  take  an  observation  of  your  nevy." 

Following  with  his  eyes  the  majestic  action 
of  the  captain's  hook,  the  old  man  looked  at 
\\'alter. 

"  Here  is  a  certain  craft,"  said  the  captain, 
with  a  magnificent  sense  of  the  allegory  into 
which  he  was  soaring,  "  a-going  to  put  out  on  a 
certain  voyage.  What  name  is  wrote  upon  that 
craft  indelibly  ?  Is  it  The  Gay  ?  or,"  said  the 
captain,  raising  his  voice  as  much  as  to  say, 
observe  the  point  of  this,  "  is  it  The  Gills  ?  " 

"Ned,"  said  the  old  man,  drawing  Walter  to 
his    side,  and  t.aking  his   arm  tenderly  through 
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his,  "  I  knov/.  I  know.  Of  course  I  know  that 
Wally  considers  me  more  than  himself  ahvays. 
That's  in  my  mind.  When  I  say  he  is  glad  to 
go,  I  mean  I  hope  he  is.  Eh?  Look  you, 
Ned,  and  you  too,  Wally,  my  dear,  this  is  new 
and  unexpected  to  me  :  and  I'm  afraid  my  being 
behind  the  time,  and  poor,  is  at  the  bottom  of 
it.  Is  it  really  good  fortune  for  him,  do  you 
tell  me  now?"  said  the  old  man,  looking 
anxiously  from  one  to  the  other.  "  Really  and 
truly  ?  Is  it  ?  I  can  reconcile  myself  to  almost 
anything  that  advances  Wally,  but  I  won't  have 
Wally  putting  himself  at  any  disadvantage  for 
me,  or  keeping  anything  from  me.  You,  Ned 
Cuttle  ! "  said  the  old  man,  fastening  on  the 
captain,  to  the  manifest  confusion  of  that  diplo- 
matist, "are  you  dealing  plainly  by  your  old 
friend?  Speak  out,  Ned  Cuttle.  Is  there  any- 
thing behind  ?  Ought  he  to  go  ?  How  do  you 
know  it  first,  and  why  ?  " 

As  it  was  a  contest  of  affection  and  self-denial, 
Walter  struck  in  with  infinite  effect,  to  the 
captain's  relief ;  and  between  them  they  tolerably 
reconciled  old  Sol  Gills,  by  continued  talking, 
to  the  project ;  or  rather,  so  confused  him,  that 
nothing,  not  even  the  pain  of  separation,  was 
distinctly  clear  to  his  mind. 

He  had  not  much  time  to  balance  the  matter  ; 
for,  on  the  very  ne.\t  day,  Walter  received  from 
Mr.  Carker  the  manager  the  necessary  credentials 
for  his  passage  and  outfit,  together  with  the 
information  that  the  Son  and  Heir  would  sail  in 
a  fortnight,  or  within  a  day  or  two  afterwards  at 
latest.  In  the  hurry  of  preparation :  which 
Walter  purposely  enhanced  as  much  as  possible  ; 
the  old  man  lost  what  little  self-possession  he 
ever  had  :  and  so  the  time  of  departure  drew  on 
rapidly. 

The  captain,  who  did  not  fail  to  make  himself 
acquainted  with  all  that  passed,  through  inquiries 
of  Walter  from  day  to  day,  found  the  time  still 
tending  on  towards  his  going  away,  without  any 
occasion  offering  itself,  or  seeming  likely  to  offer 
Itself,  for  a  better  understanding  of  his  position. 
It  was  after  much  consideration  of  this  fact,  and 
much  pondering  over  such  an  unfortunate  com- 
bination of  circumstances,  that  a  bright  idea 
occurred  to  the  captain.  Suppose  he  made  a 
call  on  Mr.  Carker,  and  tried  to  find  out  from 
him  how  the  land  really  lay  ? 

Captain  Cuttle  liked  this  idea  very  much.  It 
came  upon  him  in  a  moment  of  inspiration,  as 
he  was  smoking  an  early  pipe  in  Brig  Place  after 
breakfast ;  and  it  was  worthy  of  the  tobacco.  It 
would  quiet  his  conscience,  which  was  an  honest 
one,  and  was  made  a  little  uneasy'  by  what 
Walter  had  confided  to  him,  and  what  Sol  Gills 


had  said  ;  and  it  would  be  a  deep,  shrewd  act  of 
friendship.  He  would  sound  Mr.  Carker  care- 
fully, and  say  much  or  little,  just  as  he  read  that 
gentleman's  character,  and  discovered  that  they 
got  on  well  together  or  the  reverse. 

Accordingly,  without  the  fear  of  Walter  before 
his  eyes  (who  he  knew  was  at  home  packing). 
Captain  Cuttle  again  assumed  his  ankle-jacks 
and  mourning  brooch,  and  issued  forth  on  this 
second  expedition.  He  purchased  no  propi- 
tiatory nosegay  on  the  present  occasion,  as  he  ■ 
was  going  to  a  place  of  business ;  but  he  put  a 
small  sunflower  in  his  button-hole,  to  give  him- 
self an  agreeable  relish  of  the  country ;  and  with 
this,  and  the  knobby  stick,  and  the  glazed  hat, 
bore  down  upon  the  offices  of  Dombey  and  Son. 

After  taking  a  glass  of  warm  rum-and-water  at 
a  tavern  close  by,  to  collect  his  thoughts,  the 
captain  made  a  rush  down  the  court,  lest  its 
good  effects  should  evaporate,  and  appeared 
suddenly  to  Mr.  Perch. 

"  Matey,"  said  the  captain  in  persuasive 
accents,  "  one  of  your  governors  is  named 
Carker." 

Mr.  Perch  admitted  it ;  but  gave  him  to 
understand,  as  in  official  duty  bound,  that  all 
his  governors  were  engaged,  and  never  expected 
to  be  disengaged  any  more. 

"  Lookee  here,  mate,"  said  the  captain  in  his 
ear  ;  "  my  name's  Cap'en  Cuttle." 

The  captain  would  have  hooked  Perch  gently 
to  him,  but  Mr.  Perch  eluded  the  attempt ;  not 
so  much  in  design,  as  in  starting  at  the  sudden 
thought  that  such  a  weapon,  unexpectedly 
exhibited  to  Mrs.  Perch,  might,  in  her  then 
condition,  be  destructive  to  that  lady's  hopes. 

"  If  you'll  be  so  good  as  just  report  Cap'en 
Cuttle  here  when  you  get  a  chance,"  said  the 
captain,  "  I'll  wait." 

Saying  which,  the  captain  took  his  seat  on 
Mr.  Perch's  bracket,  and  drawing  out  his  hand- 
kerchief from  the  crown  of  the  glazed  hat,  which 
he  jammed  between  his  knees  (without  injury  to 
Its  shape,  for  nothing  human  could  bend  it), 
rubbed  his  head  well  all  over,  and  appeared 
refreshed.  He  subsequently  arranged  his  hair 
with  his  hook,  and  sat  looking  round  the  oflice, 
contemplating  the  clerks  with  a  serene  aspect. 

The  captain's  equanimity  was  so  impenetrable, 
and  he  was  altogether  so  mysterious  a  being,  that 
Perch  the  messenger  was  daunted. 

'■  What  name  was  it  you  said  ?"  asked  Mr. 
Perch,  bending  down  over  him  as  he  sat  on  the 
bracket. 

"  Cap'en,"  in  a  deep  hoarse  whisper. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Perch,  keeping  time  with  his 
head. 
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"  Cuttle." 

"  Oh  ! "  said  Mr.  Perch  in  the  same  tone,  for 
he  caught  it,  and  couldn't  help  it ;  the  captain, 
in  his  diplomacy,  was  so  impressive.  "  I'll  see 
if  he's  disengaged  now.  I  don't  know.  Perhaps 
he  may  be  for  a  minute." 

"  Ay,  ay,  my  lad,  I  won't  detain  him  longer 
than  a  minute,"  said  the  captain,  nodding  with 
all  the  weighty  importance  that  he  felt  within 
him.  Perch,  soon  returning,  said,  "  Will  Captain 
Cuttle  walk  this  way  ?" 

Mr.  Carker,  the  manager,  standing  on  the 
hearth-rug  before  the  empty  fire-place,  which 
was  ornamented  with  a  castellated  sheet  of 
brown  paper,  looked  at  the  captain,  as  he  came 
in,  with  no  very  special  encouragement. 

"  Mr.  Carker  ?  "  said  Captain  Cuttle. 

"  I  believe  so,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  showing  all 
his  teeth. 

The  captain  liked  his  answering  with  a  smile  : 
it  looked  pleasant.  "  You  see,"  began  the 
captain,  rolling  his  eyes  slowly  round  the  little 
room,  and  taking  in  as  much  of  it  as  his  shirt 
collar  permitted  ;  "  I'm  a  seafaring  man  myself, 
Mr.  Carker,  and  Wal'r,  as  is  on  your  books  here, 
is  a'most  a  son  of  mine." 

"  Walter  Gay  ?  "  said  Mr.  Carker,  showing  all 
his  teeth  again. 

"Wal'r  Gay  it  is,"  replied  the  captain, 
"  right  !  "  '  The  captain's  manner  expressed  a 
warm  approval  of  Mr.  Carker's  quickness  of 
perception.  "  I'm  a  intimate  friend  of  his  and 
his  uncle's.  Perhaps,"  said  the  captain,  "  you 
may  have  heard  your  head  governor  mention  my 
name? — Captain  Cuttle." 

"  No  ! "  said  Mr.  Carker,  with  a  still  wider 
demonstration  than  before. 

"  Well,"  resumed  the  captain,  "  I've  the 
pleasure  of  his  acquaintance.  I  waited  upon 
him  down  on  the  Sussex  coast  there,  with  my 
young  friend  Wal'r,  when — in  short,  when  there 
was  a  little  accommodation  wanted."  The 
captain  nodded  his  head  in  a  manner  that  was 
at  once  comfortable,  easy,  and  expressive. 
"  You  remember,  I  dare  say  ?  " 

"  I  think,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  "  I  liad  the  honour 
of  arranging  the  business." 

"  To  be  sure  !  "  returned  the  captain.  "  Right 
again  !  you  had.  Now,  I've  took  the  liberty  of 
coming  here " 

"  Won't  you  sit  down  ?  "  said  Mr.  Carker, 
smiling. 

"  Thankee,"  returned  the  captain,  availing 
himself  of  the  offer.  "  A  man  does  get  more 
way  upon  himself,  perhaps,  in  his  conversation, 
when  he  sits  down.  Won't  you  take  a  cheer 
yourself?" 


"  No,  thank  you,"  said  the  manager,  standing-,, 
perhaps  from  the  force  of  winter  habit,  with  his 
back  against  the  chimney-piece,  and  looking 
down  upon  the  captain  with  an  eye  in  every- 
tooth  and  gum.  "  You  have  taken  the  liberty, 
you  were  going  to  say — though  it's  none " 

"Thankee  kindly,  my  lad,"  returned  the 
captain.  "Of  coming  here  on  account  of  my 
friend,  Wal'r.  Sol  Gills,  his  uncle,  is  a  man  of 
science,  and  in  science  he  may  be  considered  a 
clipper;  but  he  ain't  what  I  should  altogether 
call  a  able  seaman — not  a  man  of  practice. 
Wal'r  is  as  trim  a  lad  as  ever  stepped  ;  but  he's 
a  little  down  by  the  head  in  one  respect,  and 
that  is  modesty.  Now,  what  I  would  wish  to  put 
to  you,"  said  the  captain,  lowering  his  voice,  and 
speaking  in  a  kind  of  confidential  growl,  "  in  a 
friendly  way,  entirely  between  you  and  me,  and 
for  my  own  private  reckoning,  till  your  head 
governor  has  wore  round  a  bit,  and  I  can  come 
alongside  of  him,  is  this. — Is  everything  right 
and  comfortable  here,  and  is  Wal'r  out'ard  bound 
with  a  pretty  fair  wind  ?  " 

"What  do  you  think  now.  Captain  Cuttle?" 
returned  Carker,  gathering  up  his  skirts  and 
settling  himself  in  his  position.  "  You  are  a 
practical  man  ;  what  do  you  think  ?  " 

The  acuteness  and  significance  of  the  captain's 
eye,  as  he  cocked  it  in  reply,  no  words  short  of 
those  unutterable  Chinese  words  before  referred 
to  could  describe. 

"  Come  !  "  said  the  captain,  unspeakably  en- 
couraged, "  what  do  you  say  ?  Am  1  right  or 
wrong  ?  " 

So  much  had  the  captain  expressed  in  his  eye, 
emboldened  and  incited  by  Mr.  Carker's  smil- 
ing urbanity,  that  he  felt  himself  in  as  fair  a 
condition  to  put  the  question  as  if  he  had 
expressed  his  sentiments  with  the  utmost  ela- 
boration. 

"  Right,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  "  I  have  no  doubt,'' 

"  Out'ard  bound,  with  fair  weather,  then,  1 
say,"  cried  Captain  Cuttle. 

Mr.  Carker  smiled  assent. 

"  Wind  right  astarn,  and  plenty  of  it," pursued 
the  captain. 

Mr.  Carker  smiled  assent  again. 

"  Ay,  ay  ! "  said  Captain  Cuttle,  greatly 
relieved  and  pleased.  "  I  knowed  how  she 
headed,  well  enough  ;  I  told  Wal'r  so.  Thankee, 
thankee." 

"  Gay  has  brilliant  prospects,"  observed  Mr. 
Carker,  stretching  his  mouth  wider  yet ;  "  all 
the  world  before  him." 

"  All  the  world  and  his  wife  too,  as  the  saying 
is,"  returned  the  delighted  captain. 

At  the  word   "  wile  "  (which  he  had  uttered 


—AND  MAKES  A    VERY  DISCREET  COMMUNICATION. 


without  design),  the  captain  stopped,  cocked  his 
eye  again,  and  putting  the  glazed  hat  on  the  top 
of  the  knobby  stick,  gave  it  a  twirl,  and  looked 
sideways  at  his  always  smiling  friend. 

"I'd  bet  a  gill  of  old  Jamaica,"  said  the 
captain,  eyeing  him  attentively,  "  that  I  know 
what  you're  smiling  at." 

Mr.  Carker  took  his  cue,  and  smiled  the 
more. 

"  It  goes  no  farther  ?"  said  the  captain,  making 
a  poke  at  the  door  with  the  knobby  stick  to  assure 
himself  that  it  was  shut. 

"  Not  an  inch,"  said  Mr.  Carker. 

"  You're  a  thinking  of  a  capital  F,  perhaps," 
said  the  captain. 

Mr.  Carker  didn't  deny  it. 

"Anything  about  a  L,"  said  the  captain,  "  or 
a  O  ?  " 

Mr.  Carker  still  smiled. 

"  Am  I  right  again  ?  "  inquired  the  captain  in 
a  whisper,  with  the  scarlet  circle  on  his  forehead 
swelling  in  his  triumphant  joy. 

Mr.  Carker,  in  reply,  still  smiling,  and  now 
nodding  assent,  Captain  Cuttle  rose  and  squeezed 
him  by  the  hand,  assuring  him,  warmly,  that 
they  were  on  the  same  tack,  and  that  as  for  him 
(Cuttle),  he  had  laid  his  course  that  way  all 
along.  "  He  knowed  her  first,"  said  the  cap- 
tain, with  all  the  secrecy  and  gravity  that  the 
subject  demanded,  "  in  an  uncommon  manner — 
you  remember  his  finding  her  in  the  street,  when 
she  was  a'most  a  babby — he  has  liked  her  ever 
since,  and  she  him,  as  much  as  two  such  young- 
sters can.  We've  always  said,  Sol  Gills  and  me, 
that  they  was  cut  out  for  each  other." 

A  cat,  or  a  monkey,  or  a  hyena,  or  a  death's 
head  could  not  have  shown  the  captain  more 
teeth  at  one  time  than  Mr.  Carker  showed  him 
at  this  period  of  their  interview. 

"  There's  a  general  in-draught  that  way,"  ob- 
served the  happy  captain.  "  Wind  and  water 
sets  in  that  direction,  you  see.  Look  at  his 
being  present  t'other  day  !  " 

"  Most  favourable  to  his  hopes,"  said  Mr. 
Carker. 

"  Look  at  his  being  towed  along  in  the  wake 
of  that  day  !  "  pursued  the  captain.  "  Why, 
what  can  cut  him  adrift  now  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  replied  Mr.  Carker. 

"  You're  right  again,"  returned  the  captain, 
giving  his  hand  another  squeeze.  "  Nothing  it 
is.  So  !  steady  !  There's  a  son  gone  :  pretty 
little  creetur  !     Ain't  there  ?  " 

"  Yes,  there's  a  son  gone,"  said  the  acqui- 
escent Carker. 

"  Pass  the  word,  and  there's  another  ready 
for  you,"  quoth  the  captain.     "  Nevy  of  a  scien- 


tific uncle  !  Nevy  of  Sol  Gills  I  Wal'r  !  Wal'r, 
as  is  already  in  your  business  !  And,"  said  the 
captain,  rising  gradually  to  a  quotation  he  was  pre- 
paring for  a  final  burst,  "  who — comes  from  Sol 
Gills's  daily.  A?  your  business,  and  your  buzzums." 

The  captain's  complacency  as  he  gently  jogged 
Mr.  Carker  with  his  elbow,  on  concludmg  each 
of  the  foregoing  short  sentences,  could  be  sur- 
passed by  nothing  but  the  exultation  with  which 
he  fell  back  and  eyed  him  when  he  had  finished 
this  brilliant  display  of  eloquence  and  sagacity  ; 
his  great  blue  waistcoat  heaving  with  the  throes 
of  such  a  masterpiece,  and  his  nose  in  a  state  of 
violent  inflammation  from  the  same  cause. 

'•  Am  I  right?"  said  the  captain. 

"Captain  Cuttle,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  bending 
down  at  the  knees,  for  a  moment,  m  an  odd 
manner,  as  if  he  were  falling  together  to  hug  the 
whole  of  himself  at  once,  "  your  views  in  refer- 
ence to  Walter  Gay  are  thoroughly  and  accu- 
rately right.  I  understand  that  we  speak  to- 
gether in  confidence." 

"  Honour  !  "  interposed  the  captain.  "  Not 
a  word." 

"  To  him  or  any  one?"  pursued  the  manager. 

Captain  Cuttle  frowned  and  shook  his  head. 

"  But  merely  for  your  own  satisfaction  and 
guidance — and  guidance,  of  course,"  repeated 
Mr.  Carker,  "  with  a  view  to  your  future  pro- 
ceedings." 

"Thankee  kindly,  I  am  sure,"  said  the  cap- 
tain, listening  with  great  attention. 

"  I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying,  that's  the 
fact.     You  have  hit  the  probabilities  exactly.'' 

"  And  with  regard  to  your  head  governor," 
said  the  captain,  "  why,  an  interview  had  better 
come  about  nat'ral  between  us.  There's  time 
enough." 

Mr.  Carker,  with  his  mouth  from  ear  to  ear, 
repeated,  "  Time  enough."  Not  articulating 
the  words,  but  bowing  his  head  atifably,  and 
forming  them  with  his  tongue  and  lips. 

"  And  as  I  know  now — it's  what  I  always  said 

— that  Wal'r's  in  a  way  to  make  his  fortune " 

said  the  captain. 

"To  make  his  fortune,"  Mr.  Carker  repeated 
in  die  same  dumb  manner. 

"  — And  as  Wal'r's  going  on  this  little  voyage 
is,  as  1  may  say,  in  his  day's  work,  and  a  part 

of  his  general  exijeclations  here "  said  the 

captain. 

"  Of  his  general  expectations  here,"  assented 
Mr.  Carker,  dumbly  as  before. 

"  —Why,  so  long  as  I  know  that,"  pursued 
the  captain,  "  there's  no  hurry,  and  my  mind's 
at  ease. ' 

Mr.  Carker  still  blandly  assenting  in  the  same 
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voiceless  manner,  Captain  Cuttle  was  strongly 
confirmed  in  his  opinion  that  he  was  one  of  the 
most  agreeable  men  he  had  ever  met,  and  that 
even  Mr.  Dombey  might  improve  himself  on 
such  a  model.  With  great  heartiness,  there- 
fore, the  captain  once  again  extended  his  enor- 
mous hand  (not  unlike  an  old  block  in  colour), 
and  gave  him  a  grip  that  left  upon  his  smoother 
flesh  a  proof  impression  of  the  chinks  and  cre- 
\ices  with  which  the  captain's  palm  was  liberally 
tattooed. 

"Farewell!"  said  the  captain.  "I  ain't  a 
man  of  many  words,  but  I  take  it  very  kind  of 
you  to  be  so  friendly  and  above-board.  You'll 
excuse  me  if  I've  been  at  all  intruding,  will 
you  ?  "  said  the  captain. 

"  Not  at  all,"  returned  the  other. 

"  Thankee.  My  berth  ain't  very  roomy,"  said 
the  captain,  turning  back  again,  '•'  but  it's  tolera- 
bly snug  ;  and  if  you  was  to  find  yourself  near 
Brig  Place,  number  nine,  at  any  time — will  you 
make  a  note  of  it? — and  would  come  up-stairs, 
without  minding  what  was  said  by  the  person  at 
the  door,  I  should  be  proud  to  see  you." 

With  that  hospitable  invitation,  the  captain 
said  "  Good  day  !  "  and  walked  out  and  shut  the 
door  ;  leaving  Mr.  Carker  still  reclining  against 
the  chimney-piece.  In  whose  sly  look  and  watch- 
ful manner  ;  in  whose  false  mouth,  stretched, 
but  not  laughing  ;  in  whose  spotless  cravat  and 
very  whiskers  :  even  in  whose  silent  passing  of 
his  soft  hand  over  his  white  linen  and  his  smooth 
face ;  there  was  something  desperately  cat-like. 

The  unconscious  captain  walked  out  in  a 
state  of  self-glorification  that  imparted  quite  a 
new  cut  to  the  broad  blue  suit.  "  Stand  by, 
Ned  !  "  said  the  captain  to  himself.  "  You've 
done  a  little  business  for  the  youngsters  to-day, 
my  lad  !  " 

In  his  exultation,  and  in  his  familiarity,  pre- 
sent and  prospective,  with  the  House,  the  cap- 
tain, when  he  reached  the  outer  office,  could  not 
refrain  from  rallying  Mr.  Perch  a  little,  and 
asking  him  whether  he  thought  everybody  was 
still  engaged.  But  not  to  be  bitter  on  a  man 
who  had  done  his  duty,  the  captain  whispered 
in  his  ear,  that  if  he  felt  disposed  for  a  glass  of 
rum-and-water,  and  would  follow,  he  would  be 
happy  to  bestow  the  same  upon  him. 

Before  leaving  the  premises,  the  captain, 
somewhat  to  the  astonishment  of  the  clerks, 
looked  round  from  a  central  point  of  view,  and 
took  a  general  survey  of  the  office,  as  part  and 
parcel  of  a  project  in  which  his  young  friend  was 
nearly  interested.  The  strong-room  excited  his 
especial  admiration  ;  but,  that  he  might  not  ap- 
pear too  particular,  he  limited  himself  to   an 


approving  glance,  and,  with  a  graceful  recogni- 
tion of  the  clerks  as  a  body,  that  was  full  of 
politeness  and  patronage,  passed  out  into  the 
court.  Being  promptly  joined  by  Mr.  Perch,  he 
conveyed  that  gentleman  to  the  tavern,  and 
fulfilled  his  pledge — hastily,  for  Perch's  time  was 
precious. 

"  I'll  give  you  for  a  toast,''  said  the  captain, 
"  Wal'r  !'" 

"  ^Vho  ?  "  submitted  Mr.  Perch. 

"  Wal'r  !  "  repeated  the  captain  in  a  voice  of 
thunder. 

Mr.  Perch,  who  seemed  to  remember  having 
heard  in  infancy  that  there  was  once  a  poet  of 
that  name,  made  no  objection  ;  but  he  was  much 
astonished  at  the  captain's  coming  into  the  City 
to  propose  a  poet ;  indeed,  if  he  had  proposed 
to  put  a  poet's  statue  up — say  Shakspeare's,  for 
example — in  a  civic  thoroughfare,  he  could 
hardly  have  done  a  greater  outrage  to  Mr. 
Perch's  experience.  On  the  whole,  he  was  such 
a  mysterious  and  incomprehensible  cliaracter, 
that  Mr.  Perch  decided  not  to  mention  him  to 
Mrs.  Perch  at  all,  in  case  of  giving  rise  to  any 
disagreeable  consequences. 

Mysterious  and  incomprehensible,  the  captain, 
with  that  lively  sense  upon  him  of  having  done 
a  little  business  for  the  youngsters,  remained  all 
day,  even  to  his  most  intimate  friends  ;  and  but 
that  Walter  attributed  his  winks  and  grins,  and 
other  such  pantomimic  reliefs  of  himself,  to  his 
satisfaction  in  the  success  of  their  innocent  de- 
ception upon  old  Sol  Gills,  lie  would  assuredly 
have  betrayed  himself  before  night.  As  it  was, 
however,  he  kept  his  own  secret ;  and  went 
home  late  from  the  instrument-maker's  house, 
wearing  the  glazed  hat  so  much  on  one  side, 
and  carrying  such  a  beaming  expression  in  his 
eyes,  that  Mrs.  MacStinger  (who  might  have 
been  brought  up  at  Doctor  Blimber's,  she  was 
such  a  Roman  matron)  fortified  herself,  at  the  first 
glimpse  of  him,  behind  the  open  street-door,  and 
refused  to  come  out  to  the  contemplation  of  her 
blessed  infants  until  he  was  securely  lodged  in 
his  own  room. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

FATHER     AND     DAUGHTER. 

THERE  is  a  hush  through  Mr.  Dombey's 
house.  Servants  gliding  up  and  down 
stairs  rustle,  but  make  no  sound  of  footsteps. 
They  talk  together  constantly,  and  sit  long 
at  meals,  making  much  of  their  meat  and 
drink,  and   enjoying  themselves    after   a  grim, 
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unholy  fashion.  Mrs.  Wickam,  with  lier  eyes 
suffused  with  tears,  relates  melancholy  anec- 
dotes ;  and  tells  them  how  she  always  said 
at  Mrs.  Pipchin's  that  it  would  be  so,  and  takes 
more  table  ale  than  usual,  and  is  very  sorry,  but 
sociable.  Cook's  state  of  mind  is  similar.  She 
promises  a  little  fry  for  supper,  and  struggles 
about  equally  against  her  feelings  and  the 
onions. 

Towlinson  begins  to  think  there's  a  fate  in  it, 
and  wants  to  know  if  anybody  can  tell  him  of 
any  good  that  ever  came  of  living  in  a  corner 
house.  It  seems  to  all  of  them  as  having  hap- 
pened a  long  time  ago ;  though  yet  the  child 
lies,  calm  and  beautiful,  upon  his  little  bed. 

After  dark  there  come  some  visitors — noiseless 
visitors,  with  shoes  of  felt — who  have  been  there 
before  ;  and  with  them  comes  that  bed  of  rest 
which  is  so  strange  a  one  for  infant  sleepers. 
All  this  time,  the  bereaved  father  has  not  been 
seen  even  by  his  attendant ;  for  he  sits  in  a 
corner  of  his  own  dark  room  when  any  one  is 
there,  and  never  seems  to  move  at  other  times, 
except  to  pace  it  to  and  fro.  But  in  the  morn- 
ing it  is  whispered  among  the  household  that  he 
was  heard  to  go  up-stairs  in  the  dead  night,  and 
that  he  stayed  there — in  the  room — until  the 
sun  was  shining. 

At  the  offices  in  the  City,  the  ground-glass 
windows  are  made  more  dim  by  shutters ;  and 
while  the  lighted  lamps  upon  the  desks  are  half 
extinguished  by  the  day  that  wanders  in,  the 
day  is  half  extinguished  by  the  lamps,  and  an 
unusual  gloom  prevails.  There  is  not  much 
business  done.  The  clerks  are  indisposed  to 
work ;  and  they  make  assignations  to  eat  chops 
in  the  afternoon,  and  go  up  the  river.  Perch, 
the  messenger,  stays  long  upon  his  errands  ;  and 
finds  himself  in  bars  of  public-houses,  invited 
thither  by  friends,  and  holding  forth  on  the  un- 
certainty of  human  affairs.  He  goes  home  to 
Balls  ^ond  earlier  in  the  evening  than  usual, 
and  treats  Mrs.  Perch  to  a  veal  cutlet  and  Scotch 
ale.  Mr.  Carker  the  manager  treats  no  one; 
neither  is  he  treated ;  but  alone  in  his  own  room 
he  shows  his  teeth  all  day ;  and  it  would  seem 
that  there  is  something  gone  from  Mr.  Carker's 
path — some  obstacle  removed — which  clears  his 
way  before  him. 

Now  the  rosy  children  living  opposite  to  Mr. 
Dombey's  house  peep  from  their  nursery  win- 
dows down  into  the  street ;  for  there  are  four 
black  horses  at  his  door,  with  feathers  on  their 
heads  ;  and  feathers  tremble  on  the  carriacre  that 
they  draw ;  and  these,  and  an  array  of  men  with 
scarfs  and  staves,  attract  a  crowd.  The  juggler, 
who  was  going  to  twirl  the  basin,  puts  his  loose 


coat  on  again  over  his  fine  dress ;  and  his  trudg- 
ing wife,  one-sided  with  her  heavy  baby  in  her 
arms,  loiters  to  see  the  company  come  out.  But 
closer  to  her  dingy  breast  she  presses  her  baby, 
when  the  burden  that  is  so  easily  carried  is  borne 
forth ;  and  the  youngest  of  the  rosy  children  at 
the  high  window  opposite  needs  no  restraining 
hand  to  check  her  in  her  glee,  when,  pointing 
with  her  dimpled  finger,  she  looks  into  her 
nurse's  face,  and  asks,  "  What's  that  ?  " 

And  now,  among  the  knot  of  servants  dressed 
in  mourning,  and  the  weeping  women,  Mr.  Dom- 
bey  passes  through  the  hall  to  the  other  car- 
riage that  is  waiting  to  receive  him.  He  is  not 
"  brought  down,"  these  observers  think,  by  sor- 
row and  distress  of  mind.  His  walk  is  as  erect, 
his  bearing  is  as  stiff,  as  ever  it  has  been.  He 
hides  his  face  behind  no  handkerchief,  and  looks 
before  him.  But  that  his  face  is  something  sunk 
and  rigid,  and  is  pale,  it  bears  the  same  expres- 
sion as  of  old.  He  takes  his  place  within  the 
carriage,  and  three  other  gentlemen  follow.  Then 
the  grand  funeral  moves  slowly  down  the  street. 
The  feathers  are  yet  nodding  in  the  distance, 
when  the  juggler  has  the  basin  spinning  on  a 
cane,  and  has  the  same  crowd  to  admire  it.  But 
the  juggler's  wife  is  less  alert  than  usual  with  the 
money-box,  for  a  child's  burial  has  set  her  think- 
ing that  perhaps  the  baby  underneath  her  shabby 
shawl  may  not  grow  up  to  be  a  man,  and  wear 
a  sky-blue  fillet  round  his  head,  and  salmon- 
coloured  worsted  drawers,and  tumble  in  the  mud. 

The  feathers  wind  their  gloomy  way  along  the 
streets,  and  come  within  the  sound  of  a  church 
bell.  In  this  same  church  the  pretty  boy  re- 
ceived all  that  will  soon  be  left  of  him  on  earth 
— a  name.  All  of  him  that  is  dead  they  lay 
there,  near  the  perishable  substance  of  his 
mother.  It  is  well.  Their  ashes  lie  where  Flo- 
rence in  her  walks — oh,  lonely,  lonely  walks  ! — 
may  pass  them  any  day. 

The  service  over,  and  the  clergyman  with.- 
drawn,  Mr.  Dombey  looks  round,  demanding,  in 
a  low  voice,  whether  the  person  who  has  been 
requested  to  attend  to  receive  instructions  for 
the  tablet  is  there  ? 

Some  one  comes  forward,  and  says  "  Yes." 

Mr.  Dombey  intimates  where  he  would  have 
it  placed ;  and  shows  him,  with  his  hand  upon 
the  wall,  the  shape  and  size ;  and  how  it  is  to 
follow  the  memorial  to  the  mother.  Then,  with 
his  pencil,  he  writes  out  the  inscription,  and 
gives  it  to  him  :  adding,  "  I  wish  to  have  it  done 
at  once." 

"  It  shall  be  done  immediately,  sir." 

'■  There  is  really  nothing  to  inscribe  but  name 
and  age,  you  see," 
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The  man  bows,  glancing  at  the  paper,  but 
ai)pears  to  hesitate.  Mr.  Dombey,  not  observing 
his  hesitation,  turns  away  and  leads  towards  the 
porch. 

'■  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir  ;"  a  touch  falls  gently 
on  his  mourning  cloak ;   "  but  as  you  wish  it 


done  immediately,  and  it  may  be  put  in  hand 
when  I  get  back " 

"  Wetl  ?  " 

"  Will  you  be  so  good  as  read  it  over  again  ? 
I  think  there's  a  mistake." 

"  Where  ?  " 


"ALL    THIS     TIME,    TIIL     lil^kLAVLU     lAlHF.R     HAS      NOT     LLCN     SEKN     EVEN    BY     IIIS    AI  XEN'U.V.NT  ;     FOR    HE    SITS 

IN   A   CORNER   OF   HIS   OWN   DARK    ROOM." 


The  statuary  gives  him  back  the  paper,  and 
points  out,  with  his  pocket  rule,  the  words,  "  Be- 
loved and  only  child." 

"  It  should  be  '  son,"  I  think,  sir?" 
"  You  are  right.     Of  course.     Make  the  cor- 
rection." 


The  father,  with  a  hastier  step,  pursues  his 
way  to  the  coach.  When  the  other  three,  who 
followed  closely,  take  their  seats,  his  face  is 
hidden  for  the  first  time — shaded  by  his  cloak. 
Nor  do  they  see  it  any  more  that  day.  He 
alights   first,  and    passes    immediately   into   his 
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own  room.  The  other  mourners  (who  are  only 
Mr.  Chick,  and  two  of  the  medical  attendants) 
proceed  up-stairs  to  the  drawing-room,  to  be 
received  by  Mrs.  Chick  and  Miss  Tox.  And 
what  the  face  is,  in  the  shut-up  chamber  under- 
neath :  or  what  the  thoughts  are  :  what  the  heart 
is,  what  the  contest  or  the  suffering  :  no  one 
knows. 

The  chief  thing  that  they  know  below-stairs, 
in  the  kitchen,  is,  that  "  it  seems  hke  Sunday." 
They  can  hardly  persuade  themselves  but  that 
there  is  something  unbecoming,  if  not  wicked,  in 
the  conduct  of  the  people  out  of  doors,  who 
pursue  their  ordinary  occupations,  and  wear 
their  every-day  attire.  It  is  quite  a  novelty  to 
have  the  blinds  up,  and  the  shutters  open  :  and 
they  make  themselves  dismally  comfortable  over 
bottles  of  wine,  which  are  freely  broached  as  on 
a  festival.  They  are  much  inclined  to  moralise. 
Mr.  Towlinson  proposes  with  a  sigh,  "  Amend- 
ment to  us  all!"  for  which,  as  cook  says  with 
another  sigh,  "There's room  enough, God  knows." 
In  the  evening,  Mrs.  Chick  and  Miss  Tox  take 
to  needlework  again.  In  the  evening,  also,  Mr. 
Towlinson  goes  out  to  take  the  air,  accompanied 
by  the  housemaid,  who  has  not  yet  tried  her 
mourning  bonnet.  They  are  very  tender  to  each 
other  at  dusky  street  corners,  and  Towlinson  has 
visions  of  leading  an  altered  and  blameless  exist- 
ence as  a  serious  greengrocer  in  Cxford  Market. 
'There  is  sounder  sleep  and  deeper  rest  in  Mr. 
Dombey's  house  to-night  than  there  has  been 
for  many  nights.  The  morning  sun  awakens  the 
old  household,  settled  down  once  more  in  their 
old  ways.  The  rosy  children  opposite  run  past 
with  hoops.  There  is  a  splendid  wedding  in  the 
church.  The  juggler's  wife  is  active  with  the 
money-box  in  another  quarter  of  the  town.  The 
mason  sings  and  whistles  as  he  chips  out  P-a-u-i. 
in  the  marble  slab  before  him. 

And  can  it  be  that  in  a  world  so  full  and 
busy,  the  loss  of  one  weak  creature  makes  a  void 
in  any  heart,  so  wide  and  deep  that  nothing  but 
the  width  and  depth  of  vast  eternity  can  fill  it 
up?  Florence,  in  her  innocent  affliction,  might 
have  answered,  "  Oh,  my  brother,  oh,  my  dearly- 
loved  and  loving  brother !  Only  friend  and 
companion  of  my  slighted  childhood  !  Could 
any  less  idea  shed  the  light  already  dawning  on 
your  early  grave,  or  give  birth  to  the  softened 
sorrow  that  is  springing  into  life  beneath  this 
rain  of  tears  ?  " 

"  My  dear  child,"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  who  held 
it  as  a  duty  incumbent  on  her  to  improve  the 
occasion,  "  when  you  are  as  old  as  I  am " 

"  Whicli  will  be  the  prime  of  life,"  observed 
Miss  Tox. 


"  — You  will  then,"  pursued  Mrs.  Chick,  gently 
squeezing  Miss  Tox's  hand  in  acknowledgment 
of  her  friendly  remark,  "  you  will  then  know  that 
all  grief  is  unavailing,  and  that  it  is  our  duty  to 
submit." 

"  I  will  try,  dear  aunt.  I  do  try,"  answered 
Florence,  sobbing. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  ''  be- 
cause, my  love,  as  our  dear  Miss  Tox — of  whose 
sound  sense  and  excellent  judgment  there  can- 
not possibly  be  two  opinions — • — " 

"  My  dear  Louisa,  I  shall  really  be  proud 
soon,"  said  Miss  Tox. 

'•■  — Will  tell  you,  and  confirm  by  her  experi- 
ence," pursued  Mrs.  Chick,  "we  are  called  upon 
on  all  occasions  to  make  an  effort.   It  is  required 

of  us.     If  any My  dear,"  turning  to  Miss 

Tox,  "  I  want  a  word.     Mis Mis " 

"  Demeanour?"  suggested  Miss  Tox. 

"  No,  no,  no,"  said  Mrs.  Chick.  "  How  can 
you?  Goodness  me,  it's  on  the  end  of  my 
tongue.     Mis " 

"  Placed  affection  ? "  suggested  Miss  Tox 
timidly. 

"  Good  gracious,  Lucretia  ! "  returned  Mrs. 
Chick.  "  How  very  monstrous  !  Misanthrope 
is  the  word  I  want.  The  idea  :  Misplaced  affec- 
tion I  I  say,  if  any  misanthrope  were  to  put,  in 
my  presence,  the  question,  '  Why  were  wc  born  ?' 
I  should  reply,  '  To  make  an  effort.'  " 

"  Very  good  indeed,"  said  Miss  Tox,  much 
impressed  by  the  originality  of  the  sentiment. 
"  Very  good." 

"  Unhappily,"  pursued  Mrs.  Chick,  "  we  have 
a  warning  under  our  own  eyes.  We  have  but 
too  much  reason  to  suppose,  my  dear  child,  that 
if  an  effort  had  been  made  in  time,  in  this  family, 
a  train  of  the  most  trying  and  distressing  circum- 
stances might  have  been  avoided.  Nothing  shall 
ever  persuade  me,"  observed  the  good  matron 
with  a  resolute  air,  "  but  that,  if  that  effort  had 
been  made  by  poor  dear  Fanny,  the  poor  dear 
darling  child  would  at  least  have  had  a  stronger 
constitution." 

Mrs.  Chick  abandoned  herself  to  her  feelings 
for  half  a  moment ;  but,  as  a  practical  illustration 
of  her  doctrine,  brought  herself  up  short  in  the 
middle  of  a  sob,  and  went  on  again. 

"  Therefore,  Florence,  pray  let  us  see  that  you 
have  some  strength  of  mind,  and  do  not  selfishly 
aggravate  the  distress  in  which  your  poor  papa 
is  plunged." 

"  Dear  aunt  !  "  said  Florence,  kneeling  quickly 
down  before  her,  that  she  might  the  better  and 
more  earnestly  look  into  lier  face.  ''  Tell  me 
more  about  papa.  Pray  tell  me  about  him  !  Is 
he  quite  heart-broken  ?" 
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Miss  Tox  was  of  a  tender  nature,  and  there 
was  something  in  this  appeal  that  moved  her 
very  much.  Whether  she  saw  in  it  a  succession, 
on  the  jjart  of  the  neglected  child,  to  the  afilec- 
tionate  concern  so  often  expressed  by  her  dead 
brotlier — or  a  love  that  sought  to  twine  itself 
about  the  heart  that  had  loved  him,  and  that 
could  not  bear  to  be  shut  out  from  sympathy 
with  such  a  soitow,  in  such  sad  community  of 
love  and  grief — or  whether  she  only  recognised 
the  earnest  and  devoted  spirit  which,  although 
discarded  and  repulsed,  was  wrung  with  tender- 
ness long  unreturned,  and  in  the  waste  and  soli- 
tude of  this  bereavement  cried  to  him  to  seek  a 
comfort  in  it,  and  to  give  some,  by  some  small 
response — whatever  may  have  been  her  under- 
standing of  it,  it  moved  Miss  Tox.  For  the 
moment  she  forgot  the  majesty  of  Mrs.  Chick, 
and,  patting  Florence  hastily  on  the  cheek, 
turned  aside  and  suffered  the  tears  to  gush  from 
her  eyes,  without  waiting  for  a  lead  from  that 
wise  matron. 

Mrs.  Chick  herself  lost,  for  a  moment,  the 
presence  of  mind  on  which  she  so  much  prided 
herself;  and  remained  mute,  looking  on  the 
beautiful  young  face  that  had  so  long,  so  steadily, 
and  patiently  been  turned  towards  the  little  bed. 
But  recovering  her  voice — which  was  synony- 
mous with  her  presence  of  mind  ;  indeed,  they 
were  one  and  the  same  thing — she  replied  with 
dignity : 

"  Florence,  my  dear  child,  your  poor  papa  is 
peculiar  at  times ;  and  to  question  me  about 
him  is  to  question  me  upon  a  subject  which  I 
really  do  not  pretend  to  understand.  I  believe 
I  have  as  much  inlluence  with  your  papa  as 
anybody  has.  Still,  all  I  can  say  is,  that  he  has 
baid  very  little  to  me ;  and  that  I  have  only  seen 
him  once  or  twice  for  a  minute  at  a  time,  and, 
indeed,  have  hardly  seen  him  then,  for  his  room 
has  been  dark.  I  have  said  to  your  papa,  '  Paul ! ' 
— that  is  the  exact  expression  I  used — '  Paul ! 
why  do  you  not  take  something  stimulating  ? ' 
Your  papa's  reply  has  always  been,  '  Louisa, 
have  the  goodness  to  leave  me.  I  want  nothing. 
I  am  better  by  myself.'  If  I  was  to  be  put  upon 
my  oath  to-morrow,  Lucretia,  before  a  magis- 
trate," said  Mrs.  Chick,  "  I  have  no  doubt  I 
could  venture  to  swear  to  those  identical  words." 

Miss  Tox  expressed  her  admiration  by  saying, 
"  My  Louisa  is  ever  methodical  !  " 

"  In  short,  Florence,"  resumed  her  aunt, 
"  literally  nothing  has  passed  between  your 
poor  papa  and  myself,  until  to-day ;  when  I 
mentioned  to  your  papa  that  Sir  Barnet  and 
Lady  Skettles  had  written  exceedingly  kind 
notes Our   sweet   boy  I      Lady  Skettles 


loved   him    like   a— —     Where's   my   pocket- 
handkerchief?" 

Miss  Tox  produced  one. 

"  Exceedingly  kind  notes,  proposing  that  you 
should  visit  them  for  change  of  scene.  Men- 
tioning to  your  papa  that  I  thought  Miss  Tox 
and  myself  might  now  go  home  (m  which  he 
quite  agreed),  I  inquired  if  he  had  any  objection 
to  your  accepting  this  invitation.  He  said, 
'  No,  Louisa,  not  the  least  ! '  " 

Florence  raised  her  tearful  eyes. 

"  At  the  same  time,  if  you  would  prefer  stay- 
ing here,  Florence,  to  paying  this  visit  at  pre- 
sent, or  to  going  home  with  me " 

"  I  should  much  prefer  it,  aunt,"  was  the  faint 
rejoinder. 

"\Vhy  then,  child,"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  "you 
can.  It's  a  strange  choice,  I  must  say.  But 
you  always  were  strange.  Anybody  else  at 
your  time  of  life,  and  after  what  has  passed — 
my  dear  Miss  Tox,  I  have  lost  my  pocket-hand- 
kerchief again — would  be  glad  to  leave  here, 
one  would  suppose." 

"  I  should  not  like  to  feel,"  said  Florence, 
"  as  if  the  house  was  avoided.  I  should  not 
like  to  think  that  the — his — the  rooms  up-stairs 
were  quite  empty  and  dreary,  aunt.  I  would 
rather  stay  here  for  the  present.  Oh,  my 
brother!  oh,  my  brother  !  " 

It  was  a  natural  emotion,  not  to  be  sup- 
pressed ;  and  it  would  make  way  eveii  between 
the  fingers  of  the  hands  with  which  she  covered 
up  her  face.  The  overcharged  and  heavy- 
ladea  breast  must  sometimes  have  that  vent,  or 
the  poor  wounded  solitary  heart  within  it  would 
have  fluttered  like  a  bird  with  broken  wings, 
and  sunk  down  in  the  dust. 

"  Well,  child  !  "  said  Mrs.-  Chick  after  a  pause, 
"I  wouldn't  on  any  account  say  anything  unkind 
to  you,  and  that  I'm  sure  you  know.  You  will 
remain  here,  then,  and  do  exactly  as  you  like. 
No  one  will  interfere  with  you,  Florence,  or 
wish  to  interfere  with  you,  I'm  sure." 

Florence  shook  her  head  in  sad  assent. 

"  I  had  no  sooner  begun  to  advise  your  poor 
l^apa  that  he  really  ought  to  seek  some  distrac- 
tion and  restoration  in  a  temporary  change," 
said  Mrs.  Chick,  "  than  he  told  me  he  had 
already  formed  the  intention  of  going  into  the 
country  for  a  short  time.  I'm  sure  I  hope  he'll 
go  very  soon.  He  can't  go  too  soon.  But  I 
suppose  there  are  some  arrangements  connected 
with  his  private  papers,  and  so  forth,  consequent 
on  the  affliction  that  has  tried  us  all  so  much — 
I  can't  think  what's  become  of  mine  :  Lucretia, 
lend  me  yours,  my  dear — that  may  occupy  him 
for  one  or  two  evenings  in  his  own  room.    Your 
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papa's  a  Dombey,  child,  if  ever  there  was  one," 
said  Mrs.  Chick,  drying  both  her  eyes  at  once 
with  great  care  on  opposite  corners  of  Miss 
Tox's  handkerchief.  '•  He'll  make  an  eft'ort. 
There's  no  fear  of  him." 

"  Is  there  nothing,  aunt,"  asked  Florence, 
trembling,  "  I  might  do  to — ■ — " 

"  Lord,  my  dear  child,"  interposed  Mrs.  Chick 
hastily,  "  what  are  you  talking  about  ?  If  your 
papa  said  to  me — I  have  given  you  his  exact 
words,  '  Louisa,  I  want  nothing ;  I  am  better  by 
myself — what  do  you  tiiink  he'd  say  to  you  ? 
You  mustn't  show  yourself  to  him,  child.  Don't 
dream  of  such  a  thing." 

"Aunt,"  said  Florence,  "I  will  go  and  lie 
down  in  my  bed." 

Mrs.  Chick  approved  of  this  resolution,  and 
dismissed  her  with  a  kiss.  But  Miss  Tox,  on  a 
faint  pretence  of  looking  for  the  mislaid  hand- 
kerchief, went  up-stairs  after  her  ;  and  tried  in  a 
few  stolen  minutes  to  comfort  her,  in  spite  of 
great  discouragement  from  Susan  Nipper.  For 
Miss  Nipper,  in  her  burning  zeal,  disparaged 
Miss  Tox  as  a  crocodile ;  yet  her  sympathy 
seemed  genuine,  and  had  at  least  the  vantage- 
ground  of  disinterestedness  —  there  was  little 
favour  to  be  won  by  it. 

And  was  there  no  one  nearer  and  dearer  than 
Susan  to  uphold  the  striving  heart  in  its  anguish  ? 
^Vas  there  no  other  neck  to  clasp ;  no  other  face 
to  turn  to  ?  no  one  else  to  say  a  soothing  word 
to  such  deep  sorrow?  Was  Florence  so  alone 
in  the  bleak  world  that  nothing  else  remained  to 
her  ?  Nothing.  Stricken  motherless  and  brother- 
less  at  once — for,  in  the  loss  of  little  Paul,  that 
first  and  greatest  loss  fell  heavily  upon  her- — this 
was  the  only  help  she  had.  Oh,  who  can  tell 
how  much  she  needed  help  at  first  ? 

At  first,  when  the  house  subsided  into  its 
accustomed  course,  and  they  had  all  gone  away, 
except  the  servants,  and  her  father  shut  up  in 
his  own  rooms,  Florence  could  do  nothing  but 
weep,  and  wander  up  and  down,  and  sometimes, 
in  a  sudden  pang  of  desolate  remembrance,  fly 
to  her  own  chamber,  wring  her  hands,  la}'  her 
face  down  on  her  bed,  and  know  no  consolation  : 
nothing  but  the  bitterness  and  cruelty  of  grief. 
This  commonly  ensued  upon  the  recognition  of 
some  spot  or  object  very  tenderly  associated 
with  him ;  and  it  made  the  miserable  house,  at 
first,  a  place  of  agony. 

But  it  is  not  in  the  nature  of  pure  love  to  burn 
so  fiercely  and  unkindly  long.  The  flame  that 
in  its  grosser  composition  has  the  taint  of  earth, 
may  prey  upon  the  breast  that  gives  it  shelter  ; 
but  the  sacred  fire  from  heaven  is  as  gentle  in 
the  heart  as  when  it  rested  on  the  heads  of  the 


assembled  twelve,  and  showed  each  man  his 
brother,  brightened  and  unhurt.  The  image 
conjured  up,  there  soon  returned  the  placid  face, 
the  softened  voice,  the  loving  looks,  the  quiet 
trustfulness  and  peace  ;  and  Florence,  though 
she  wept  still,  wept  more  tranquilly,  and  courted 
the  remembrance. 

It  was  not  very  long  before  the  golden  water, 
dancing  on  the  wall,  in  the  old  place  at  the  old 
serene  time,  had  her  calm  eyes  fixed  upon  it  as 
it  ebbed  away.  It  was  not  very  long  before  that 
room  again  knew  her  often ;  sitting  there  alone, 
as  patient  and  as  mild  as  when  she  had  watched 
beside  the  little  bed.  When  any  sharp  sense  of 
its  being  empty  smote  upon  her,  she  could  kneel 
beside  it,  and  pray  God — it  was  the  pouring  out 
of  her  full  heart — to  let  one  angel  love  her  and 
remember  her. 

It  \yas  not  very  long  before,  in  the  midst  of 
the  dismal  house  so  wide  and  dreary,  her  low 
voice  in  the  twilight,  slowly,  and  stopping  some- 
times, touched  the  old  air  to  which  he  had  so 
often  listened,  with  his  drooping  head  upon  her 
arm.  And  after  that,  and  when  it  was  quite  dark, 
a  little  strain  of  music  trembled  in  the  room  :  so 
softly  played  and  sung,  that  it  was  more  like  the 
mournful  recollection  of  what  she  had  done 
at  his  request,  on  that  last  night,  than  the  reality 
repeated.  But  it  was  repeated,  often — very 
often,  in  the  shadowy  solitude ;  and  broken 
murmurs  of  the  strain  still  trembled  on  the  keys, 
when  the  sweet  voice  was  hushed  in  tears. 

Thus  she  gained  heart  to  look  upon  the  work 
with  which  her  fingers  had  been  busy  by  his  side 
on  the  seashore ;  and  thus  it  was  not  very  long 
before  she  took  to  it  again — with  something  of  a 
human  love  for  it,  as  if  it  had  been  sentient  and 
had  known  him;  and,  sitting  in  a  window,  near 
her  mother's  picture,  in  the  unused  room  so  long 
deserted,  wore  away  the  thoughtful  hours. 

AVhy  did  the  dark  eyes  turn  so  often  from  tliis 
work  to  where  the  rosy  children  lived  ?  They 
were  not  immediately  suggestive  of  her  loss  ;  for 
they  were  all  girls  ;  four  little  sisters.  But  they 
were  motherless  like  her — and  had  a  father. 

It  was  easy  to  know  when  he  hail  gone  out 
and  was  expected  home,  for  the  elder  child  was 
always  dressed  and  waiting  for  Iiim  at  the  draw- 
ing-room window,  or  in  the  balcony  ;  and  when 
he  appeared,  her  expectant  face  lighted  up  with 
joy,  while  the  oUiers  at  the  high  window,  and 
always  on  the  watch  too,  clapped  their  hands,  and 
drummed  them  on  the  sill,  and  called  to  him. 
The  elder  child  would  come  down  to  the  hall, 
and  put  her  hand  in  his,  and  lead  him  up  the 
stairs;  and  Florence  would  see  her  afterwards 
sitting  by  his  side,  or  on  his  knee,  or  hanging 
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coaxingly  about  his  neck  and  talking  to  him : 
and  though  tliey  were  always  gay  together,  he 
would  often  watch  her  face,  as  if  he  thought  her 
like  her  mother  that  was  dead.  Florence  would 
sometimes  look  no  more  at  this,  and,  bursting 


into  tears,  would  hide  behind  the  curtain  as  if 
she  were  frightened,  or  would  hurry  from  the 
window.  Yet  she  could  not  help  returning ; 
and  her  work  would  soon  fall  unheeded  from  her 
hands  amin. 


"IT  WAS    REPEATED,   OFTEN — VERY  OFTEN,    IN    THE    SHADOWY  SOLITUDE;     AND    BROKEN    MURMURS     OF   THE 
STRAIN  STILL  TREMBLED   ON  THE   KEYS,    WHEN   THE   SWEET  VOICE   W.AS   HUSHED   IN  TEARS." 


It  was  the  house  that  had  been  empty,  years 
ago.  It  had  remained  so  for  a  long  time.  At 
last,  and  while  she  had  been  away  from  home, 
this  family  had  taken  it ;  and  it  was  repaired  and 
newly  painted  :  and  there  were  birds  and  flowers 
about  it ;  and  it  looked  very  different  from  its 


old  self.     But  she  never  thought  of  the  house. 
The  children  and  their  father  were  all  in  all. 

When  he  had  dined,  she  could  see  them, 
through  the  open  windows,  go  down  with  their 
governess  or  nurse,  and  cluster  round  the  table  ; 
and,  in  the  still  summer  weather,  the  sound  of 
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their  childish  voices  and  clear  laughter  would 
come  ringing  across  the  street,  into  the  droo])ing 
air  of  the  room  in  which  she  sat.  Tiien  they 
would  climb  and  clamber  up-stairs  with  him,  and 
romp  about  him  on  the  sofa,  or  group  themselves 
at  his  knee,  a  very  nosegay  of  little  faces,  while 
he  seemed  to  tell  them  some  story.  Or  they 
would  come  running  out  into  the  balcony ;  and 
then  Florence  would  hide  herself  quickly,  lest  it 
should  check  them  in  their  joy  to  see  her  in  her 
black  dress,  sitting  there  alone. 

The  elder  child  remained  with  her  father  when 
the  rest  had  gone  away,  and  made  his  tea  for 
him — happy  little  housekeeper  she  was  then  ! — 
and  sat  conversing  with  him,  sometimes  at  the 
window,  sometimes  in  the  room,  until  the  candles 
came.  He  made  her  his  companion,  though 
she  was  some  years  younger  than  Florence  ;  and 
she  could  be  as  staid  and  pleasantly  demure, 
with  her  little  book  or  workbox,  as  a  woman. 
When  they  had  candles,  Florence  from  her  own 
dark  room  was  not  afraid  to  look  again.  But 
when  the  time  came  for  the  child  to  say,  "  Good 
night,  papa,"  and  go  to  bed,  Florence  would  sob 
and  tremble  as  she  raised  her  face  to  him,  and 
could  look  no  more. 

Though  still  she  would  turn,  again  and  again, 
before  going  to  bed  herself,  from  the  simple  air 
that  had  lulled  him  to  rest  so  often,  long  ago, 
and  from  the  other  low,  soft,  broken  strain  of 
music,  back  to  that  house.  But  that  she  ever 
thought  of  it,  or  watched  it,  was  a  secret  which 
she  kept  within  her  own  young  breast. 

And  did  that  breast  of  Florence — Florence, 
so  ingenuous  and  true — so  worthy  of  the  love 
that  he  had  borne  her,  and  had  whispered  in  his 
last  faint  words — whose  guileless  heart  was  mir- 
rored in  the  beauty  of  her  face,  and  breathed  in 
■every  accent  of  her  gentle  voice — did  that  young 
breast  hold  any  other  secret  ?    Yes.    One  more. 

When  no  one  in  the  house  was  stirring,  and 
the  lights  were  all  extinguished,  she  would  softly 
leave  her  own  room,  and  with  noiseless  feet  de- 
scend the  staircase,  and  approach  her  father's 
door.  Against  it,  scarcely  breathing,  she  would 
rest  her  face  and  head,  and  press  her  lips,  in  the 
yearning  of  her  love.  She  crouched  upon  the 
cold  stone  floor  outside  it,  every  night,  to  listen 
even  for  his  breath ;  and  in  her  one  absorbing 
wiah  to  be  allowed  to  show  him  some  affection, 
to  be  a  consolation  to  him,  to  win  him  over  to 
the  endurance  of  some  tenderness  from  her,  his 
solitary  child,  she  would  have  knelt  down  at  his 
feet,  if  she  had  dared,  in  humble  supplication. 

No  one  knew  it.  No  one  thought  of  it.  The 
door  was  ever  closed,  and  he  shut  up  within. 
He  went  out  once  or  twice,  and  it  was  said  in 
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the  house  that  he  was  very  soon  going  on  his 
country  journey ;  but  he  lived  in  those  rooms, 
and  lived  alone,  and  never  saw  her,  or  inquired 
for  her.  Perhaps  he  did  not  even  know  that  she 
was  in  the  house. 

One  day,  about  a  week  after  the  funeral,  Flo- 
rence was  sitting  at  her  work,  when  Susan  ap- 
peared, with  a  face  half  laughing  and  half  crying, 
to  announce  a  visitor. 

"  A  visitor  !  To  me,  Susan  !"  said  Florence, 
looking  up  in  astonishment. 

"  Well,  it  is  a  wonder,  ain't  it,  now,  Miss 
Floy?"  said  Susan;  "but  I  wish  you  had  a 
many  visitors,  I  do  indeed,  for  you'd  be  all  the 
better  for  it,  and  it's  my  opinion  that  the  sooner 
you  and  me  goes  even  to  them  old  Skettleses, 
miss,  the  better  for  both.  I  may  not  wish  to 
live  in  crowds.  Miss  Floy,  but  still  Fm  not  a 
oyster." 

To  do  Miss  Nipper  justice,  she  spoke  more 
for  her  young  mistress  than  herself  ;  and  her  face 
showed  it. 

"  But  the  visitor,  Susan,"  said  Florence. 

Susan,  with  an  hysterical  explosion  that  was  as 
much  a  laugh  as  a  sob,  and  as  much  a  sob  as  a 
laugh,  answered, 

'•Mr.  Toots!" 

The  smile  that  appeared  on  Florence's  race 
passed  from  it  in  a  moment,  and  her  eyes  filled 
with  tears.  But,  at  any  rate,  it  was  a  smile,  and 
that  gave  great  satisfaction  to  Miss  Nipper. 

"  My  own  feelings  exactly^  Miss  Floy,"  said 
Susan,  putting  her  apron  to  her  eyes,  and  shak- 
ing her  head.  "  Immediately  I  see  that  Inno- 
cent in  the  hall.  Miss  Floy,  I  burst  out  laughing 
first,  and  then  I  choked." 

Susan  Nipper  involuntarily  proceeded  to  do 
the  like  again  on  the  spot.  In  the  meantime, 
Mr.  Toots,  who  had  come  up-stairs  after  her,  all 
unconscious  of  the  effect  he  produced,  announced 
himself  with  his  knuckles  on  the  door,  and 
walked  in  very  briskly. 

"How  d'ye  do,  Miss  Dombey?"  said  Mr. 
Toots.  '•■  I'm  very  well,  I  thank  you ;  how  are 
you  ?" 

Mr.  Toots — than  whom  there  were  few  better 
fellows  in  the  world,  though  there  may  have  been 
one  or  two  brighter  spirits — had  laboriously  in- 
vented this  long  burst  of  discourse  with  the  view 
of  relieving  the  feelings  both  of  Florence  and 
himself.  But  finding  that  he  had  run  through 
his  property,  as  it  were,  in  an  injudicious  manner, 
by  squandering  the  whole  before  taking  a  chair, 
or  before  Florence  had  uttered  a  word,  or  before 
he  had  well  got  in  at  the  door,  he  deemed  it 
advisable  to  begin  again. 

"How  d'ye  do.   Miss  Dombey?"   said   Mr. 
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Toots.  "  I'm  verv  well,  I  thank  you  ;  how  are 
you?" 

Florence  gave  him  her  hand,  and  said  she  was 
\cry  well. 

"  I'm  very  well  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  tak- 
ing a  chair.  "  Very  well  indeed,  I  am.  I  don't 
remember,"  said  Mr.  Toots  after  reflecting  a 
little,  "  that  I  was  ever  better,  thank  you." 

"  It's  very  kind  of  you  to  come,"  said  Flo- 
rence, taking  up  her  work.  "  I  am  very  glad  to 
see  you." 

?i[r.  Toots  responded  with  a  chuckle.  Think- 
ing that  might  be  too  lively,  he  corrected  it  with 
a  sigh.  Thinking  that  might  be  too  melancholy, 
he  corrected  it  with  a  chuckle.  Not  thoroughly 
pleasing  himself  with  either  mode  of  reply,  he 
breathed  hard. 

"  You  were  very  kind  to  my  dear  brother," 
said  Florence,  obeying  her  own  natural  impulse 
to  relieve  him  by  saying  so.  "  He  often  talked 
to  me  about  you." 

"  Oil,  it's  of  no  consequence,"  said  Mr.  Toots 
hastily.     "  Warm,  ain't  it  ?  " 

'•■  It  is  beautiful  weather,"  replied  Florence. 

"It  agrees  with  me  I"  said  Mr.  Toots.  "I 
don't  thuik  I  ever  was  so  well  as  I  find  myself 
at  present,  I'm  obliged  to  you." 

After  stating  this  curious  and  unexpected  fact, 
Mr.  Toots  fell  into  a  deep  well  of  silence. 

"You  have  left  Doctor  Blimber's,  I  think?" 
said  Florence,  trying  to  help  him  out. 

"  I  should  hope  so,"  returned  Mr.  Toots. 
And  tumbled  in  again. 

He  remained  at  the  bottom,  apparently 
drowned,  for  at  least  ten  minutes.  At  the  e.\- 
piration  of  that  period,  he  suddenly  floated,  and 
said, 

"  Well  !     Good  morning,  Miss  Dombey." 

"Are  you  going?"  asked  Florence,  rising. 

"  I  don't  know,  though.  No,  not  just  at  pre- 
sent," said  Mr.  Toots,  sitting  down  again  most 

unexpectedly.     "  The  fact  is I  sav,  Miss 

Dombey  1" 

"  Don't  be  afraid  to  speak  to  me,"  said  Flo- 
rence with  a  quiet  smile ;  "  I  should  be  very 
glad  if  you  would  talk  about  my  brother." 

"Would  you,  though?"  retorted  Mr.  Toots, 
with  sympathy  in  every  fibre  of  his  otherwise 
expressionless  face.  "  Poor  Dombey  !  I'm  sure 
I  never  thought  that  Burgess  and  Co. — fashion- 
able tailors  (but  very  dear),  that  we  used  to  talk 
about — would  make  this  suit  of  clothes  for  such 
a  purpose."  Mr.  Toots  was  dressed  in  mourn- 
ing. "  Poor  Dombey  !  I  say  !  Miss  Dombey!" 
blubbered  Toots. 

"  Yes,"  said  Florence. 

"  There's  a  friend  he  took  to  very  much  at 


last.  I  thought  you'd  like  to  have  him,  perhaps, 
as  a  sort  of  keepsake.  You  remember  his  re- 
membering Diogenes?" 

"  Oh  yes  !  oh  yes  !"  cried  Florence. 

"  Poor  Dombey  !     So  do  I,"  said  Mr.  Toots. 

Mr.  Toots,  seeing  Florence  in  tears,  had  great 
difficulty  in  getting  beyond  this  point,  and  had 
nearly  tumbled  into  the  well  again.  But  a 
chuckle  saved  him  on  the  brink. 

'•  I  say,"  he  proceeded,  "  Miss  Dombey  !  I 
could  have  had  him  stolen  for  ten  shillings,  if 
they  hadn't  given  him  up :  and  I  woulil :  but 
they  were  glad  to  get  rid  of  him,  I  think.  If 
you'd  like  to  have  him,  he's  at  the  door,  1 
brought  him  on  purpose  for  you.  He  ain  t  a 
lady's  dog,  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  ''  but 
you  won't  mind  that,  will  you?" 

In  fact,  Diogenes  was  at  that  moment,  as  they 
presently  ascertained  from  looking  down  into  the 
street,  staring  through  the  window  of  a  hackney 
cabriolet,  into  which,  for  conveyance  to  that 
spot,  he  had  been  ensnared,  on  a  false  pretence 
of  rats  among  the  straw.  Sooth  to  say,  he  was 
as  unlike  a  lady's  dog  as  dog  might  be  ;  and,  in 
his  gruff  anxiety  to  get  out,  presented  an  appear- 
ance sufficiently  unpromising,  as  he  gave  short 
yelps  out  of  one  side  of  his  mouth,  and  over- 
balancing himself  by  the  intensity  of  every  one 
of  those  efforts,  tumbled  down  into  the  straw, 
and  then  sprung  panting  up  again,  putting  out 
his  tongue,  as  if  he  had  come  exjjress  to  a  dis- 
pensary to  be  examined  for  his  health. 

But  though  Diogenes  was  as  ridiculous  a  dog 
as  one  would  meet  with  on  a  summer's  day ;  a 
blundering,  ill-favoured,  clumsy,  bullet-lieaded 
dog,  continually  acting  on  a  wrong  idea  that 
there  was  an  enemy  in  the  neighbourhood,  whom 
it  was  meritorious  to  bark  at  ,  and  though  he 
was  far  from  good-tempered,  and  certamly  was 
not  clever,  and  had  hair  all  over  his  eyes,  and  a 
comic  nose,  and  an  inconsistent  tail,  and  a  grufl 
voice;  he  was  dearer  to  Florence,  in  virtue  of 
that  parting  remembrance  of  him,  and  that  re- 
quest that  he  might  be  taken  care  of,  than  the 
most  valuable  and  beautiful  of  his  kind.  So 
dear,  indeed,  was  this  same  ugly  Diogenes,  and 
so  welcome  to  her,  that  she  took  the  jewelled 
hand  of  Mr.  Toots,  and  kissed  it  in  her  grati- 
tude. And  when  Diogenes,  released,  came  tear- 
ing up  the  stairs  and  bouncing  into  the  room 
(such  a  business  as  there  was,  first,  to  get  him 
out  of  the  cabTiolet !),  dived  under  all  the  furni- 
ture, and  wound  a  long  iron  chain,  that  dangled 
from  his  neck,  round  legs  of  chairs  and  tables., 
and  then  tugged  at  it  until  his  eyes  became  un 
naturally  visible,  in  consequence  of  their  nearly 
startina;  out  of  his  head  ;  and  when  he   "rowled 
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at  Mr.  Toots,  who  aftected  familiarit)' ;  and  went 
]5ell-mell  at  Towlinson,  morally  convinced  that 
he  was  the  enemy  whom  he  had  barked  at 
round  the  corner  all  his  life,  and  had  never 
seen  yet ;  Florence  was  as  pleased  with  him  as 
if  he  had  been  a  miracle  of  discretion. 

Mr.  Toots  was  so  overjoyed  by  the  success  of 
his  present,  and  was  so  delighted  to  see  Florence 
bending  down  over  Diogenes,  smoothing  his 
coarse  back  with  her  little  delicate  hand — 
Diogenes  graciously  allowing  it  from  the  first 
moment  of  their  acquaintance — that  he  felt  it 
difficult  to  take  leave,  and  would,  no  doubt, 
have  been  a  much  longer  time  in  making  up  his 
mind  to  do  so,  if  he  had  not  been  assisted  by 
Diogenes  himself,  who  suddenly  took  it  into  his 
head  to  bay  Mr.  Toots,  and  to  make  short  runs 
at  him  with  his  mouth  open.  Not  exactly  seeing 
his  way  to  the  end  of  these  demonstrations,  and 
sensible  that  they  placed  the  pantaloons  con- 
structed by  the  art  of  Burgess  and  Co.  in 
jeopardy,  Mr.  Toots,  with  chuckles,  lapsed  out 
at  the  door  :  by  which,  after  looking  in  again 
tw3  or  three  times,  without  any  object  at  all,  and 
being  on  each  occasion  greeted  with  a  fresh  run 
from  Diogenes,  he  finally  took  himself  off,  and 
got  away. 

"  Come,  then,  Di !  Dear  Di !  Make  friends 
with  your  new  mistress.  Let  us  love  each  other, 
Di  !  "  said  Florence,  fondling  his  shaggy  head. 
And  Di,  the  rough  and  gruff,  as  if  his  hairy  hide 
were  pervious  to  the  tear  that  dropped  upon  it, 
and  his  dog's  heart  melted  as  it  fell,  put  his  nose 
up  to  her  face,  and  swore  fidelity. 

Diogenes  the  man  did  not  speak  plainer  to 
Alexander  the  Great  than  Diogenes  the  dog 
spoke  to  Florence.  He  subscribed  to  the  offer 
of  his  little  mistress  cheerfully,  and  devoted  him- 
self to  her  service.  A  banquet  was  immediately 
provided  for  him  in  a  corner  ;  and  when  he  had 
eaten  and  drunk  his  fill,  he  went  to  the  window 
where  Florence  was  sitting  looking  on,  rose  up 
on  his  hind-legs,  with  his  awkward  fore-paws  on 
her  shoulders,  licked  her  face  and  hands,  nestled 
his  great  heati  against  her  heart,  and  wagged  his 
tail  till  he  was  tired.  Finally,  Diogenes  coiled 
himself  up  at  her  feet,  and  went  to  sleep. 

Although  Miss  Nipper  was  nervous  in  regard 
of  dogs,  and  felt  it  necessary  to  come  into  the 
room  with  her  skirts  carefully  collected  about 
her,  as  if  she  were  crossing  a  brook  on  stepping- 
stones  ;  also  to  utter  little  screams  and  stand  up 
on  chairs  when  Diogenes  stretched  himself;  she 
was  in  her  own  manner  aftected  by  the  kindness 
of  Mr.  Toots,  and  could  not  see  Florence  so 
alive  to  the  attachment  and  society  of  this  rude 
friend  of  little  Paul's,  without  some  mental  com- 


ments thereupon  that  brought  the  water  to  her 
eyes.  Mr.  Dombey,  as  a  part  of  her  reflections, 
may  have  been,  in  the  association  of  ideas,  con- 
nected with  the  dog ;  but,  at  any  rate,  after 
observing  Diogenes  and  his  mistress  all  the 
evening,  and  after  exerting  herself  with  much 
good-will  to  provide  Diogenes  a  bed  in  an 
ante-chamber  outside  his  mistress's  door,  she 
said  hurriedly  to  Florence,  before  leaving  her  for 
the  night : 

"  Your  pa's  a-going  oft".  Miss  Floy,  to-moiTow 
morning." 

'■  To-morrow  morning,  Susan  ?  " 

"  Yes,  miss  ;  that's  the  orders.     Early." 

"  Do  )'ou  know,"  asked  Florence,  without 
looking  at  her,  "  where  papa  is  going,  Susan  ?" 

"  Not  exactly,  miss.  He's  going  to  meet  that 
precious  major  first,  and  I  must  say  if  I  was 
acquainted  with  any  major  myself  (which  Hea- 
ven forbid),  it  shouldn't  be  a  blue  one  ! " 

"  Hush,  Susan  ! "  urged  Florence  gently. 

"  Well,  Miss  Floy,"  returned  Miss  Nipper, 
who  was  full  of  burning  indignation,  and  minded 
her  stops  even  less  than  usual,  "  I  can't  help  it, 
blue  he  is,  and  while  I  was  a  Christian,  although 
humble,  I  would  have  natural-coloured  friends, 
or  none." 

It  appeared,  from  what  she  added  and  had 
gleaned  down-stairs,  that  Mrs.  Chick  had  pro- 
posed the  major  for  Mr.  Dombey's  companion, 
and  that  Mr.  Dombey,  after  some  hesitation,  had 
invited  him. 

"  Talk  of  Jiim  being  a  change  indeed  !  "  ob- 
served Miss  Nipper  to  herself  with  boundless 
contempt.  "  If  he's  a  change,  give  me  a  con- 
stancy." 

"  Good  night,  Susan,"  said  Florence. 

'■  Good  night,  my  darling  dear  Miss  Floy." 

Her  tone  of  commiseration  smote  the  chord 
so  often  roughly  touched,  but  never  listened  to 
while  she  or  any  one  looked  on.  Florence,  left 
alone,  laid  her  head  upon  her  hand,  and  press- 
ing the  other  over  her  swelling  heart,  held  free 
coinmunication  with  her  sorrows. 

It  was  a  wet  night ;  and  the  melancholy  rain 
fell  pattering  and  dropping  with  a  wearied  sound. 
A  sluggish  wind  was  blowing,  and  went  moaning 
round  the  house,  as  if  it  were  in  pain  or  grief. 
A  shrill  noise  quivered  through  the  trees.  ^Vllile 
she  sat  weeping,  it  grew  late,  and  dreary  mid- 
night tolled  out  from  the  steeples. 

Florence  was  little  more  than  a  child  in  years 
— not  yet  fourteen — and  the  loneliness  and  gloom 
of  such  an  hour,  in  the  great  house  where  Death 
had  lately  made  its  own  tremendous  devastation, 
might  have  set  an  older  fancy  brooding  on  vague 
terrors.     But  her  innocent  imagination  was  100 
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full  of  one  theme  to  admit  them.  Nothing  wan- 
dered in  her  thoughts  but  love— a  wandering 
love,  indeed,  and  cast  away — but  turning  always 
to  her  father. 

There  was  nothing  in  the  dropping  of  the 
rain,  the  moaning  of  the  wind,  the  shuddering 
of  the  trees,  the  striking  of  the  solemn  clocks, 
that  shook  this  one  thought,  or  diminished  its 
interest.  Her  recollections  of  the  dear  dead 
boy — and  they  were  never  absent — were  itself; 
the  same  thing.  And  oh,  to  be  shut  out:  to  be 
so  lost :  never  to  have  looked  into  her  father's 
face,  or  touched  him,  since  that  hour  ! 

She  could  not  go  to  bed,  poor  child,  and  never 
had  gone  yet,  since  then,  without  making  her 
nightly  pilgrimage  to  his  door.  It  would  have 
been  a  strange,  sad  sight  to  see  her  now,  stealing 
lightly  down  the  stairs  through  the  thick  gloom, 
and  stopping  at  it  with  a  beating  heart,  and 
blinded  eyes,  and  hair  that  fell  down  loosely  and 
unthought  of;  and  touching  it  outside  with  her 
wet  cheek.  But  the  night  covered  it,  and  no 
one  knew. 

'  The  moment  that  she  touched  the  door  on 
this  night,  Florence  found  that  it  was  open.  For 
the  first  time  it  stood  open,  though  by  but  a 
hair's  breadth :  and  there  was  a  light  within. 
The  first  impulse  of  the  timid  child — and  she 
yielded  to  it — was  to  retire  swiftly.  Her  next, 
to  go  back,  and  to  enter;  and  this  second 
impulse  held  her  in  irresolution  on  the  stair- 
case. 

In  its  standing  open,  even  by  so  much  as  that 
chink,  there  seemed  to  be  hope.  There  was 
encouragement  in  seeing  a  ray  of  ligh-  from 
within,  stealing  through  the  dark,  stern  tloorway, 
and  falling  in  a  thread  upon  the  marble  floor. 
She  turned  back,  hardly  knowing  what  she  did, 
but  urged  on  by  the  love  within  her,  and  the 
trial  they  had  undergone  together,  but  not 
shared :  and,  with  her  hands  a  little  raised  and 
trembling,  glided  in. 

Her  father  sat  at  his  old  table  in  the  middle 
room.  He  had  been  arranging  some  papers, 
and  destroying  others,  and  the  latter  lay  in  fragile 
ruins  before  him.  The  rain  dripped  heavily  upon 
the  glass  panes  in  the  outer  room,  where  he  had 
so  often  watched  poor  Paul,  a  baby  ;  and  the 
low  complainings  of  the  wind  were  heard  with- 
out. 

I3ut  not  by  him.  He  sat  \Vith  his  eyes  fixed 
on  the  table,  so  immersed  in  thought,  that  a  far 
heavier  tread  than  the  light  foot  of  his  child 
could  make  might  have  failed  to  rouse  him.  His 
face  was  turned  towards  her.  By  the  waning 
lamp,  and  at  that  haggard  hour,  it  looked  worn 
and  dejected  ;  and,  in  the  utter  loneliness  sur- 


rounding him,  there  was  an  appeal  to  Florence 
that  struck  home. 

"  Papa  !  papa  !     Speak  to  me,  dear  papa  !  " 

He  started  at  her  voice,  and  leaped  up  from 
his  seat.  She  was  close  before  him  with  ex- 
tended arms,  but  he  fell  back. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  he  said  sternly. 
"  Why  do  you  come  here  ?  What  has  frightened 
you?" 

If  anything  had  frightened  her,  it  was  the  face 
he  turned  upon  her.  The  glowing  love  within 
the  breast  of  his  young  daughter  froze  before  it, 
and  she  stood  and  looked  at  him  as  if  stricken 
into  stone. 

There  was  not  one  touch  of  tenderness  or  pity 
in  it.  There  was  not  one  gleam  of  interest, 
parental  recognition,  or  relenting  in  it.  There 
was  a  change  in  it,  but  not  of  that  kind.  The 
old  indifference  and  cold  constraint  had  given 
place  to  something  :  what,  she  never  thought 
and  did  not  dare  to  think,  and  yet  she  felt  it  in 
its  force,  and  knew  it  well  without  a  name :  that 
as  it  looked  upon  her,  seemed  to  cast  a  shadow 
on  her  head. 

Did  he  see  before  him  the  successful  rival  of 
his  son,  in  health  and  life  ?  Did  he  look  upon 
his  own  successful  rival  in  that  son's  affection  ? 
Did  a  mad  jealousy  and  withered  pride  poison 
sweet  remembrances  that  should  have  endeared 
and  made  her  precious  to  him  ?  Could  it  be 
possible  that  it  was  gall  to  him  to  look  upon  her 
in  her  beauty  and  her  promise  :  thinking  of  his 
infant  boy  ? 

Florence  had  no  such  thoughts.  But  love  is 
quick  to  know  when  it  is  spumed  and  hopeless  : 
and  hope  died  out  of  hers,  as  she  stood  looking 
in  her  father's  f;ice. 

"I  ask  you,  Florence,  are  you  frightened? 
Is  there  anything  the  matter,  that  you  come 
here?" 

"  I  came,  papa " 

"  Against  my  wishes.     Why?" 

She  saw  he  knew  why :  it  was  written  broadly 
on  his  face :  and  dropped  her  head  upon  her 
hands  with  one  prolonged  low  cry. 

Let  him  remember  it  in  that  room,  years  to 
come.  It  has  faded  from  the  air  before  he 
breaks  the  silence.  It  may  pass  as  quickly  from 
his  brain,  as  he  believes,  but  it  is  there.  Let 
him  remember  it  in  that  room,  years  to  come ! 

He  took  her  by  the  arm.  His  hand  was  cold, 
and  loose,  and  scarcely  closed  upon  her. 

"  You  are  tired,  I  dare  say,"  he  said,  taking  uj) 
the  light,  and  leading  her  towards  the  door, 
"  and  want  rest.  We  all  want  rest.  Go,  Flo- 
rence.    You  have  been  dreaming." 

The  dream  she  had  had  was  over  then,  God 
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help  her !  and  she  felt  that  it  could  never  more 
come  back. 

"  I  will  remain  here  to  light  you  up  the  stairs. 
The  whole  house  is  yours,  above  there,"  said 
her  father  slowly.  "  You  are  its  mistress  now. 
Good  night !" 

Still  covering  her  face,  she  sobbed,  and  an- 
swered, "  Good  night,  dear  papa,"  and  silently  as- 
cended. Once  she  looked  back,  as  if  she  would 
have  returned  to  him,  but  for  fear.  It  was  a  mo- 
mentary thought,  too  hopeless  to  encourage; 
and  her  father  stood  there  with  the  light — hard, 
unresponsive,  motionless  —  until  the  fluttering 
dress  of  his  fair  child  was  lost  in  the  darkness. 

Let  him  remember  it  in  that  room,  years  to 
come.  The  rain  that  falls  upon  the  roof;  the 
wind  that  mourns  outside  the  door  :  may  have 
foreknowledge  in  their  melancholy  sound.  Let 
him  remember  it  in  that  room,  years  to  come  ' 

The  last  time  he  had  watched  her,  from  the 
same  place,  winding  up  those  stairs,  she  had  had 
her  brother  in  her  arms.  It  did  not  move  his 
heart  towards  her  now  ;  it  steeled  it  :  but  he 
went  into  his  room,  and  locked  his  door,  and  sat 
down  in  his  chair,  and  cried  for  his  lost  boy. 

Diogenes  was  broad  awake  upon  his  post,  and 
waiting  for  his  little  mistress.  j 

"  Oh,  Di !  Oh,  dear  Di !  Love  me  for  his  sake  !  " 

Diogenes  already  loved  her  for  her  own,  and 
<]idn't  care  how  much  he  showed  it.  So  he  made 
himself  vastly  ridiculous  by  performing  a  variety 
of  uncouth  bounces  in  the  ante-chamber,  and 
concluded,  when  poor  Florence  was  at  last 
asleep,  and  dreaming  of  the  rosy  children  oppo- 
site, by  scratching  open  her  bedroom  door  :  roll- 
mg  up  his  bed  into  a  pillow  :  lying  down  on  the 
boards  at  the  full  length  of  his  tether,  with  his 
head  towards  her  :  and  looking  lazily  at  her,  up- 
side down,  out  of  the  tops  of  his  eyes,  until, 
from  w-inking  and  winking,  he  fell  asleep  himself, 
and  dreamed,  with  gruff  barks,  of  his  enemy. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


WALTER     GOES     AWAY. 


>  HE  Wooden  Midshipman  at  the  in- 
' .  strument-maker's  door,  like  the  hard- 
hearted little  midshipman  he  was, 
remained  supremely  indifferent  to 
Walter's  going  away,  even  when  the 
ry  last  day  of  his  sojourn  in  the  back- 
parlour  was  on  the  decline.  With  his 
quadrant  at  his  round  black  knob  of  an 
eye,  and  his  figure  in  its  old  attitude  of  indomi- 
table alacrity,  the  Midshipman  displayed  his  elfui 


small-clothes  to  the  best  advantage,  and,  ab- 
sorbed in  scientific  pursuits,  had  no  sympathy 
with  worldly  concerns.  He  was  so  far  the  crea- 
ture of  circumstances,  that  a  dry  day  covered 
him  with  dust,  and  a  misty  day  peppered  him 
with  little  bits  of  soot,  and  a  wet  day  brightened 
up  his  tarnished  uniform  for  a  moment,  and  a 
very  hot  day  blistered  him  ;  but  otherwise  he  was 
a  callous,  obdurate,  conceited  midshipman,  in- 
tent on  his  own  discoveries,  and  caring  as  little 
for  what  went  on  about  him,  terrestrially,  as 
Archimedes  at  the  taking  of  Syracuse. 

Such  a  midshipman  he  seemed  to  be,  at  least, 
in  the  then  position  of  domestic  affairs.  Walter 
eyed  him  kindly  many  a  time  in  passing  in  and 
out ;  and  poor  old  Sol,  when  \Valter  was  not 
there,  would  come  and  lean  against  the  door- 
post, resting  his  weary  wig  as  near  the  shoe- 
buckles  of  the  guardian  genius  of  his  trade  and 
shop  as  he  could.  But  no  fierce  idol  with  a 
mouth  from  ear  to  ear,  and  a  murderous  visage 
made  of  parrots'  feathers,  was  ever  more  indif- 
ferent to  the  appeals  of  its  savage  votaries  than 
was  the  Midshipman  to  these  marks  of  attach- 
ment. 

W^alter's  heart  felt  heavy  as  he  looked  round 
his  old  bedroom,  up  among  the  parapets  and 
chimney-pots,  and  thought  that  one  more  night 
already  darkening  would  close  his  acquaintance 
with  it,  perhaps  for  ever.  Dismantled  of  his 
little  stock  of  books  and  pictures,  it  looked 
coldly  and  reproachfully  on  him  for  his  desertion, 
and  had  already  a  foreshadowing  upon  it  of 
its  coming  strangeness.  "A  few  hours  more," 
thought  Walter,  "  and  no  dream  I  ever  had  here 
when  I  was  a  school-boy  will  be  so  little  mine  as 
this  old  room.  The  dream  :nay  come  back  in 
my  sleep,  and  I  may  return  waking  to  this  place, 
it  may  be  :  but  the  dream  at  least  will  serve  no 
other  master,  and  the  room  may  have  a  score, 
and  every  one  of  them  may  change,  neglect, 
misuse  it." 

But  his  imcle  was  not  to  be  left  alone  in  the 
little  back-parlour,  where  he  was  then  sitting  by 
himself;  for  Captain  Cuttle,  considerate  in  his 
roughness,  stayed  away  against  his  will,  purposely 
that  they  should  have  some  talk  together  unob- 
served :  so  Walter,  newly  returned  home  from 
his  last  day's  bustle,  descended  briskly  to  bear 
him  com[)any. 

"  Uncle,"  he  said  gaily,  laying  his  hand  upon 
the  old  man's  shoulder,  "  what  shall  I  send  you 
home  from  Barbadoes?" 

"  Hope,  my  dear  Wally.  Hope  that  we  shall 
meet  again  on  this  side  of  the  grave.  Send  me 
as  much  of  that  as  you  can." 

"  So   I   will,  uncle :  I  have    enough   and    to 
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spare,  and  I'll  not  be  chary  of  it  !  And  as  to 
lively  turtles,  and  limes  for  Captain  Cuttle's 
punch,  and  preserves  for  you  on  Sundays,  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing,  why,  I'll  send  you  ship- 
loads, uncle  :  when  I'm  rich  enough." 

Old  Sol  wiped  his  spectacles,  and  faintly 
smiled. 

"That's  right,  uncle!"  cried  Walter  merrily, 
and  clapping  him  half-a-dozen  times  more  upon 
the  shoulder.  "  You  cheer  up  me  !  I'll  cheer 
up  you  !  We'll  be  as  gay  as  larks  to-morrow 
morning,  uncle,  and  we'll  fly  as  high  !  As  to 
my  anticipations,  they  are  singing  out  of  sight 
now." 

"  Wally,  my  dear  boy,"  returned  the  old  man, 
"  I'll  do  my  best,  I'll  do  my  best." 

"  h\\A  your  best,  uncle,"  said  Walter,  with  his 
jjleasant  laugh,  "  is  the  best  best  that  I  know. 
You'll  not  forget  what  you're  to  send  me,  uncle  ?" 

"  No,  Wally,  no,"  replied  the  old  man  ; 
"  everything  I  hear  about  Miss  Dombey,  now 
that  she  is  left  alone,  poor  lamb,  1 11  write.  I 
fear  it  won't  be  much,  though,  Wally." 

"Why,  ril  tell  you  what,  uncle,"  said  Walter 
after  a  moment's  hesitation  ;  "  I  have  just  been 
up  there." 

"  Ay,  ay,  ay  ?"  murmured  the  old  man,  raising 
his  eyebrows,  and  his  spectacles  with  them. 

"  Not  to  see  her"  said  Walter,  "  though  I 
could  have  seen  her,  I  dare  say,  if  I  had  asked, 
Mr.  Dombey  being  out  of  town  :  but  to  say  a 
parting  word  to  Susan.  I  thought  I  might  ven- 
ture to  do  that,  you  know,  under  the  circum- 
stawces,  and  remembering  when  I  saw  Miss 
Dombey  last." 

"  Yes,  my  boy,  yes,"  replied  his  uncle,  rousing 
himself  from  a  temporary  abstraction. 

"  So  I  saw  her,"  pursued  Walter.  "  Susan,  I 
mean  :  and  I  told  her  I  was  off  and  away  to- 
morrow. And  I  said,  uncle,  that  you  had  always 
had  an  interest  in  Miss  Dombey  since  that  night 
when  she  was  here,  and  always  wished  her  well 
and  happy,  and  always  would  be  proud  and  glad 
to  serve  her  in  the  least :  I  thought  I  might  say 
that,  you  know,  under  the  circumstances.  Don't 
you  think  so  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  boy,  yes,"  replied  his  uncle  in  the 
tone  as  before. 

"  And  I  added,"  pursued  Walter,  "  that  if  she 
— .Susan,  I  mean — could  ever  let  you  know,  either 
through  herself  or  Mrs.  Richards,  or  anybody  else 
who  might  be  coming  this  way,  that  Miss  Dom- 
bey was  well  and  happy,  you  would  take  it  very 
kindly,  and  would  write  so  much  to  me,  and  I 
should  take  it  very  kindly  too.  There  I  Upon 
my  word,  uncle,"  said  Walter,  "  I  scarcely  slept 
all  last  night  through  thinking  of  doins;  this  ;  and 


could  not  make  up  my  mind,  when  I  was  out, 
whether  to  do  it  or  not;  and  yet  I  am  sure  it  is 
the  true  feeling  of  my  heart,  and  I  should  have 
been  quite  miserable  afterwards  if  1  had  not  re- 
lieved it." 

His  honest  voice  and  manner  corroborated 
what  he  said,  and  quite  established  its  ingenu- 
ousness. 

"  So,  if  you  ever  see  her,  uncle,"  said  Walter, 
"  I  mean  Miss  Dombey  now — and  perhaps  you 
may,  who  knows  ? — tell  her  how  much  I  felt  for 
her ;  how  much  I  used  to  think  of  her  when  I 
was  here  ;  how  I  spoke  of  her,  with  the  tears  in 
my  eyes,  uncle,  on  this  last  night  before  I  went 
away.  Tell  her  that  I  said  I  never  could  forget 
her  gentle  manner,  or  her  beautiful  face,  or  her 
sweet  kind  disposition  that  was  better  than  all. 
And  as  I  didn't  take  them  from  a  woman's  feet, 
or  a  young  lady's  :  only  a  httle  innocent  child's," 
said  Walter  :  "  tell  her,  if  you  don't  mind,  uncle, 
that  I  kept  those  shoes — she'll  remember  how 
often  they  fell  off,  that  night — and  took  them 
away  with  me  as  a  remembrance  ! " 

They  were  at  that  very  moment  going  out  at 
the  door  in  one  of  Walter's  trunks.  A  porter, 
carrying  off  his  baggage  on  a  truck  for  shipment 
at  the  docks  on  board  the  Son  and  Heir,  had 
got  possession  of  them  :  and  wheeled  thenr 
away,  under  the  very  eye  of  the  insensible  ]Mid- 
shipman,  before  their  owner  had  well  finished 
speaking. 

But  that  ancient  mariner  might  have  been  ex- 
cused his  insensibility  to  the  treasure  as  it  rolled 
away.  For,  under  his  eye  at  the  same  moment, 
accurately  within  his  range  of  observation,  com- 
ing full  into  the  sphere  of  his  startled  and  in- 
tensely wide-awake  look-out,  were  Florence  and 
Susan  Nipper  :  Florence  looking  up  into  his  face 
half  timidly,  and  receiving  the  whole  shock  of 
his  wooden  ogling  ! 

More  than  this,  they  passed  into  the  shop,  and 
passed  in  at  the  parlour  door,  before  they  were 
observed  by  anybody  but  the  Midshipman.  And 
Walter,  having  his  back  to  the  door,  would  have 
known  nothing  of  their  apparition  even  then, 
but  for  seeing  his  uncle  spring  out  of  his  own 
chair,  and  nearly  tumble  over  another. 

"  Why,  uncle  !"  exclaimed  Walter.  "  What's 
the  matter?'' 

Old  Solomon  replied,  "  Miss  Dombey  ! " 

"  Is  it  possible  ?"  cried  Walter,  looking  round 
and  starting  up  in  his  turn.     "  Here  ! " 

Why,  it  was  so  possible  and  so  actual,  that, 
while  the  words  were  on  his  lips,  Florence  hur- 
ried past  him ;  took  Uncle  Sol's  snuff-coloured 
lappels,  one  in  each  hand  ;  kissed  him  on  the 
cheek;  and  turning,  gave  her  hand  to  Walter 
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with  a  simple  truth  and  earnestness  that  was  her 
own,  and  no  one  else's  in  the  world  ! 

"  Going  away,  Walter  !  "  said  Florence. 

"  Yes,  Miss  Dombey,"  he  replied,  but  not  so 
hopefully  as  he  endeavoured  ;  "  I  have  a  voyage 
before  me." 

'■  And  your  uncle,"  said  Florence,  looking 
back  at  Solomon.  "  He  is  sorry  you  are  going, 
I  am  sure.  Ah  !  I  see  he  is  !  Dear  Walter,  I 
am  very  sorry  too." 

"  Goodness  knows,"  exclaimed  Miss  Nipper, 
"  there's  a  many  we  could  spare  instead,  if  num- 
bers is  a  object,  Mrs.  Pipchin  as  a  overseer 
would  come  cheap  at  her  weight  in  gold,  and  if 
a  knowledge  of  black  slavery  should  be  required, 
them  Blimbers  is  the  very  people  for  the  siti- 
wation." 

With  that  Miss  Nipper  untied  her  bonnet 
strings,  and,  after  looking  vacantly  for  some 
moments  into  a  little  black  teapot  that  was  set 
forth  with  the  usual  homely  service  on  the  table, 
shook  her  head  and  a  tin  canister,  and  began 
unasked  to  make  the  tea. 

In  the  meantime  Florence  had  turned  again 
to  the  instrument-maker,  who  was  as  full  of  ad- 
miration as  surprise.  "So  grown!"  said  old 
Sol.  "  So  improved  !  And  yet  not  altered  ! 
Just  the  same  !" 

"  Indeed  !  "  said  Florence. 

"Ye-T-yes,"  returned  old  Sol,  rubbing  his 
hands  slowly,  and  considering  the  matter  half 
aloud,  as  something  pensive  in  the  bright  eyes 
looking  at  him  arrested  his  attention.  "  Yes, 
that  expression  was  in  the  younger  face  too  ! " 

"  You  remember  me,"  said  Florence  with  a 
smile,  "  and  what  a  little  creature  I  was  then  ?  " 

"  My  dear  young  lady,"  returned  the  instru- 
ment-maker, "  how  could  I  forget  you,  often  as 
I  have  thought  of  you  and  heard  of  you  since  ? 
.At  the  very  moment,  indeed,  when  you  came  in, 
\Vally  was  talking  about  you  to  me,  and  leaving 
messages  for  you,  and " 

"Was  he?"  said  Florence.  "Thank  you, 
Walter  !  Oh,  thank  you,  Walter  !  I  was  afraid 
you  might  be  going  away,  and  hardly  thinking 
of  me  ;"  and  again  she  gave  him  her  little  hand 
so  freely  and  so  faithfully,  that  Walter  held  it  for 
some  moments  in  his  own,  and  could  not  bear 
to  let  it  go. 

Yet  Walter  did  not  hold  it  as  he  might  have 
held  it  once,  nor  did  its  touch  awaken  those  old 
day-dreams  of  his  boyhood  that  had  floated  past 
him  sometimes  even  lately,  and  confused  him 
with  their  indistinct  and  broken  shapes.  The 
purity  and  innocence  of  her  endearing  manner, 
and  its  perfect  trustfulness,  and  the  undisguised 
regard  for  him  that  lay  so  deeply  seated  in  her 


constant  eyes,  and  glowed  upon  her  fair  face 
through  the  smile  that  shaded — for,  alas  !  it  was 
a  smile  too  sad  to  brighten — it,  were  not  of  their 
romantic  race.  They  brought  back  to  his 
thoughts  the  early  death-bed  he  had  seen  her 
tending,  and  the  love  the  child  had  borne  her ; 
and  on  the  wings  of  such  remembrances  she 
seemed  to  rise  up,  fiir  above  his  idle  fancies,  into 
clearer  and  serener  air. 

"  I — I  am  afraid  I  must  call  you  Walter's 
uncle,  sir,"  said  Florence  to  the  old  man,  "  if 
you'll  let  me." 

"  My  dear  young  lady  !  "  cried  old  Sol.  "  Let 
you  !     Good  gracious  !" 

"  We  always  knew  you  by  that  name,  and 
talked  of  you,"  said  Florence,  glancing  round, 
and  sighing  gently.  "  The  nice  old  parlour  ! 
Just  the  same  !     How  well  I  recollect  it  !  " 

Old  Sol  looked  first  at  her,  then  at  his  nephew, 
and  then  rubbed  his  hands,  and  rubbed  his  spec- 
tacles, and  said  below  his  breath,  "  Ah  !  time, 
time,  time  !" 

There  was  a  short  silence  ;  during  which  Susan 
Nipper  skilfully  impounded  two  extra  cups  and 
saucers  from  the  cupboard,  and  awaited  the 
drawing  of  the  tea  with  a  thoughtful  air. 

"  I  want  to  tell  Walter's  uncle,"  said  Florence, 
laying  her  hand  timidly  upon  the  old  man's,  as 
it  rested  on  the  table,  to  bespeak  his  attention, 
"  something  that  I  am  anxious  about.  He  is 
going  to  be  left  alone,  and  if  he  will  allow  me — 
not  to  take  Walter's  place,  for  that  I  couldn't  do, 
but  to  be  his  true  friend,  and  help  him,  if  I  ever 
can,  while  AValter  is  away,  I  shall  be  very  much 
obliged  to  him  indeed.  AVill  you?  May  I, 
Walter's  uncle  ?  " 

The  instrument-maker,  without  speaking,  put 
her  hand  to  his  lips,  and  Susan  Nipper,  leaning 
back  with  her  arms  crossed  in  the  chair  of 
presidency  into  which  she  had  voted  herself,  bit 
one  end  of  her  bonnet  strings,  and  heaved  a 
gentle  sigh  as  she  looked  up  at  the  sky-light. 

"  You  will  let  me  come  to  see  you,"  said  Flo- 
rence, "  when  I  can,  and  you  will  tell  me  every- 
tiiing  about  yourself  and  Walter  ;  and  you  will 
have  no  secrets  from  Susan  when  she  comes  and 
I  do  not,  but  will  confide  in  us,  and  trust  us,  and 
rely  upon  us.  And  you'll  try  to  let  us  be  a 
comfort  to  you?     Will  you,  Walter's  uncle?" 

The  sweet  face  looking  into  his,  the  gently- 
pleading  eyes,  the  soft  voice,  and  the  light  touch 
on  his  arm,  made  the  more  winning  by  a  child's 
respect  and  honour  for  his  age,  that  gave  to  all 
an  air  of  graceful  doubt  and  modest  hesitation — 
these,  and  her  natural  earnestness,  so  overcame 
the  poor  old  instrument-maker,  that  he  only 
answered  : 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


"  Wally,  say  a  word  for  me,  my  dear.     I'm  !   must  learn   to  talk  together  without  you,  dear 

very  grateful."  !   AValter." 

"  No,  Walter,"  returned    Florence   with  her  ]       The  regretful  tone   in  which   she  said  these 

quiet    smile.      '"  Say  nothing   for    him,    if  you  latter  words  touched  Walter  more  than  all  the 

please.     I  understand  him  very  well,  and   we  rest. 


"TOOK    r.NCLE    SOL',-.    ^..N  L  1  1 -Ll^LDria.D    LAITLLS,  IJ-NE    IN    tACH    HAND;    KISsLD    HIM    U.N     lllE    CHEEK,"  ETC. 


"  Miss  Florence,"  he  replied,  wdth  an  effort  to 
recover  the  cheerful  manner  he  had  preserved 
while  talking  with  his  uncle,  "  I  know  no  more 
than  my  uncle  what  to  say  in  acknowledgment 
of  such  kindness,  I  am  sure.  But  what  could  I 
say,  after  all,  if  I  had  tlie  power  of  talking  for  an 
hour,  except  that  it  is  like  you?'' 


Susan  Nipper  began  upon  a  new  part  of  her 
bonnet  string,  and  nodded  at  the  sky-light,  in 
approval  of  the  sentiment  expressed. 

"  Oh  !  but,  AValter,"  said  Florence,  "  there  is 
something  that  I  wish  to  say  to  you  before  you 
go  away,  and  you  must  call  me  Florence,  if  you 
please,  and  not  speak  like  a  stranger." 


"REMEMBER  WALTER." 


"  Like  a  btranger  !  "  returned  Walter.  "  No  ; 
I  couldn't  speak  so.  I  am  sure,  at  least,  I 
couldn't  feel  like  one." 

"  Ay,  but  that  is  not  enough,  and  is  not  what 
I  mean.  For  Walter,"  added  Florence,  bursting 
into  tears,  "  he  liked  you  very  much,  and  said 
before  he  died  that  he  was  fond  of  you,  and  said 
'  Remember  Walter  ! '  and  if  you'll  be  a  brother 
to  me,  Walter,  now  that  he  is  gone  and  I  have 
none  on  earth,  I'll  be  your  sister  all  my  life,  and 
think  of  you  like  one,  wherever  we  may  be  ! 
This  is  what  I  wished  to  say,  dear  Walter,  but  I 
cannot  say  it  as  1  would,  because  my  heart  is 
full." 

And,  in  its  fulness  and  its  sweet  simplicity, 
she  held  out  both  her  hands  to  him.  Walter, 
taking  them,  stooped  down  and  touched  the 
tearful  face  that  neither  shrunk  nor  turned  away, 
nor  reddened  as  he  did  so,  but  looked  up  at 
him  with  confidence  and  truth.  In  that  one 
moment  every  shadow  of  doubt  or  agitation 
jjassed  away  from  Walter's  soul.  It  seemed  to 
him  that  he  responded  to  her  innocent  appeal, 
beside  the  dead  child's  bed  :  and,  in  the  solemn 
presence  he  had  seen  there,  pledged  himself  to 
cherish  and  protect  her  very  image,  in  his  banish- 
ment, with  brotherly  regard ;  to  garner  up  her 
simple  faith  inviolate;  and  hold  himself  de- 
graded if  he  breathed  upon  it  any  thought  that 
was  not  in  her  own  breast  when  she  gave  it  to 
him. 

Susan  Nipper,  who  had  bitten  both  her  bonnet 
strings  at  once,  and  imparted  a  great  deal  of 
private  emotion  to  the  sky-light,  during  this 
transaction,  now  changed  the  subject  by  inquir- 
ing who  took  milk  and  who  took  sugar;  and, 
lieing  enlightened  on  these  points,  poured  out 
the  tea.  They  all  four  gathered  socially  about 
the  little  table,  and  took  tea  under  that  young 
lady's  active  superintendence  ;  and  the  presence 
of  Florence  in  the  back-parlour  brightened  the 
Tartar  frigate  on  the  wall. 

Half  an  hour  ago,  Walter,  for  his  life,  would 
have  hardly  called  her  by  her  name.  But  he 
could  do  so  now  when  she  entreated  him.  He 
could  think  of  her  being  there,  without  a  lurking 
misgiving  that  it  would  have  been  better  if  she 
had  not  come.  He  could  calmly  think  how 
beautiful  she  was,  how  full  of  promise,  what  a 
liome  some  happy  man  would  find  in  such  a 
heart  one  day.  He  could  reflect  upon  his  own 
]jlace  in  that  heart  with  pride  ;  and,  with  a  brave 
determination,  if  not  to  deserve  it — he  still 
thought  that  far  above  him — never  to  deserve  it 
less. 

Some  fairy  influence  must  surely  have  hovered 
round    the    hands  of  Susan    Nijjper  when   she 


made  the  tea,  engendering  the  tranquil  air  that 
reigned  in  the  back-parlour  during  its  discus- 
sion. Some  counter-influence  must  surely  have 
hovered  round  the  hands  of  Uncle  Sol's  chro- 
nometer, and  moved  them  faster  than  the  Tartar 
frigate  ever  went  before  the  wind.  Be  this  as  it 
may,  the  visitors  had  a  coach  in  waiting  at  a 
quiet  corner  not  far  off ;  and  the  chronometer, 
on  being  incidentally  referred  to,  gave  such  a 
positive  opinion  that  it  had  been  waiting  a  long 
time,  that  it  was  impossible  to  doubt  the  fact, 
especially  when  stated  on  such  unimpeachable 
authority.  If  Uncle  Sol  had  been  going  to  be 
hanged  by  his  own  time,  he  never  would  have 
allowed  that  the  chronometer  was  too  fast  by 
the  least  fraction  of  a  second. 

Florence,  at  parting,  recapitulated  to  the  old 
man  all  that  she  had  said  before,  and  bound  him 
to  their  compact.  Uncle  Sol  attended  her  lov- 
ingly to  the  legs  of  the  Wooden  Midshipman, 
and  there  resigned  her  to  Walter,  who  was  ready 
to  escort  her  and  Susan  Nipper  to  the  coach. 

"  Walter,"  said  Florence  by  the  way,  "  I  have 
been  afraid  to  ask  before  your  uncle.  Do  you 
think  you  will  be  absent  very  long?" 

"  Indeed,"  said  Walter,  "  I  don't  know.  I 
fear  so.  Mr.  Dombey  signified  as  much,  1 
thought,  when  he  appointed  me." 

"Is  it  a  favour,  Walter ?  '  inquired  Florence 
after  a  moment's  hesitation,  and  looking  anx- 
iously in  his  face. 

"The  appointment?"  returned  Walter. 

"  Yes." 

Walter  would  have  given  anything  to  have 
answered  in  the  affirmative,  but  his  face  an- 
swered before  his  lips  could,  and  Florence  was 
too  attentive  to  it  not  to  understand  its  reply. 

"  I  am  afraid  you  have  scarcely  been  a  fa- 
vourite with  papa,"  she  said  timidly. 

"  There  is  no  reason,"  replied  Walter,  smiling, 
"  why  I  should  be." 

"  No  reason,  Walter  !  " 

"There  was  no  reason,"  said  Walter,  under- 
standing what  she  meant.  "  There  are  many 
people  employed  in  the  House.  Between  Mr. 
Dombey  and  a  young  man  like  me  there's  a 
wide  space  of  separation.  If  I  do  my  duty,  I 
do  what  I  ought,  and  do  no  more  than  all  the 
rest." 

Had  Florence  any  misgiving  of  which  she  was 
hardly  conscious  :  any  misgiving  that  had  sprung 
into  an  indistinct  and  untlefined  existence  since 
that  recent  night  when  she  had  gone  down  to 
her  father's  room  :  that  Walter's  accidental  in- 
terest in  her,  and  early  knowledge  of  her,  might 
have  involved  him  in  that  powerful  displeasure 
and  dislike?     Had  Walter  any  such  idea,  or  any 
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sudden  thought  that  it  was  in  her  mind  at  that 
moment  ?  Neither  of  them  hinted  at  it.  Neither 
of  them  spoke  at  all  for  some  short  time.  Susan, 
walking  on  the  other  side  of  Walter,  eyed  them 
both  sharply ;  and  certainly  Miss  Nipper's 
thoughts  travelled  in  that  direction,  and  very 
confidently  too. 

"  You  may  come  back  very  soon,"  said  Flo- 
rence, "  perhaps,  Walter." 

"  I  may  come  back,"  said  Walter,  "  an  old 
man,  and  find  you  an  old  lady.  But  I  hope  for 
better  things." 

"  Papa,"  said  Florence  after  a  moment,  "  will 
— will  recover  from  his  grief,  and — speak  more 
freely  to  me  one  day,  perhaps  ;  and  if  he  should, 
I  will  tell  him  how  much  I  wish  to  see  you  back 
again,  and  ask  him  to  recall  you  for  my  sake." 

There  was  a  touching  modulation  in  these 
words  about  her  father  that  Walter  understood 
too  well. 

The  coach  being  close  at  hand,  he  would 
have  left  her  without  speaking,  for  now  he  felt 
what  parting  was ;  but  Florence  held  his  hand 
when  she  was  seated,  and  then  he  found  there 
was  a  little  packet  in  her  own. 

"  Walter,"  she  said,  looking  full  upon  him 
with  her  affectionate  eyes,  "  like  you,  I  hope  for 
better  things.  I  will  pray  for  them,  and  believe 
that  they  will  arrive.  I  made  this  little  gift  for 
Paul.  Pray  take  it,  with  my  love,  and  do  not 
look  at  it  until  you  are  gone  away.  And  now, 
God  bless  you,  Walter  !  Never  forget  me.  You 
are  my  brother,  dear  !  " 

He  was  glad  that  Susan  Nipper  came  between 
them,  or  he  might  have  left  her  with  a  sorrowful 
remembrance  of  him.  He  was  glad,  too,  that 
she  did  not  look  out  of  the  coach  again,  but 
waved  the  little  hand  to  him  instead,  as  long  as 
he  could  see  it. 

In  spite  of  her  request,  he  could  not  help 
opening  the  packet  that  night  when  he  went  to 
bed.  It  was  a  little  purse  :  and  there  was  money 
in  it. 

Bright  rose  the  sun  next  morning,  from  his 
absence  in  strange  countries,  and  up  rose  Walter 
with  it  to  receive  the  captain,  who  was  already 
at  the  door :  having  turned  out  earlier  than  was 
necessary,  in  order  to  get  under  way  while  Mrs. 
MacStinger  was  yet  slumbering.  The  captain 
pretended  to  be  in  tiptop  spirits,  and  brought  a 
very  smoky  tongue  in  one  of  the  pockets  of  the 
broad  blue  coat  for  breakfast. 

"And,  Wal'r,"  said  the  captain  when  they 
took  their  seats  at  table,  "  if  your  uncle's  the 
man  I  think  him,  he'll  bring  out  the  last  bottle 
of  the  madeira  on  the  present  occasion." 

"  No,  no,  Ned,"  returned  the  old  man.    "  No  ! 


That  shall  be  opened  when  Walter  comes  home 
again." 

"  Well  said  !  "  cried  the  captain.  "  Hear 
him ! " 

"  There  it  lies,"  said  Sol  Gills,  '•'  down  in  the 
httle  cellar,  covered  with  dirt  and  cobwebs. 
There  may  be  dirt  and  cobwebs  over  you  and 
me,  perhaps,  Ned,  before  it  sees  the  light." 

"  Hear  him  !  "  cried  the  captain.  "  Good 
morality  1  Wal'r,  my  lad.  Train  up  a  fig-tree 
in  the  way  it  should  go,  and  when  you  are  old 

sit  under  the  shade  on  it.     Overhaul  the 

Well,"  said  the  captain  on  second  thoughts,  '■  I 
an't  quite  certain  where  that's  to  be  found  ;  but 
when  found,  make  a  note  of.  Sol  Gills,  heave 
ahead  again ! " 

"  But  there,  or  somewhere  it  shall  lie,  Ned, 
until  Wally  comes  back  to  claim  it,"  said  the 
old  man.     "  That's  all  I  meant  to  say." 

"  And  well  said  too,"  returned  the  captain  ; 
"  and  if  we  three  don't  crack  that  botde  in 
company,  I'll  give  you  two  leave  to  drink  my 
allowance  ! " 

Notwithstanding  the  captain's  excessive  jovi- 
ality, he  made  but  a  poor  hand  at  the  smoky 
tongue,  though  he  tried  very  hard,  when  any- 
body looked  at  him,  to  appear  as  if  he  were 
eating  with  a  vast  appetite.  He  was  terribly 
afraid,  likewise,  of  being  left  alone  -with  either 
uncle  or  nephew ;  appearing  to  consider  that 
his  only  chance  of  safety,  as  to  keeping  up  ap- 
pearances, was  in  there  being  always  three 
together.  This  terror  on  the  part  of  the  captain 
reduced  him  to  such  ingenious  evasions  as 
running  to  the  door  when  Solomon  went  to  put 
his  coat  on,  under  pretence  of  having  seen  an 
extraordinary  hackney  coach  pass  :  and  darting 
out  into  the  road  when  Walter  went  up-stairs  to 
take  leave  of  the  lodgers,  on  a  feint  of  smelling 
fire  in  a  neighbouring  chimney.  These  artifices 
Captain  Cuttle  deemed  inscrutable  by  any  unin- 
spired observer. 

Walter  was  coming  down  from  his  parting 
expedition  up-stairs,  and  was  crossing  the  shop 
to  go  back  to  the  little  parlour,  when  he  saw  a 
faded  face  he  knew,  looking  in  at  the  door,  and 
darted  towards  it. 

"Mr.  Carker!"  cried  Walter,  pressing  the 
hand  of  John  Carker  the  junior.  "  Pray  come 
in  !  This  is  kind  of  you,  to  be  here  so  early  to 
say  good-bye  to  me.  You  knew  how  glad  it 
would  make  me  to  shake  hands  with  you  once 
before  going  away.  I  cannot  say  how  glad  I  am 
to  have  this  opportunity.     Pray  come  in." 

"  It  is  not  likely  that  we  may  ever  meet  again, 
Walter,"  returned  the  other,  gently  resisting  his 
invitation,  "  and  I  am  glad  of  this  opportunity 
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too.  I  may  venture  to  speak  to  you,  and  to 
take  you  by  the  hand,  on  the  eve  of  separation. 
I  shall  not  have  to  resist  your  frank  approaches, 
Walter,  any  more." 

There  was  a  melancholy  in  his  smile,  as  he 
said  it,  that  showed  he  had  found  some  company 
and  friendship  for  his  thoughts  even  in  that. 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Carker  !"  returned  Walter.  "  Why 
did  you  resist  them  ?  You  could  have  done  me 
nothing  but  good,  I  am  very  sure." 

He  shook  his  head.  "  If  there  were  any 
good,''  he  said,  "  I  could  do  on  this  earth,  I 
would  do  it,  Walter,  for  you.  The  sight  of  you 
from  day  to  day  has  been  at  once  happiness  and 
remorse  to  me.  But  the  pleasure  has  out- 
weighed the  pain.  I  know  that,  now,  by  know- 
ing what  I  lose." 

"  Come  in,  Mr.  Carker,  and  make  acquaint- 
ance with  my  good  old  uncle,"  urged  Walter. 
"  I  have  often  talked  to  him  about  you,  and  he 
will  be  glad  to  tell  you  all  he  hears  from  me.  I 
have  not,"  said  Walter,  noticing  his  hesitation, 
and  speaking  with  embarrassment  himself,  "  I 
have  not  told  him  anything  about  our  last  conver- 
sation, Mr.  Carker ;  not  even  him,  believe  me." 

The  grey  junior  pressed  his  hand,  and  tear? 
rose  in  his  eyes. 

"  If  I  ever  make  acquaintance  with  him, 
Walter,"  he  returned,  "  it  will  be  that  I  may 
hear  tidings  of  you.  Rely  on  my  not  wronging 
your  forbearance  and  consideration.  It  would 
be  to  wrong  it,  not  to  tell  him  all  the  truth 
before  I  sought  a  word  of  confidence  from  him. 
But  I  have  no  friend  or  acquaintance  except 
you  :  and  even  for  your  sake  am  little  likely  to 
make  any." 

■■  I  wish,"  said  Walter,  "  you  had  suffered  me 
to  be  your  friend  indeed.  I  always  wished  it, 
Mr.  Carker,  as  you  know ;  but  never  half  so 
much  as  now,  when  we  are  going  to  part." 

"It  is  enough,"  replied  the  other,  "  that  you 
have  been  the  friend  of  my  own  breast,  and  that 
when  I  have  avoided  you  most,  my  heart  in- 
clined the  most  towards  you,  and  was  fullest  of 
you.     Walter,  good-bye  I" 

'•  Good-bye,  Mr.  Carker.  Heaven  be  with 
you,  sir!"  cried  Walter  with  emotion. 

"  If,"  said  the  other,  retaining  his  hand  while 
he  spoke ;  "  if,  when  you  come  back,  you  miss 
me  from  my  old  corner,  and  should  hear  from 
any  one  where  I  am  lying,  come  and  look  upon 
my  grave.  Think  that  I  might  have  been  as 
lionest  and  as  happy  as  you  !  And  let  mc  think, 
when  I  know  my  time  is  coming  on,  that  some 
one  like  my  former  self  may  stand  there,  for  a 
moment,  and  remember  me  with  pity  and  for- 
giveness !     Walter,  good-bye  1" 


His  figure  crept  like  a  shadow  down  the 
bright,  sun-lighted  street,  so  cheerful,  yet  so 
solemn,  in  the  early  summer  morning ;  and 
slowly  passed  away. 

The  relentless  chronometer  at  last  announced 
that  Walter  must  turn  his  back  upon  the  Wooden 
Midshipman  :  and  away  they  went,  himself,  his 
uncle,  and  the  captain,  in  a  hackney  coach,  to  a 
wharf,  where  they  were  to  take  steamboat  for 
some  reach  down  the  river,  the  name  of  which, 
as  the  captain  gave  it  out,  was  a  hopeless  mys- 
tery to  the  ears  of  landsmen.  Arrived  at  this 
Reach  (whither  the  ship  had  repaired  by  last 
night's  tide),  they  were  boarded  by  various 
excited  watermen,  and  among  others  by  a  dirty 
Cyclops  of  the  captain's  acquaintance,  who,  with 
his  one  eye,  had  made  the  captain  out  some 
mile  and  a  half  off,  and  had  been  exchanging 
unintelligible  roars  with  him  ever  since.  Be- 
coming the  lawful  prize  of  this  personage,  who 
was  frightfully  hoarse  and  constitutionally  in  want 
of  shaving,  they  were  all  three  put  aboard  the 
Son  and  Heir.  And  the  Son  and  Heir  was  in  a 
pretty  state  of  confusion,  with  sails  lying  all  be- 
draggled on  the  wet  decks,  loose  ropes  tripping 
people  up,  men  in  red  shirts  running  barefoot  to 
and  fro,  casks  blockading  every  foot  of  space, 
and,  in  the  thickest  of  the  fray,  a  black  cook  in 
a  black  caboose  up  to  his  eyes  in  vegetables 
and  blinded  with  smoke. 

The  captain  immediately  drew  Walter  into  a 
corner,  and  with  a  great  effort,  that  made  his 
face  very  red,  pulled  up  the  silver  watch,  which 
was  so  big,  and  so  tight  in  his  pocket,  that  it 
came  out  like  a  bung. 

"  Wal'r,"  said  the  captain,  handing  it  over, 
and  shaking  him  heartily  by  the  hand,  "  a  ])ari- 
ing  gift,  my  lad.  Put  it  back  half  an  hour  every 
morning,  and  about  another  quarter  towards  the 
arternoon,  and  it's  a  watch  that'll  do  you  credit." 

"  Captain  Cuttle  !  I  couldn't  think  of  it  I " 
cried  Walter,  detaining  him,  for  he  was  running 
away.    "  Pray  take  it  back.    I  have  one  already.' 

"  Then,  Wal'r,"  .said  the  captain,  suddenly 
diving  into  one  of  his  pockets,  and  bringing  uii 
the  two  tea-spoons  and  the  sugar-tongs,  witlt 
which  he  had  armed  himself  to  meet  such  an 
objection,  "  take  this  here  trifle  of  plate  instead." 

'■  No,  no,  I  couldn't  indeed  ! "  cried  Walter. 
"  A  thousand  thanks  !  Don't  throw  them  away, 
Captain  Cuttle  !  "  for  the  captain  was  about  to 
jerk  them  overboard.  "  They'll  be  of  much 
more  use  to  you  than  me.  Give  me  your  stick. 
I  have  often  thought  that  I  should  like  to  ha\e 
it.  There !  Good-bye,  Captain  Cuttle  !  Take 
care  of  my  uncle  !     Uncle  Sol,  God  bless  you  !" 

They  were    over  the  side  in  the  confusion. 
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before  Walter  caught  another  glimpse  of  either  ; 
and  when  he  ran  up  to  the  stern,  and  looked 
after  them,  he  saw  his  uncle  hanging  down  his 
head  in  the  boat,  and  Captain  Cuttle  rapping 
him  on  the  back  with  the  great  silver  watch  (it 
must  have  been  very  painful),  and  gesticulating 
hopefully  with  the  tea-spoons  and  sugar-tongs. 
Catching  sight  of  Walter,  Captain  Cuttle  dropped 
the  property  into  the  bottom  of  the  boat  with 
perfect  unconcern,  being  evidently  oblivious  of 
its  existence,  and  pulling  off  the  glazed  hat, 
hailed  him  lustily.  The  glazed  hat  made  quite 
a  show  in  the  sun  with  its  glistening,  and  the 
captain  continued  to  wave  it  until  he  could  be 
seen  no  longer.  Then  the  confusion  on  board, 
which  had  been  rapidly  increasing,  reached  its 
height ;  two  or  three  other  boats  went  away  with 
a  cheer ;  the  sails  shone  bright  and  full  above, 
as  Walter  watched  them  spread  their  surface  to 
the  favourable  breeze  ;  the  water  flew  in  sparkles 
from  the  prow ;  and  off  upon  her  voyage  went 
the  Son  and  Heir,  as  hopefully  and  trippingly  as 
many  another  sou  and  heir,  gone  down,  had 
started  on  his  way  before  her. 

Day  after  day,  old  Sol  and  Captain  Cuttle 
kept  her  reckoning  in  the  little  back-parlour,  and 
worked  out  her  course  with  the  chart  spread 
before  them  on  the  round  table.  At  night,  when 
old  Sol  climbed  up-stairs,  so  lonely,  to  the  attic 
where  it  sometimes  blew  great  guns,  he  looked 
up  at  the  stars  and  listened  to  the  wind,  and 
kept  a  longer  watch  than  would  have  fallen  to 
his  lot  on  board  the  ship.  The  last  bottle  of 
the  old  madeira,  which  had  had  its  cruising 
days,  and  known  its  dangers  of  the  deep,  lay 
silently  beneath  its  dust  and  cobwebs,  in  the 
meanwhile,  undisturbed. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

JIR.   DOMBEV   GOES   UfON   A  JOURNEY. 

(fJ(m'M^^-  DOMBEY,  sir,"  said  Major  Bag- 

"^P=-^/tI     stock,  "  Joey  B.  is  not  in  general  a 

i>^,''|     man   of    sentiment,    for   Joseph    is 

-  <^v^   tough.     But  Joe  has  his  feelings,  sir, 

'-'^._  ^'-M  and  when   they  are  awakened 

•.;j^.  t'  Damme,  Mr.  Dombey,"  cried  the  major 
P>Sj'  '^^■''1^  sudden  ferocity,  "  this  is  weakness, 
^&i^    and  I  won't  submit  to  it  ! " 

Major  Bagstock  delivered  himself  of  these 
expressions  on  receiving  Mr.  Dombey  as  his 
guest  at  the  head  of  his  own  staircase  in  Prin- 
cess's Place.     Mr.  Dombey  had  come  to  break- 


fast with  the  major,  previous  to  their  setting 
forth  on  their  trip  ;  and  the  ill-starred  native  had 
already  undergone  a  world  of  misery  arising  out 
of  the  muilins,  while,  in  connection  with  the 
general  question  of  boiled  eggs,  life  was  a  bur- 
den to  him. 

"  It  is  not  for  an  old  soldier  of  the  Bagstock 
breed,"  observed  the  major,  relapsing  into  a  mild 
state,  "  to  deliver  himself  up,  a  prey  to  his  own 
emotions  ;  but — damme,  sir,"  cried  the  major  in 
another  spasm  of  ferocity,  "  I  condole  with  you  !  " 

The  major's  purple  visage  deepened  in  its  hue, 
and  the  major's  lobster  eyes  stood  out  in  bolder 
relief,  as  he  shook  Mr.  Dombey  by  the  hand, 
imparting  to  that  peaceful  action  as  defiant  a 
character  as  if  it  had  been  the  prelude  to  his 
immediately  boxing  Mr.  Dombey  for  a  thousand 
pounds  a  side  and  the  championship  of  England. 
With  a  rotatory  motion  of  his  head,  and  a  wheeze 
very  like  the  cough  of  a  horse,  the  major  then 
conducted  his  visitor  to  the  sitting-room,  and 
there  welcomed  him  (having  now  composed  his 
feelings)  with  the  freedom  and  frankness  of  a 
travelling  companion. 

"  Dombey,"  said  the  major,  "  I'm  glad  to 
see  you.  I'm  proud  to  see  you.  There  are  not 
many  men  in  Europe  to  whom  J.  Bagstock  would 
say  that — for  Josh  is  blunt,  sir  :  it's  his  nature — 
but  Joey  B.  is  proud  to  see  you,  Dombey." 

"  Major,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey,  "  you  are 
very  obliging." 

"  No,  sir,"  said  the  major.  "  Devil  a  bit  I 
That's  not  my  character.  If  that  had  been  Joe's 
character,  Joe  might  have  been,  by  this  time, 
Lieutenant-General  Sir  Joseph  Bagstock,  K.C.B., 
and  might  have  received  you  in  very  difterent 
quarters.  You  don't  know  old  Joe  yet,  I  find. 
But  this  occasion,  being  special,  is  a  source  of 
pride  to  me.  By  the  Lord,  sir,"  said  the  major 
resolutely,  "  it's  an  honour  to  me  ! " 

Mr.  Dombey,  in  his  estimation  of  himself  and 
his  money,  felt' that  this  was  very  true,  and  there- 
fore did  not  dispute  the  point.  But  the  in- 
stinctive recognition  of  such  a  truth  by  the  major, 
and  his  plain  avowal  of  it,  were  very  agreeable. 
It  was  a  confirmation  to  Mr.  Dombey,  if  he  had 
required  any,  of  his  not  being  mistaken  in  the 
major.  It  was  an  assurance  to  him  that  his 
power  extended  beyond  his  own  immediate 
sphere ;  and  that  the  major,  as  an  officer  and  a 
gentleman,  had  a  no  less  becoming  sense  of  it 
than  the  beadle  of  the  Royal  Exchange. 

And  if  it  were  ever  consolatory  to  know  this, 
or  the  like  of  this,  it  was  consolatory  then,  when 
the  impotence  of  his  will,  the  instability  of  his 
hopes,  the  feebleness  of  wealth,  had  been  so 
direfuUy  impressed  upon  him.     What  could  it 
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do  ?  his  boy  liad  asked  him.  Sometimes,  think- 
ing of  the  baby  question,  he  could  hardly  for- 
bear inquiring  himself,  what  could  it  do  indeed  : 
what  had  it  done  ? 

But  these  were  lonely  thoughts,  bred  late  at 
night  in  the  sullen  despondency  and  gloom  of 
his  retirement,  and  pride  easily  found  its  re- 
assurance in  many  testimonies  to  the  truth,  as 
unimpeachable  and  precious  as  the  major's.  Mr. 
Bombay,  in  his  friendlessness,  inclined  to  the 
major.  It  cannot  be  said  that  he  warmed  to- 
wards him,  but  he  thawed  a  little.  The  major 
had  had  some  part — and  not  too  much — in  the 
days  by  the  seaside.  He  was  a  man  of  the 
world,  and  knew  some  great  people.  He  talked 
much,  and  told  stories ;  and  Mr.  Dombey  was 
disposed  to  regard  him  as  a  choice  spirit  who 
shone  in  society,  and  who  had  not  that  poisonous 
ingredient  of  poverty  with  which  choice  spirits 
in  general  are  too  much  adulterated.  His  station 
was  undeniable.  Altogether  the  major  was  a 
creditable  companion,  well  accustomed  to  a  life 
of  leisure,  and  to  such  places  as  that  they  were 
about  to  visit,  and  having  an  air  of  gentlemanly 
ease  about  him  that  mixed  well  enough  with  his 
own  City  character,  and  did  not  compete  with  it 
at  all.  If  Mr.  Dombey  had  any  lingering  idea 
that  the  major,  as  a  man  accustomed,  in  the  way 
of  his  calling,  to  make  light  of  the  ruthless  hand 
that  had  lately  crushed  his  hopes,  might  uncon- 
sciously impart  some  useful  philosophy  to  him, 
and  scare  away  his  weak  regrets,  he  hid  it  from 
himself,  and  left  it  lying  at  the  bottom  of  his 
pride,  unexamined. 

"  \Vhere  is  my  scoundrel  ? "  said  the  major, 
looking  wrathfully  round  the  room. 

The  native,  who  had  no  particular  name,  but 
answered  to  any  vituperative  epithet,  presented 
himself  instantly  at  the  door,  and  ventured  to 
come  no  nearer. 

"  You  villain  ! "  said  the  choleric  major, 
"  where's  the  breakfast  ?  " 

The  dark  servant  disappeared  in  search  of  it, 
and  was  quickly  heard  reascending  the  stairs  in 
such  a  tremulous  state,  that  the  plates  and  dishes 
on  the  tray  he  carried,  trembling  sympathetically 
as  he  came,  rattled  again  all  the  way  up. 

"  Dombey,"  said  the  major,  glancing  at  the 
native  as  he  arranged  the  table,  and  encourag- 
ing him  with  an  avvful  shake  of  his  fist  when  he 
upset  a  spoon,  "  here  is  a  devilled  grill,  a  savoury 
pie,  a  dish  of  kidneys,  and  so  forth.  Pray  sit 
down.  Old  Joe  can  give  you  nothing  but  camp 
fare,  you  see." 

"  Very  excellent  fare,  major,"  replied  his  guest ; 
and  not  in  mere  politeness  either ;  for  the  major 
always  took  the  •  best  possible  care  of  himself, 


and,  indeed,  ate  rather  more  of  rich  meats  than 
was  good  for  him,  insomuch  that  his  Imperial 
complexion  was  mainly  referred  by  the  faculty  to 
that  circumstance. 

"  You  have  been  looking  over  the  way,  sir," 
observed  the  major.  "  Have  you  seen  our 
friend  ?  " 

"  You  mean  Miss  Tox,"  retorted  Mr.  Dom- 
bey.    "  No." 

"  Charming  woman,  sir,"  said  the  major,  with 
a  fat  laugh  rising  in  his  short  throat,  and  nearly 
suffocating  him. 

"  Miss  Tox  is  a  very  good  sort  of  person,  I 
believe,"  replied  Mr.  Dombey. 

The  haughty  coldness  of  the  reply  seemed  to 
afford  Major  Bagstock  infinite  delight.  He 
swelled  and  swelled  exceedingly :  and  even  laid 
down  his  knife  and  fork  for  a  moment,  to  rub 
his  hands. 

"  Old  Joe,  sir,"  said  the  major,  "  was  a  bit  of 
a  favourite  in  that  quarter  once.  But  Joe  has 
had  his  day.  J.  Bagstock  is  extinguished — out- 
rivalled — floored,  sir.  I  tell  you  what,  Dombey." 
The  major  paused  in  his  eating,  and  looked 
mysteriously  indignant.  "  That's  a  de-vilisli 
ambitious  woman,  sir." 

Mr.  Dombey  said  "  Indeed  ! ''  with  frigid  in- 
difference :  mingled,  perhaps,  with  some  con- 
temptuous incredulity  as  to  Miss  Tox  having  the 
j)resumption  to  harbour  such  a  superior  quality. 

"That  woman,  sir,"  said  the  major,  "is,  in 
her  way,  a  Lucifer.  Joey  B.  has  had  his  day, 
sir,  but  he  keeps  his  eyes.  He  sees,  does  Joe. 
His  Royal  Highness  the  late  Duke  of  York  ob- 
served of  Joey,  at  a  levee,  that  he  saw." 

The  major  accompanied  this  with  such  a  look, 
and,  between  eating,  drinking,  hot  tea,  devilled 
grill,  muffins,  and  meaning,  was  altogether  so 
swollen  and  inflamed  about  the  head,  that  even 
Mr.  Dombey  showed  some  anxiety  for  him. 

"  That  ridiculous  old  spectacle,  sir,"  pursued 
the  major,  "aspires.  She  aspires  sky-high,  sir. 
Matrimonially,  Dombey." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  her,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Don't  say  that,  Dombey,"  returned  the  major 
in  a  warning  voice. 

"Why  should  1  not,  major?"  said  Mr.  Dom- 
bey. 

The  major  gave  no  answer  but  the  horse's 
cough,  and  went  on  eating  vigorously. 

"  She  has  taken  an  interest  in  your  house- 
hold," said  the  major,  stopping  short  again, 
"  and  been  a  frequent  visitor  at  your  house  for 
some  time  now." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Mr.  Dombey  with  great  statc- 
liness,  "  Miss  Tox  was  originally  received  there, 
at  the  time  of  Mrs.  Dombey's  death,  as  a  friend 
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of  my  sister's  ;  and  being  a  well-behaved  person, 
and  showing  a  liking  for  tlie  poor  infant,  she  was 
permitted — I  may  say  encouraged— to  repeat  her 
visits,  with  my  sister,  and  gradually  to  occupy  a 
kind  of  footing  of  familiarity  in  the  family.  I 
have,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  in  the  tone  of  a  man 
who  was  making  a  great  and  valuable  conces- 
sion, "  I  have  a  respect  for  Miss  Tox.  She  has 
been  so  obliging  as  to  render  many  little  services 
in  my  house  :  trifling  and  insignificant  services, 
perhaps,  major,  but  not  to  be  disparaged  on  that 
account :  and  I  hope  I  have  had  the  good  for- 
tune to  be  enabled  to  acknowledge  them  by 
such  attention  and  notice  as  it  has  been  in  my 
power  to  bestow.  I  hold  myself  indebted  to 
Miss  Tox,  major,"  added  Mr.  Dombey,  with  a 
slight  wave  of  his  hand,  "  for  the  pleasure  of 
your  acquaintance." 

"Dombey,"  said  the  major  warmly;  "no! 
No,  sir !  Joseph  Bagstock  can  never  permit 
that  assertion  to  pass  uncontradicted.  Your 
knowledge  of  old  Joe,  sir,  such  as  he  is,  and  old 
Joe's  knowledge  of  you,  sir,  had  its  origin  in  a 
noble  fellow,  sir — in  a  great  creature,  sir.  Dom- 
bey !"  said  the  major,  with  a  struggle  which  it 
\\-as  not  very  difficult  to  parade,  his  whole  life 
being  a  struggle  against  all  kinds  of  apoplectic 
symptoms,  '•  we  know  each  other  through  your 
boy." 

Mr.  Dombey  seemed  touched,  as  it  is  not  im- 
probable the  major  designed  he  should  be,  by 
this  allusion.  He  looked  down  and  sighed  :  and 
the  major,  rousnig  himself  fiercely,  again  said, 
in  reference  to  the  state  of  mind  into  which  he 
felt  himself  in  danger  of  falling,  that  this  was 
weakness,  and  nothing  should  induce  him  to  sub- 
mit to  it. 

"  Our  friend  had  a  remote  connection  with 
that  event,"  said  the  major,  "  and  all  the  credit 
that  belongs  to  her  J.  B.  is  willing  to  give  her, 
sir.  Notwithstanding  which,  ma'am,"  he  added, 
raising  his  eyes  from  his  plate,  and  casting  them 
across  Princess's  Place,  to  where  Miss  Tox  was 
at  that  moment  visible  at  her  window  watering 
her  flowers,  "  you're  a  scheming  jade,  ma'am, 
and  your  ambition  is  a  piece  of  monstrous  im- 
pudence. If  it  only  made  yourself  ridiculous, 
ma'am,"  said  the  major,  rolling  his  head  at  the 
unconscious  Miss  Tox,  while  his  starting  eyes 
appeared  to  make  a  leap  towards  her,  "  you 
might  do  that  to  your  heart's  content,  ma'am, 
without  any  objection,  I  assure  you,  on  the  part 
of  Bagstock."  Here  the  major  laughed  fright- 
fully up  in  the  tips  of  his  ears  and  in  the  veins 
of  liis  head.  "  But  when,  ma'am,"  said  the 
major,  "  you  compromise  other  people,  and 
generous,  unsuspicious  people  too,  as  a  repay- 


ment for  their  condescension,  you  stir  the  blood 
of  old  Joe  in  his  body." 

"  Major,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  reddening,  "  I 
hope  you  do  not  hint  at  anything  so  absurd  on 
the  part  of  Miss  Tox  as " 

"  Dombey,"  returned  the  major,  "  I  hint  at 
nothing.  But  Joey  B.  has  lived  in  the  world, 
sir  :  lived  in  the  world  with  his  eyes  open,  sir, 
and  his  ears  cocked  :  and  Joe  tells  you,  Dom- 
bey, that  there's  a  de-vilish  artful  and  ambitious 
\\-oman  over  the  way." 

Mr.  Dombey  involuntarily  glancetl  over  the 
way ;  and  an  angry  glance  he  sent  in  that  direc- 
tion, too. 

'■  That's  all  on  such  a  subject  that  shall  pass 
the  lips  of  Joseph  Bagstock,"  said  the  major 
firmly.  '•  Joe  is  not  a  tale-bearer,  but  there  are 
times  when  he  must  speak,  when  he  iL'ill  speak  ! 
— confound  your  arts,  ma'am,"  cried  the  major, 
again  apostrophizing  his  fair  neighbour,  with 
great  ire — '•  when  the  provocation  is  too  strong 
to  admit  of  his  remaining  silent." 

The  emotion  of  this  outbreak  threw  the  major 
into  a  paro.xysm  of  horse's  coughs,  which  held 
him  for  a  long  time.     On  recovering,  he  added  : 

'■  And  now,  Dombey,  as  you  have  invited  Joe 
— old  Joe,  who  has  no  other  merit,  sir,  but  that 
he  is  tough  and  hearty — to  be  your  guest  and 
guide  at  Leamington,  command  him  in  any  way 
you  please,  and  he  is  wholly  yours.  I  don't 
know,  sir,"  said  the  major,  wagging  his  double 
chin  with  a  jocose  air,  "  what  it  is  you  people  see 
in  Joe  to  make  you  hold  him  in  such  great  re- 
quest, all  of  you  ;  but  this  I  know,  sir,  that  if  he 
wasn't  pretty  tough,  and  obstinate  in  his  refusals, 
you'd  kill  him  among  you,  with  your  invitations 
and  so  forth,  in  double-quick  time." 

Mr.  Dombey,  in  a  few  words,  expressed  his 
sense  of  the  preference  he  received  over  those 
other  distinguished  members  of  society  who  were 
clamouring  for  the  possession  of  Major  Bag- 
stock.  But  the  major  cut  him  short  by  giving 
him  to  understand  that  he  followed  his  own  in- 
clinations, and  that  they  had  risen  up  in  a  body, 
and  said  with  one  accord,  "J.  B.,  Dombey  is  the 
man  for  you  to  choose  as  a  friend." 

The  major  being  by  this  time  in  a  state  of 
repletion,  with  essence  of  savoury  pie  oozing  out 
at  the  corners  of  his  eyes,  and  devilled  grill  and 
kidneys  tightening  his  cravat :  and  the  time, 
moreover,  approaching  for  the  departure  of  the 
railway  train  to  Birmingham,  by  which  they  were 
to  leave  town  :  the  native  got  him  into  his  great- 
coat with  immense  difficulty,  and  buttoned  him 
up  until  his  face  looked  staring  and  gasping, 
over  the  top  of  that  garment,  as  if  he  were  in  a 
barrel.    The  native  then  handed  him  separate!}-. 
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and  with  a  decent  interval  between  each  supply, 
his  wash-leather  gloves,  his  thick  stick,  and  his 
hat;  which  latter  article  the  major  wore  with  a 
rakish  air,  on  one  side  of  his  head,  by  way  of 
toning  down  his  remarkable  visage.     The  native 
had  previously  packed,  in  all  possible  and  im- 
possible parts  of  Mr.  Dombey's  chariot,  which 
was  in  waiting,  an  unusual  quantity  of  carpet 
bags  and  small  portmanteaus,  no  less  apoplectic 
in  appearance  than  the  major  liimself :  and  having 
filled  his  own  pockets  with  Seltzer  water,  East 
India    sherry,    sandwiches,    shawls,    telescopes, 
maps,  and  newspapers,  any  or  all  of  which  light 
baggage  the  major  might  require  at  any  instant 
of  his  journey,  he  announced  that  everything  was 
ready.      To   complete    the    equipment   of  this 
unfortunate  foreigner  (currently  believed  to  be  a 
prince  in  his  own  country),  when  he  took  his 
seat  in  the  rumble  by  the  side  of  Mr.  Towlinson, 
a  pile  of  the  major's  cloaks  and  great-coats  was 
hurled  upon  him  by  the  landlord,  who  aimed  at 
liim  from  the  pavement  with  those  great  missiles 
like  a  Titan,  and  so  covered  him  up,  that  he 
proceeded  in  a  living  tomb  to  the  railroad  station. 
But   before    the   carriage  moved   away,    and 
wliile   the  native   was  in   tlie  act  of  sepulture, 
Miss  Tox,  appearing  at  her  window,  waved  a 
lil)'-white  handkerchief.      Mr.  Dombey  received 
this  parting  sakitation  very  coldly — very  coldly 
even   for    him — and   honouring   her    with    the 
slightest  possible  inclination  of  his  head,  leaned 
back    in  the  carriage  with  a  very  discontented 
look.     His  marked  behaviour  seemed  to  afford 
the  major  (who  was  all  politeness  in  his  recog- 
nition of  Miss  Tox)  unbounded  satisfaction;  and 
he    sat  for  a  long  time  afterwards,  leering  and 
choking,  like  an  over-fed  Mephistophiles. 

During  the  bustle  of  preparation  at  the 
railway,  iMr.  Dombey  and  the  major  walked  up 
and  down  the  platform  side  by  side ;  the  former 
taciturn  and  gloomy,  and  the  latter  entertaining 
him,  or  entertaining  himself,  with  a  variety  of 
anecdotes  and  reminiscences,  in  most  of  which 
Joe  Bagstock  was  the  principal  performer. 
Neither  of  the  two  observed  that,  in  the  course 
of  these  walks,  they  attracted  the  attention  of  a 
working-man  who  was  standing  near  the  engine, 
and  who  touched  his  hat  every  time  they  passed ; 
for  Mr.  Dombey  habitually  looked  over  the  vulgar 
herd,  not  at  them  ;  and  the  major  was  looking, 
at  the  time,  into  the  core  of  one  of  his  stories. 
At  length,  however,  this  man  stepped  before 
them  as  they  turned  round,  and  pulHng  liis  hat 
off,  and  keeping  it  off,  ducked  his  head  to  Mr. 
Dombey. 

"  Beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  the  man,  "  but 
1  hope  you're  a  doin'  pretty  well,  sir." 


He  was  dressed  in  a  canvas  suit  abundantly 
besmeared  with  coal-dust  and  oil,  and  had 
cinders  in  his  whiskers,  and  a  smell  of  half- 
slaked  ashes  all  over  him.  He  was  not  a  bad- 
looking  fellow,  nor  even  w'hat  could  be  fairly  called 
a  dirty-looking  fellow,  in  spite  of  this ;  and,  in 
short,  he  was  Mr.  Toodle  professionally  clothed. 
"  I  shall  have  the  honour  of  stokin'  of  you 
down,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Toodle.  "  Beg  your  pardon, 
sir.  I  hope  you  find  yourself  a-coming  round?  " 
Mr.  Dombey  looked  at  him,  in  return  for  his 
tone  of  interest,  as  if  a  man  like  that  would  make 
his  very  eyesight  dirty. 

'"Scuse  the  liberty,  sir,"  said  Toodle,  see- 
ing he  was  not  clearly  remembered,  "  but  my 
wife    Polly,    as    was    called   Richards    in   your 

family " 

A  change  in  Mr.  Dombey's  face,  which  seemed 
to  express  recollection  of  him,  and  so  it  did,  but 
it  expressed  in  a  much  stronger  degree  an  angry 
sense  of  humiliation,  stopped  Mr.  Toodle  short. 
"  Your  wife  wants  money,  I  suppose,"  said 
Mr.  Dombey,  putting  his  hand  in  his  pocket, 
an-j  speaking  (but  that  he  always  did)  haughtily. 
"No,  thankee,  sir,"  returned  Toodle,  "1 
can't  say  she  does.     /  don't." 

Mr.  Dombey  was  stopped  short  now  in  his 
turn  :  and  awkwardly :  with  his  liand  in  his 
pocket. 

"  No,  sir,"  said  Toodle,  turning  his  oil-skin 
cap  round  and  round  ;  "  we're  a  doin'  pretty  well, 
sir;  we  haven't  no  cause  to  complain  in  the 
worldly  way,  sir.  We've  had  four  more  since 
then,  sir,  but  we  rubs  on." 

Mr.  Dombey  would  have  rubbed  on  to  his 
own  carriage,  though  in  so  doing  he  had  rubbed 
the  stoker  underneath  the  wheels;  but  his 
attention  was  arrested  by  something  in  con- 
nection with  the  cap  still  going  slowly  round 
and  round  in  the  man's  hand. 

"We  lost  one  babby,"  observed  Toodle, 
"  there's  no  denyin'." 

"  Lately,"  added  Mr.  Dombey,  looking  at  the 
cap. 

"  No,  sir,  up'ard  of  three  years  ago,  but  all 
the  rest  is  hearty.  And  in  the  matter  o'  readin', 
sir,"  said  Toodle,  ducking  again,  as  if  to  remind 
Mr.  Dombey  of  what  hatl  passed  between  them 
on  that  subject  long  ago,  "  them  boys  o'  mine, 
they  learned  me,  among  'em,  arter  all.  They've 
made  a  wery  tolerable  scholar  of  me,  sir,  tliem 
bo)-s." 

"  Come,  major  !"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"Beg  your  pardon,    sir,"    resumed    Toodle, 

taking    a  step   before   them,   and   deferentiallv 

stopping   them   again,   still   cap  in    hand :    "  I 

wouldn't  have   troubled  you  with   such  a  pint 
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except  as  a  way  of  gettin'  in  the  name  of 
my  son  Biler — christened  Robin — him  as  you 
was  so  good  as  to  make  a  Charitable  Grinder 
on.' 

"  Well,  man,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  in  his  severest 
manner,  "  what  about  him  ?  " 

"  Why,  sir,"  returned  Toodle,  shaking  his 
head  with  a  face  of  great  anxiety  and  distress, 
"  I'm  forced  to  say,  sir,  that  he's  gone  wrong." 

"He  has  gone  wrong,  has  he?"  said  Mr. 
Dombey,  with  a  hard  kind  of  satisfaction. 

"  He   has    fell   into  bad  company,  you  see. 


j  gentlemen,"  pursued  the  father,  looking  wist- 
i  fully  at  both,  and  evidently  taking  the  major 
I  into  the  conversation  with  the  hope  of  having 
j  his-f sympathy.  "  He  has  got  into  bad  ways. 
\   God  send  he  may  come  to  again,  genelmen,  but 

he's  on  the  wrong  track  now  !    You  could  hardly 

be  off  hearing  of  it  somehow,  sir,"  said  Toodle, 
!   again    addressing    Mr.    Dombey    individually ; 

"  and  it's  better  I  should  out  and  say  my  boy's 
I  gone  rather  wrong.  Polly's  dreadful  down  about 
j   it,  genelmen,"  said  Toodle,  with  the  same  de- 

jected  look,  and  another  appeal  to  the  major. 


'TAKE  ADVICE  FROM   PLAIN   OLD  JOE,    AND   NEVER  EDUCATE   THAT   SORT    OF   PEOPLE,   SIK,"   RETURNED  THE 
MAJOR.      "  D.A.MME,    SIR,    IT  NEVER   DOES  !      IT  ALWAYS   FAILS  !  " 


"  A  son  of  this  man's,  whom  I  caused  to  be 
educated,  major,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  giving  him 
his  arm.     "  The  usual  return  !  " 

"  Take  advice  from  plain  old  Joe,  and  never 
educate  that  sort  of  people,  sir,"  returned  the 
major.  "  Damme,  sir,  it  never  does  !  It  always 
fails  !  " 

The  simple  father  was  beginning  to  submit 
that  he  hoped  his  son,  the  quondam  Grinder, 
hufled  and  cuffed,  and  flogged  and  badged,  and 
taught,  as  parrots  are,  by  a  brute  jobbed  into  his 
place  of  schoolmaster  with  as  much  fitness  for 


it  as  a  hound,  might  not  have  been  educated  on 
quite  a  right  plan  in  some  undiscovered  respect, 
when  Mr.  Dombey,  angrily  repeating,  "The  usual 
return  !"  led  the  major  away.  And  the  major, 
being  heavy  to  hoist  into  Mr.  Dombey's  carriage, 
elevated  in  mid-air,  and  having  to  stop  and 
swear  that  he  would  flay  the  native  alive,  and 
break  every  bone  in  his  skin,  and  visit  other 
physical  torments  upon  him,  every  time  he 
couldn't  get  his  foot  on  the  step,  and  fell  back 
on  that  dark  exile,  had  barely  time  before  they 
started    to  repeat  hoarsely  that  it  would  never 
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do  ■-  that  it  always  failed :  and  that,  it"  he  were 
to  educate  "  his  own  vagabond,''  he  would 
certainly  be  hanged. 

Mr.  Dombey  assented  bitterly ;  but  there  was 
something  more  in  his  bitterness,  and  in  his 
moody  way  of  falling  back  in  the  carriage,  and 
looking  with  knitted  brows  at  the  changing 
objects  without,  than  the  failure  of  that  noble 
educational  system  administered  by  the  Grinders' 
Company.  He  had  seen  upon  the  man's  rough 
cap  a  piece  of  new  crape,  and  he  had  assured 
himself,  from  his  manner  and  his  answers,  that 
he  wore  it  for  his  son. 

So  !  from  high  to  low,  at  home  or  abroad,  from 
Florence  in  his  great  house  to  the  coarse  churl 
who  was  feeding  the  fire  then  smoking  before 
them,  every  one  set  up  some  claim  or  other  to  a 
share  in  his  dead  boy,  and  was  a  bidder  against 
liim  !  Could  he  ever  forget  how  that  woman 
had  wept  over  his  pillow,  and  called  him  her 
own  child  ?  or  how  he,  waking  from  his  sleep, 
jiad  asked  for  her,  and  had  raised  himself  in  his 
bed  and  brightened  when  she  came  in  ? 

To  think  of  this  presumptuous  raker  among 
coals  and  ashes  going  on  before  there,  with 
his  sign  of  mournmg  !  To  think  that  he  dared 
to  enter,  even  by  a  common  show  like  that,  into 
the  trial  and  disappointment  of  a  proud  gende- 
man's  secret  heart  !  To  think  that  this  lost 
child,  who  was  to  have  divided  with  him  his 
riches,  and  his  projects,  and  his  power,  and 
allied  with  whom  he  was  to  have  shut  out  all  the 
world  as  with  a  double  door  of  gold,  should 
bave  let  in  such  a  herd  to  insult  him  with  their 
knowledge  of  his  defeated  hopes,  and  their  boasts 
of  claiming  community  of  feeling  with  himself, 
so  far  removed:  if  not  of  having  crept  into  the 
place  wherein  he  would  have  lorded  it  alone  ! 

He  found  no  pleasure  or  relief  in  the 
journey.  Tortured  by  these  thoughts,  he  carried 
monotony  with  him  through  the  rushing  land- 
scape, and  hurried  headlong,  not  through  a  rich 
and  varied  country,  but  a  wilderness  of  blighted 
plans  and  gnawing  jealousies.  The  very  speed 
at  which  the  train  was  whirled  along  mocked  the 
swift  course  of  the  young  life  that  had  been 
borne  away  so  steadily  and  so  inexorably  to 
its  foredoomed  end.  The  power  that  forced 
itself  upon  its  iron  way — its  own — defiant  of  all 
paths  and  roads,  jjiercing  through  the  heart  of 
every  obstacle,  and  dragging  living  creatures  of 
all  classes,  ages,  and  degrees  behind  it,  was  a 
typeof  the  triumphant  monster.  Death  ! 

-■Vway,  with  a  siiriek,  and  a  roar,  antl  a  rattle, 
from  the  town,  burrowing  among  the  dwellings 
oi  men  and  making  the  streets  hum,  flashing  out 
mto   the  meadows    for  a   moment,   mining  in 
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through  the  damp  earth,  booming  on  in  darkness 
and  heavy  air,  bursting  out  again  into  the  sunny 
day  so  bright  and  wide ;  away,  with  a  shriek, 
and  a  roar,  and  a  rattle,  through  the  fields, 
through  the  woods,  through  the  corn,  through 
the  hay,  through  the  chalk,  through  the  mould, 
through  the  clay,  through  the  rock,  among 
objects  close  at  hand  and  almost  in  the  grasp, 
ever  flying  from  the  traveller,  and  a  deceitful 
distance  ever  moving  slowly  within  him  :  like 
as  in  the  track  of  the  remorseless  monster. 
Death  ! 

Through  the  hollow,  on  the  height,  by  the 
heath,  by  the  orchard,  by  tlie  park,  by  the  garden, 
over  the  canal,  across  the  river,  where  the  sheep 
are  feeding,  where  the  mill  is  going,  where  the 
barge  is  floating,  where  the  dead  are  lying, 
where  the  factory  is  smoking,  where  the  stream 
is  running,  where  the  village  clusters,  where  the 
great  cathedral  rises,  where  the  bleak  moor  lies, 
and  the  wild  breeze  smooths  or  ruffles  it  at  its 
inconstant  will ;  away,  with  a  shriek,  and  a 
roar,  and  a  rattle,  and  no  trace  to  leave  behind 
but  dust  and  vapour  :  like  as  in  the  track  of  the 
remorseless  monster.  Death ! 

Breasting  the  wind  and  light,  the  shower  and 
sunshine,  away,  and  still  away,  it  rolls  and  roars, 
fierce  and  rapid,  smooth  and  certain,  and  great 
works  and  massive  bridges,  crossing  up  above, 
fall  like  a  beam  of  shadow  an  inch  broad  upon 
the  eye,  and  then  are  lost.  Away,  and  still 
away,  onward  and  onward  ever :  glimpses  of 
cottage  homes,  of  houses,  mansions,  rich  estates, 
of  husbandry  and  handicraft,  of  people,  of  old 
roads  and  paths  that  look  deserted,  small,  and 
insignificant  as  they  are  left  behind  ,  and  so 
they  do,  and  what  else  is  there  but  such  glimpses 
in  the  track  of  the  indomitable  monster,  Death  ? 

Away,  with  a  shriek,  and  a  roar,  and  a  rattle, 
plunging  down  into  tlie  earth  again,  and  working 
on  in  such  a  storm  of  energy  and  perseverance, 
that  amidst  the  darkness  and  whirlwind  the 
motion  seems  reversed,  and  to  tend  furiously 
backward,  until  a  ray  of  light  upon  the  wet  wall 
shows  its  surface  flying  past  like  a  fierce  stream. 
Away  once  more  into  the  day,  and  through  the 
day,  with  a  shrill  yell  of  exultation,  roaring, 
rattling,  tearing  on,  spurning  everything  with 
its  dark  breath,  sometimes  pausing  for  a  minute 
where  a  crowd  of  faces  are,  that  in  a  minute 
more  are  not:  sometimes  lapping  water  greedily, 
and  before  the  spout  at  which  it  drinks  has 
ceased  to  drip  upon  the  ground,  shrieking,  ro-Tr- 
ing,  rattling  tlirough  the  purple  distance  ! 

Louder  and  louder  yet,  it  shrieks  and  cries  as 
it  comes  tearing  on  resistless  to  the  goal ;  and 
now  its  way,  still  like  the  way  of  Death,  is  strewn 
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with  ashes  thickly.  Everything  around  is  black- 
ened. There  are  dark  pools  of  water,  muddy 
lanes,  and  miserable  habitations  far  below. 
There  are  jagged  walls  and  falling  houses  close 
at  hand,  and  through  the  battered  roofs  and 
broken  windows  wretched  rooms  are  seen, 
where  want  and  fever  hide  themselves  in  many 
wretched  shapes,  while  smoke  and  crowded 
gables,  and  distorted  chimneys,  and  deformity 
of  brick  and  mortar  penning  up  deformity  of 
mind  and  body,  choke  the  murky  distance.  As 
Mr.  Dombey  looks  out  of  his  carriage  window, 
it  is  never  in  his  thoughts  that  tlie  monster  who 
lias  brought  him  there  has  let  the  light  of  day 
in  on  those  things  :  not  made  or  caused  them. 
It  was  the  journey's  fitting  end,  .and  might  have 
been  the  end  of  everything ;  it  was  so  ruinous 
and  dreary. 

So,  pursuing  the  one  course  of  thought,  he  had 
the  one  relentless  monster  still  before  him.  All 
things  looked  black,  and  cold,  and  deadly  upon 
him,  and  he  on  them.  He  found  a  likeness  to 
his  misfortune  everywhere.  There  was  a  re- 
morseless triumph  going  on  about  him,  and  it 
galled  and  stung  him  in  his  pride  and  jealousy, 
whatever  form  it  took  :  though  most  of  all  when 
it  divided  with  him  the  love  and  memory  of  his 
lost  boy. 

There  was  a  face — he  had  looked  upon  it,  on 
the  previous  night,  and  it  on  him  with  e3-es  that 
read  his  soul,  though  they  were  dim  with  tears, 
and  hidden  soon  behind  two  quivering  hands — 
that  often  had  attended  him  in  fancy — on  this 
ride.  He  had  seen  it,  with  the  expression  of 
last  night,  timidly  pleading  to  him.  It  was  not 
reproachful,  but  there  was  something  of  doubt, 
almost  of  hopeful  incredulity  in  it,  which,  as  he 
once  more  saw  that  flide  away  into  a  desolate  cer- 
tainty of  his  dislike,  was  like  reproach.  It  was  a 
trouble  to  him  to  think  of  this  face  of  Florence. 

Because  he  felt  any  new  compunction  towards 
it?  No.  Because  the  feeling  it  awakened  in 
him — of  which  he  had  had  some  old  foreshadow- 
ing in  older  times — was  full-formed  now,  and 
spoke  out  plainly,  moving  him  too  much,  and 
threatening  to  grow  too  strong  for  his  com- 
posure. Because  the  face  was  abroad,  in  the 
expression  of  defeat  and  persecution  that  seemed 
to  encircle  him  like  the  air.  Because  it  barbed 
the  arrow  of  that  cruel  and  remorseless  enemy 
on  which  his  thoughts  so  ran,  and  put  into  its 
grasp  a  double-handed  sword.  Because  he 
knew  full  well,  in  his  own  breast,  as  he  stood 
there,  tinging  the  scene  of  transition  before  hmi 
with  the  morbid  colours  of  his  own  mind,  and 
making  it  a  ruin  and  a  picture  of  decay,  instead 
of  hopeful  change,  and  promise  of  better  things, 


that  life  had  quite  as  much  to  do  with  his  com- 
plainings as  death.  One  child  was  gone,  and 
one  child  lelt.  Why  was  the  object  of  his  hope 
removed  instead  of  her  .^ 

The  sweet,  calm,  gentle  presence  in  his  fancy 
moved  him  to  no  reflection  but  tliat.  She  had 
been  unwelcome  to  him  from  the  first ;  she  was 
an  aggravation  of  his  bitterness  now.  If  his  son 
had  been  his  only  child,  and  the  same  blow  had 
fallen  on  him,  it  would  have  been  hea\y  to  bear  ; 
but  infinitely  lighter  than  now,  when  it  might 
have  fallen  on  her  (whom  he  could  have  lost,  or 
he  believed  it,  without  a  pang),  and  had  not. 
Her  loving  and  innocent  face,  rising  before  him, 
had  no  softening  or  winning  influence.  He 
rejected  the  angel,  and  took  up  with  the  tor- 
menting spirit  crouching  in  his  bosom.  Her 
patience,  goodness,  youth,  devotion,  love,  were 
as  so  many  atoms  in  tiie  ashes  ujion  which  he 
set  his  heel.  He  saw  her  image  in  the  blight 
and  blackness  all  around  him,  not  irradiating, 
but  deepening  the  gloom.  More  than  once  upon 
this  journey,  and  now  again  as  he  stood  ponder- 
ing at  this  journey's  end,  tracing  figures  in  the 
dust  with  his  stick,  the  thought  came  into  his 
mind,  what  was  there  he  could  interpose  between 
himself  and  it  ? 

The  major,  who  had  been  blowing  and  pant- 
ing all  the  way  down,  like  another  engine,  and 
■\A-hose  e}'e  had  often  wandered  from  his  news- 
paper to  leer  at  the  prospect,  as  if  there  were  a 
great  procession  of  discomfited  Miss  Toxes 
pouring  out  in  the  smoke  of  the  train,  and  flying 
away  over  the  fields  to  hide  themselves  in  any 
place  of  refuge,  aroused  his  friend  by  informing 
him  that  the  post-horses  were  harnessed  and  the 
carriage  ready. 

"  Dombey,"  said  the  major,  rapping  him  on 
the  arm  with  his  cane,  "  don't  be  thoughtful. 
It's  a  bad  habit.  Old  Joe,  sir,  wouldn't  be  as 
tough  as  you  see  him,  if  he  had  ever  encouraged 
it.  You  are  too  great  a  man,  Dombey,  to  be 
thoughtful.  In  your  position,  sir,  you're  far 
above  that  kind  of  thing." 

The  niajor,  even  in  his  friendly  remonstrances, 
thus  consulting  the  dignity  and  honour  of  Mr. 
Dombey,  and  showing  a  li^■ely  sense  of  their 
importance,  Mr.  Dombey  felt  more  than  ever 
disposed  to  defer  to  a  gendeman  possessing  so 
much  good  sense  and  such  a  well-regulated 
mind.  Accordingly,  he  made  an  effort  to  listen 
to  the  majors  stories,  as  they  trotted  along  the 
turnpike  road ;  and  the  major,  finding  both  the 
pace  and  the  road  a  great  deal  better  adapted  to 
his  conversational  powers  than  the  mode  of  tra- 
velhng  ihey  had  just  relinquished,  came  out  for 
his  entertainm.ent. 
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In  this  flow  of  spirits  and  conversation,  only 
interrupted  by  his  usual  plethoric  symptoms,  and 
by  intervals  ot' lunch,  and  from  time  to  time  by 
some  violent  assault  upon  the  native,  who  wore 
a  pair  of  ear-rings  in  his  dark  brown  ears,  and  on 
whom  his  European  clothes  sat  with  an  out- 
landish impossibility  of  adjustment — being  of 
their  own  accord,  and  without  any  reference  to 
the  tailor's  art,  long  where  they  ought  to  be 
short,  short  where  they  ought  to  be  long,  tight 
where  they  ought  to  be  loose,  and  loose  where 
they  ought  to  be  tight — and  to  which  he  im- 
parted a  new  grace,  whenever  the  major  attacked 
him,  by  shrinking  into  them  like  a  shrivelled  nut, 
or  a  cold  monkey — in  this  flow  of  spirits  and 
conversation  the  major  continued  all  day  :  so 
that  when  evening  came  on,  and  found  them 
trotting  through  the  green  and  leafy  road  near 
Leamington,  the  major's  voice,  what  with  talking 
and  eating  and  chuckling  and  choking,  appeared 
to  be  in  the  box  under  the  rumble,  or  in  some 
neighbouring  haystack.  Nor  did  the  major  im- 
])rove  it  at  the  Royal  Hotel,  where  rooms  and 
dinner  had  been  ordered,  and  where  he  so 
oppressed  his  organs  of  speech  by  eating  and 
drinking,  that  when  he  retired  to  bed  he  had  no 
voice  at  all,  except  to  cough  with,  and  could 
only  make  himself  intelligible  to  the  dark  servant 
by  gasping  at  him. 

He  not  only  rose  next  morning,  however,  like 
a  giant  refreshed,  but  conducted  himself  at 
breakfast  like  a  giant  refreshing.  At  this  meal 
they  arranged  their  daily  habits.  The  major 
was  to  take  the  responsibility  of  ordering  every- 
thing to  eat  and  drink  ;  and  they  were  to  have  a 
late  breakfast  together  every  morning,  and  a  late 
dinner  together  every  day.  Mr.  Dombey  would 
prefer  remaining  in  his  own  room,  or  walking  in 
the  country  by  himself,  on  that  first  day  of  their 
sojourn  at  Leamington  ;  but  next  morning  he 
would  be  happy  to  accompany  the  major  to  the 
Pump-room,  and  about  the  town.  So  they 
parted  until  dinner-time.  Mr.  Dombey  retired 
to  nurse  his  wholesome  thoughts  in  his  own  way. 
The  major,  attended  by  the  native  carrying  a 
camp-stool,  a  great-coat,  and  an  umbrella,  swag- 
gered up  and  down  through  all  the  public  places  ; 
looking  into  subscription  books  to  find  out  who 
was  there,  looking  up  old  ladies  by  whom  he 
was  much  admired,  reporting  J.  B.  tougher 
than  ever,  and  puffing  his  rich  friend  Dombey 
wherever  he  went.  There  never  was  a  man  who 
stood  by  a  friend  more  staunchly  than  the  major, 
when,  in  puffing  him,  he  puffed  himself. 

It  was  surprising  how  much  new  conversation 
the  major  had  to  let  off  at  dinner-time,  and  what 
occasion  he  gave  Mr.  Dombey  to   admire  his 


social  qualities.  At  breakfast  next  morning,  he 
knew  the  contents  of  the  latest  newspapers  re- 
ceived;  and  mentioned  several  subjects  in  con- 
nection with  them,  on  which  his  opinion  had 
recently  been  sought  by  persons  of  such  power 
and  might,  that  they  were  only  to  be  obscurely 
hinted  at.  Mr.  Dombey,  who  had  been  so  long 
shut  up  within  himself,  and  who  had  rarely,  at 
any  time,  overstepped  the  enchanted  circle 
within  which  the  operations  of  Dombey  and  Son 
were  conducted,  began  to  think  this  an  improve- 
ment on  his  solitary  life  :  and  in  place  of  excusing 
himself  for  another  day,  as  he  had  thought  ot 
doing  when  alone,  walked  out  with  the  major 
arm-in-arm. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 


NEW  FACES. 


HE  major,  more  blue-faced  and  star- 
ing— more  over-ripe,  as  it  were,  than 
ever — and  giving  vent,  every  now 
■]1\  and  then,  to  one  of  tlie  horse's 
coughs,  not  so  much  of  necessity  as 
in  a  spontaneous  explosion  of  importance, 
walked  arm-in-arm  with  Mr.  Dombey  up 
the  sunny  side  of  the  way,  with  his  cheeks 
swellingover  his  tight  stock,  his  legs  m.ajestically 
wide  apart,  and  his  great  head  wagging  from 
side  to  side,  as  if  he  were  remonstrating  within 
himself  for  being  such  a  captivating  object. 
They  had  not  walked  many  yards  before  the 
major  encountered  somebody  he  knew,  nor 
many  yards  farther  before  the  major  encountered 
somebody  else  he  knew,  but  he  merely  shook 
his  fingers  at  them  as  he  passed,  and  led  Mr. 
Dombey  on  :  pointing  out  the  localities  as  they 
went,  and  enlivening  the  walk  with  any  current 
scandal  suggested  by  them. 

In  this  manner  the  major  an;l  Mr.  Dombey 
were  walking  arm-in-arm,  much  to  their  own 
satisfaction,  when  they  beheld  advancing  towards 
them  a  wheeled  chair,  in  which  a  lady  was  seated, 
indolently  steering  her  carriage  by  a  kind  of 
rudder  in  front,  while  it  was  propelled  by  some 
unseen  power  in  the  rear.  Although  the  lady 
was  not  young,  she  was  very  blooming  in  the 
face — quite  rosy — and  her  dress  and  attitude 
were  perfectly  juvenile.  Walking  by  the  side  of 
the  chair,  and  carrying  her  gossamer  parasol 
with  a  proud  and  weary  air,  as  if  so  great  an 
effort  must  be  soon  abandoned,  and  the  ])arasol 
dropped,  sauntered  a  much  younger  lady,  very 
handsome,  very  haughty,  very  wilful,  who  tossetl 
her  head  and  drooped  her  eyelids,  as  tliough,  if 
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there  were  anytliing  in  all  the  world  worth  look- 
ing into,  save  a  mirror,  it  certainly  was  not  the 
earth  or  sky. 

"  Why,  what  the  devil  have  we  here,  sir  ? " 
cried  the  major,  stopping  as  this  little  cavalcade 
drew  near. 

"  My  dearest  Edith  !  "  drawled  the  lady  in  the 
chair,  "Major  Bagstock  !  " 

The  major  no  sooner  heard  the  voice  than  he 
relinquished  Mr.  Dombey's  arm,  darted  forward, 
took  the  hand  of  the  lady  in  the  chair,  and 
pressed  it  to  his  lips.  With  no  less  gallantry 
the  major  folded  both  his  gloves  upon  his  heart, 
and  bowed  low  to  the  other  lady.  And  now, 
the  chair  having  stopped,  the  motive  power  be- 
came visible  in  the  shape  of  a  flushed  page 
pushing  behind,  who  seemed  to  have  in  part 
outgrown  and  in  part  outpushed  his  strength,  for 
when  he  stood  upright  he  was  tall,  and  wan,  and 
thin,  and  his  plight  appeared  the  more  forlorn 
from  his  having  injured  the  shape  of  his  hat,  by 
butting  at  the  carriage  with  his  head  to  urge  it 
forward,  as  is  sometimes  done  by  elephants  in 
Oriental  countries. 

"  Joe  Bagstock,"  said  the  major  to  both  ladies, 
"  is  a  proud  and  happy  man  for  the  rest  of  his 
life." 

"  You  false  creature  !  "  said  the  old  lady  in 
the  chair  insipidly.  '"  Where  do  you  come  from  ? 
I  can't  bear  you." 

"  Then  suffer  old  Joe  to  present  a  friend, 
ma'am,"  said  the  major  promptly,  "as  a  reason 
for  being  tolerated.  Mr.  Dombey,  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton."  The  lady  in  the  chair  was  gracious.  "  Mr. 
Dombey,  Mrs.  Granger."  The  lady  with  the 
parasol  was  faintly  conscious  of  Mr.  Dombey's 
taking  off  his  hat,  and  bowing  low.  "  I  am 
delighted,  sir,"  said  the  major,  "  to  have  this 
opportunity." 

The  major  seemed  in  earnest,  for  he  looked 
at  all  the  tlirce,  and  leered  in  his  ugliest  manner. 

"  Mrs.  Skewton,  Dombey,"  said  the  major, 
"  makes  havoc  in  the  heart  of  old  Josh." 

Mr.  Dombey  signified  that  he  didn't  wonder 
at  it. 

"  You  perfidious  goblin,"  said  the  lady  in  the 
chair,  "  have  done  !  How  long  have  you  been 
here,  bad  man  ?  " 

"  One  day,"  replied  the  major. 

"  And  can  you  be  a  day,  or  even  a  minute," 
returned  the  lady,  slightly  settling  her  false  curls 
and  false  eyebrows  with  her  fan,  and  showing 
her  false  teeth,  set  off  by  her  false  complexion, 
"  in  the  garden  of  what's-its-name " 

"  Eden,  I  suppose,  mamma,"  interrupted  the 
younger  lady  scornfiilly. 

"  My  dear  Edith,"  said  the  other,  "  I  cannot 


help  it.  I  never  can  remember  those  frightful 
names — without  having  your  whole  soul  and 
being  inspired  by  the  sight  of  Nature  ;  by  the 
perfume,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  rustling  a  hand- 
kerchief that  was  faint  and  sickly  with  essences, 
"  of  her  artless  breath,  you  creature  ?  " 

The  discrepancy  between  Mrs.  Skewton's  fresh 
enthusiasm  of  words  and  forlornly  faded  manner 
was  hardly  less  observable  than  that  between  her 
age,  which  was  about  seventy,  and  her  dress, 
which  would  have  been  youthful  for  twenty- 
seven.  Her  attitude  in  the  wheeled  chair  (which 
she  never  varied)  was  one  in  which  she  had  been 
taken  in  a  barouche,  some  fifty  years  before,  by 
a  then  fashionable  artist,  who  had  appended  to 
his  published  sketch  the  name  of  Cleopatra:  in 
consequence  of  a  discovery  made  by  the  critics 
of  the  time,  that  it  bore  an  exact  resemblance  to 
that  princess  as  she  reclined  on  board  her  galley. 
Mrs.  Skewton  was  a  beauty  then,  and  bucks 
threw  wine-glasses  over  their  heads  by  dozens 
in  her  honour.  The  beauty  and  the  barouche 
had  both  passed  away,  but  she  still  preserved 
the  attitude,  and,  for  this  reason  expressly,  main- 
tained the  wheeled  chair  and  the  butting  page  : 
there  being  nothing  whatever,  except  the  attitude, 
to  prevent  her  from  walking. 

"Mr.  Dombey  is  devoted  to  Nature,  I  trust?" 
said  Mrs.  Skewton,  settling  her  diamond  brooch. 
And  by  the  way,  she  chiefly  lived  upon  the  re- 
putation of  some  diamonds,  and  her  family  con- 
nections. 

"  My  friend  Dombey,  ma'am,"  returned  the 
major,  "  may  be  devoted  to  her  in  secret,  but  a 
man  who  is  paramount  in  the  greatest  city  in  the 
universe " 

"  No  one  can  be  a  stranger,"  said  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton,  "  to  Mr.  Dombey's  immense  influence." 

As  Mr.  Dombey  acknowledged  the  compli- 
ment with  a  bend  of  his  head,  the  younger  lady, 
glancing  at  him,  met  his  eyes. 

"  You  reside  here,  madam  ?  "  said  Mr.  Dom- 
bey, addressing  her. 

"  No,  we  have  been  to  a  great  many  places. 
To  Harrogate,  and  Scarborough,  and  into 
Devonshire.  We  have  been  visiting,  and  resting 
here  and  there.     Mamma  likes  change." 

"  Edith,  of  course,  does  not."  said  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton  with  a  ghastly  archness. 

"  I  have  not  found  that  there  is  any  change  in 
such  places,"  was  the  answer,  delivered  with 
supreme  indifference. 

"  They  libel  me.  There  is  only  one  change, 
Mr.  Dombey,"  observed  Mrs.  Skewton  with 
a  mincing  sigh,  "  for  which  I  really  care, 
and  that  I  fear  I  shaU  never  be  permitted 
to  enjoy.      People  cannot  spare  one.     But  se- 
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"  If  you  mean  Paradise,  mamma,  you  had 
better  say  so,  to  render  yourself  intelligible,"  said 
the  younger  lady. 

"  My  dearest  Edith,"  returned  Mrs.  Skewton, 
"  you  know  that  I  am  wholly  dependent  upon 
you  for  those  odious  names.  I  assure  you,  Mr. 
Dombey,  Nature  intended  me  for  an  Arcadian. 
I  am  thrown  away  in  society.  Cows  are  my 
passion.  AVhat  I  have  ever  sighed  for  has  been 
to  retreat  to  a  Swiss  farm,  and  live  entirely  sur- 
rounded by  cows — and  china." 

This  curious  association  of  objects,  suggesting 
a  remembrance  of  the  celebrated  bull  who  got 
by  mistake  into  a  crockery  shop,  was  received 
with  perfect  gravity  by  Mr.  Dombey,  who  inti- 
mated his  opinion  that  Nature  was,  no  doubt,  a 
very  respectable  institution. 

"  What  I  want,"  drawled  Mrs.  Skewton,  pinch- 
ing her  shrivelled  throat,  "  is  heart."  It  was 
frightfully  true  in  one  sense,  if  not  in  that  in 
which  she  used  the  phrase.  "  What  I  want  is 
frankness,  confidence,  less  conventionality,  and 
freer  play  of  soul.  We  are  so  dreadfully  arti- 
ficial." 

We  were,  indeed. 

"  In  short,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  "  I  want 
Nature,  everywhere.  It  would  be  so  extremely 
charming." 

"  Nature  is  inviting  us  away  now,  mamma,  if 
you  are  ready,"  said  the  younger  lady,  curling 
her  handsome  lip.  At  this  hint,  the  wan  page, 
who  had  been  surveying  the  party  over  the  top 
of  the  chair,  vanished  behind  it,  as  if  the  ground 
had  swallowed  him  up. 

"  Stop  a  moment,  Withers  !  "  said  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton  as  the  chair  began  to  move ;  calling  to  the 
page  with  all  the  languid  dignity  with  which  she 
had  called  in  days  of  yore  to  a  coachman  with  a 
wig,  cauliflower  nosegay,  and  silk  stockings. 
"  Where  are  you  staying,  abomination  ?  " 

The  major  was  staying  at  the  Royal  Hotel, 
with  his  friend  Dombey. 

"  You  may  come  and  see  us  any  evening  when 
you  are  good,"  lisped  Mrs.  Skewton.  "  If  Mr. 
Dombey  will  honour  us,  we  shall  be  happy. 
Withers,  go  on  !  " 

The  major  again  pressed  to  his  blue  lips  the 
tips  of  the  fingers  that  were  disposed  on  the 
ledge  of  the  wheeled  chair  with  careful  careless- 
ness ;  after  the  Cleopatra  model :  and  Mr. 
Dombey  bowed.  The  elder  lady  honoured 
them  both  with  a  very  gracious  smile  and  a 
girlish  wave  of  her  hand;  the  younger  lady  with 
the  very  slightest  inclination  of  her  head  that 
common  courtesy  allowed. 


The  last  glimpse  of  the  wrinkled  face  of  the 
mother,  with  that  patched  colour  on  it  which  the 
sun  made  infinitely  more  haggard  and  dismal 
than  any  want  of  colour  could  have  been,  and 
of  the  proud  beauty  of  the  daughter  with  her 
graceful  figure  and  erect  deportment,  engendered 
such  an  involuntary  disposition  on  the  part  of 
both  the  major  and  Mr.  Dombey  to  look  after 
them,  that  they  both  turned  at  the  same  moment. 
The  page,  nearly  as  much  aslant  as  his  own 
shadow,  was  toiling  after  the  chair,  uphill,  like 
a  slow  battering-ram ;  the  top  of  Cleopatra's 
bonnet  was  fluttering  in  exactly  the  same  corner 
to  the  inch  as  before ;  and  the  Beauty,  loitering 
by  herself  a  little  in  advance,  expressed  in  all 
her  elegant  form,  from  head  to  foot,  the  same 
supreme  disregard  of  everything  and  everybody. 

"  I  tell  you  what,  sir,"  said  the  major  as  they 
resumed  their  walk  again,  "  if  Joe  Bagstock  were 
a  younger  man,  there's  not  a  woman  in  the  world 
whom  he'd  prefer  for  Mrs.  Bagstock  to  that 
woman.  By  George,  sir  ! "  said  the  major, 
'■  she's  superb  !  " 

"  Do  you  mean  the  daughter  ?  "  inquired  Mr. 
Dombey. 

'■  Is  Joey  B.  a  turnip,  Dombey,"  said  tin: 
major,  '■  that  he  should  mean  the  mother  ?  " 

"  You  were  complimentary  to  the  mother," 
returned  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  An  ancient  flame,  sir,"  chuckled  Major  Bag 
stock.     "  De-vilish  ancient.     I  humour  her." 

"  She  impresses  me  as  being  perfectly  gen- 
teel," said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Genteel,  sir  I "  said  the  major,  stopping 
short,  and  staring  in  his  companion's  face. 
"  The  Honourable  Mrs.  Skewton,  sir,  is  sister 
to  the  late  Lord  Feenix,  and  aunt  to  the  pre- 
sent lord.  The  family  are  not  wealthy — they're 
poor,  indeed — and  she  lives  upon  a  small  joint- 
ure ;  but  if  you  come  to  blood,  sir  ! "  The 
major  gave  a  flourish  with  his  stick,  and  walked 
on  again,  in  despair  of  being  able  to  say  what 
you  came  to,  if  you  came  to  that. 

"  You  addressed  the  daughter,  I  observed," 
said  Mr.  Dombey  after  a  short  pause,  "  as  Mrs. 
Granger." 

"Edith  Skewton,  sir!"  returned  the  major, 
stopping  short  again,  and  punching  a  mark  in 
the  ground  with  his  cane,  to  represent  her, 
"  married  (at  eighteen)  Granger  of  Ours  ;"  whom 
the  major  indicated  by  another  punch.  "Gran- 
ger, sir,"  said  the  major,  tapping  the  last  ideal 
portrait,  and  rolling  his  head  emphatically,  "  was 
Colonel  of  Ours :  a  de-vilish  handsome  fellow, 
sir,  of  forty-one.  He  died,  sir,  in  the  second 
year  of  his  marriage."  The  major  ran  the  repre- 
sentative of  the  deceased  Granger  througli  and 
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through  the  body  with  his  walking-stick,  and  went 
on  again,  carrying  his  stick  over  his  shoulder. 

"  How  long  is  this  ago  ? "  asked  Mr.  Dom- 
bey,  making  another  halt. 

"  Edith  Granger,  sir,"  replied  the  major,  shut- 
ling  one  eye,  putting  his  head  on  one  side,  pass- 
ing his  cane  into  his  left  hand,  and  smoothing 
his  shirt-frill  with  his  right,  "is,  at  this  present 
time,  not  quite  thirty.  And  damme,  sir,"  said 
the  major,  shouldering  his  stick  once  more,  and 
walking  on  again,  "  she's  a  peerless  woman  !  " 

''  Was  there  any  family  .?"  asked  Mr.  Dombey 
presently. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  major.  "  There  was  a 
boy." 

Mr.  Bombay's  eyes  sought  the  ground,  and  a 
-shade  came  over  his  face. 

"  Who  was  drowned,  sir,"  pursued  the  major, 
"  when  a  child  of  four  or  five  years  old." 

"Indeed?"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  raising  his 
head. 

"  By  the  upsetting  of  a  boat  in  which  his  nurse 
had  no  business  to  have  put  him,"  said  the 
major.  "  That's  his  history.  Edith  Granger  is 
Edith  Granger  still ;  but  if  tough  old  Joey  B., 
sir,  were  a  little  younger  and  a  little  richer,  the 
name  of  that  immortal  paragon  should  be  Bag- 
stock."  « 

The  major  heaved  his  shoulders  and  his 
cheeks,  and  laughed  more  like  an  over -fed 
Mephistophiles  than  ever,  as  he  said  the  words. 

"  Provided  the  lady  made  no  objection,  I 
suppose  ?  "  said  Mr.  Dombey  coldly. 

'•  By  Gad,  sir,"  said  the  major,  "  the  Bagstock 
breed  are  not  accustomed  to  that  sort  of  ob- 
stacle. Though  it's  true  enough  that  Edith 
might  have  married  twen-ty  times,  but  for  being 
proud,  sir,  proud." 

Mr.  Dombey  seemed,  by  his  face,  to  think  no 
worse  of  her  for  that. 

"  It's  a  great  quality  after  all,"  said  the  major. 
"  By  the  Lord,  it's  a  high  quality  !  Dombey  ! 
You  are  proud  yourself,  and  your  friend,  old  Joe, 
respects  you  for  it,  sir." 

AVith  this  tribute  to  the  character  of  his  ally, 
which  seemed  to  be  wrung  from  him  by  the 
force  of  circumstances  and  the  irresistible  tend- 
ency of  their  conversation,  the  major  closed  the 
subject,  and  glided  mto  a  general  exposition  of 
the  extent  to  which  he  had  been  beloved  and 
doted  on  by  splendid  women  and  brilliant  crea- 
tures. 

On  the  next  day  but  one,  Mr.  Dombey  and 
the  major  encountered  the  Honourable  Mrs. 
Skewton  and  her  daughter  in  the  Pump-room  ; 
on  the  day  after,  they  met  them  again  very  near 
the  place  where  they  had  met  them  first.     .A.fter 


meeting  them  thus  three  or  four  times  in  all,  it 
became  a  ])oint  of  mere  civility  to  old  acquaint- 
ances that  the  major  should  go  there  one  even- 
ing. Mr.  Dombey  had  not  originally  intended 
to  pay  visits,  but,  on  the  major  announcing  this 
intention,  he  said  he  would  have  the  pleasure  of 
accompanying  him.  So  the  major  told  the 
native  to  go  round  before  dinner,  and  say,  with 
his  and  Mr.  Dombey's  compliments,  that  they 
would  have  the  honour  of  visiting  the  ladies  that 
same  evening,  if  the  ladies  were  alone.  In 
answer  to  which  message,  the  native  brought 
back  a  very  small  note  with  a  very  large  quan- 
tity of  scent  about  it,  indited  by  the  Honourable 
Mrs.  Skewton  to  Major  Bagstock,  and  briefly 
saying,  "  You  are  a  shocking  bear,  and  I  have 
a  great  mind  not  to  forgive  you,  but  if  you  are 
very  good  indeed,"  which  was  underlined,  "  you 
may  come.  Compliments  (in  which  Edith  unites) 
to  Mr.  Dombey." 

The  Honourable  Mrs.  Skewton  and  her  daugh- 
ter, Mrs.  Granger,  resided,  while  at  Leamington, 
in  lodgings  that  were  fashionable  enough  and 
dear  enough,  but  rather  limited  in  point  of  space 
and  conveniences  ;  so  that  the  Honourable  Mrs. 
Skewton,  being  in  bed,  had  her  feet  in  the  win- 
dow and  her  head  in  the  fire-place,  while  the 
Honourable  Mrs.  Skewton's  maid  was  quartered 
in  a  closet  within  the  drawing-room,  so  extremely 
small,  that,  to  avoid  developing  the  whole  of  its 
accommodations,  she  was  obliged  to  writhe  in 
and  out  of  the  door  like  a  beautiful  serpent. 
Withers,  the  wan  page,  slept  out  of  the  house 
immediately  under  the  tiles  at  a  neighbouring 
milk-shop  ;  and  the  wheeled  chair,  which  was 
the  stone  of  that  young  Sisyphus,  passed  the 
night  in  a  shed  belonging  to  the  same  dairy, 
where  new-laid  eggs  were  produced  by  the 
poultry  connected  with  the  establishment,  who 
roosted  on  a  broken  donkey-cart — persuaded,  to 
all  appearance,  that  it  grew  there,  and  was  a 
species  of  tree. 

Mr.  Dombey  and  the  major  found  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton  arranged,  as  Cleopatra,  among  the  cushions 
of  a  sofa ;  very  airily  dressed  ;  and  certainly  not 
resembling  Shakspeare's  Cleopatra,  whom  age 
could  not  wither.  On  their  way  up-stairs  they 
had  heard  the  sound  of  a  harp,  but  it  had  ceased 
on  their  being  announced,  and  Edith  now  stood 
beside  it,  handsomer  and  haughtier  than  ever. 
It  was  a  remarkable  characteristic  of  this  lady's 
beauty  that  it  appeared  to  vaunt  and  assert  itself 
without  her  aid,  and  against  her  will.  She  knew 
that  she  was  beautiful ;  it  was  impossible  that  it 
could  be  otherwise  :  but  she  seemed  with  her 
own  pride  to  defy  her  very  self. 

Whether  she  held  cheap,  attractions  that  could 
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only  call  forth  admiration  that  was  worthless  to 
her,  or  whether  she  designed  to  render  them 
more  precious  to  admirers  by  this  usage  of  them, 
those  to  whom  they  wwr  precious  seldom  paused 
to  consider. 

'"  I  hope,  Mrs.  Granger,''  said  Mr.  Dombcy, 
advancing  a  step  towards  her,  "  we  are  not  the 
cause  of  your  ceasing  to  play  ?  " 

"  Yoic  i     Oh  no  V' 

"  Why  do  you  not  go  on,  then,  my  dearest 
Edith?''  said  Cleopatra. 

"  I  left  off  as  I  began — of  my  own  fancy." 

The  exquisite  indifference  of  her  manner  in 
saying  this  :  an  indift'erence  quite  removed  from 
dulness  or  insensibility,  for  it  was  pointed  with 
proud  purpose  :  was  well  set  off  by  the  careless- 
ness with  which  she  drew  her  hand  across  the 
strings,  and  came  from  that  part  of  the  room. 

"  Do  you  know,  Mr.  Dombey,"  said  her  lan- 
guishing mother,  playing  with  a  hand-screen, 
"  that  occasionally  my  dearest  Edith  and  myself 
actually  almost  differ " 

"  Not  quite,  sometimes,  mamma  ?"  said  Edith. 

'■  Oh,  never  quite,  my  darling  !  Fie,  fie,  it 
would  break  my  heart,"  returned  her  mother, 
making  a  faint  attempt  to  pat  her  with  the 
screen,  which  Edith  made  no  movement  to 
meet.  "■ — About  these  cold  conventionalities  of 
manner  that  are  observed  in  little  things  ?  Why 
are  we  not  more  natural  ?  Dear  me  !  With  all 
those  yearnings,  and  gushings,  and  impulsive 
throbbings  that  we  have  implanted  in  our  souls, 
and  which  are  so  very  charming,  why  are  we 
not  more  natural  ?" 

Mr.  Dombey  said  it  was  very  true,  very  true. 

"  We  could  be  more  natural,,!  suppose  if  ^e 
tried?"  said  Mrs.  Skewton.  ' 

Mr.  Dombey  thought  it  possible.  ; 

"  Devil  a  bit,  ma'am,"  said  the  major.  ,  "  We 
couldn't  afford  it.  Unless  the  world  was  peopled 
with  J.  B.'s — tough  and  blunt  old  Joes,  ma'am, 
plain  red  herrings  with  hard  roes,  sir  ■ —  we 
couldn't  afford  it.     It  wouldn't  do." 

"  You  naughty  infidel,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton, 
"  be  mute." 

"  Cleopatra  commands,"  returned  the  major, 
kissing  his  hand,  "  and  Antony  Bagstock  obeys." 

"  The  man  has  no  sensitiveness,"  said  Mrs. 
Skewton,  cruelly  holding  up  the  hand-screen  so 
as  to  shut  the  major  out.  "  No  sympathy.  And 
what  do  we  live  for  hut  sympathy  ?  What  else 
is  so  extremely  charming  ?  Without  that  gleam 
of  sunshine  on  our  cold,  cold  earth,"  said  Mrs. 
Skewton,  arranging  her  lace  tucker,  and  com- 
placently observing  the  effect  of  her  bare  lean 
arm,  looking  upward  from  the  wrist,  "how  could 
we  possibly  bear  it  ?    In  short,  obdurate  man  !" 


glancing  at  the  major  round  the  screen,  "  I 
would  have  my  world  all  heart ;  and  Faith  is  so 
excessively  charming,  that  I  won't  allow  you  to 
disturb  it,  do  you  hear  ?  " 

The  major  replied  that  it  was  hard  in  Cleo- 
patra to  require  the  world  to  be  all  heart,  and 
yet  to  appropriate  to  herself  the  hearts  of  all  the 
world  ;  which  obliged  Cleopatra  to  remind  hun 
that  flattery  was  insupportable  to  her,  and  that, 
if  he  had  the  boldness  to  address  her  in  that 
strain  any  more,  she  would  positively  send  him 
home. 

Withers  the  Wan,  at  this  period,  handing 
round  the  tea,  Mr.  Dombey  again  addressed 
himself  to  Edith. 

"  There  is  not  much  company  here,  it  w'ould 
seem  ? "  said  Mr.  Dombey  in  his  own  portent- 
ous, gentlemanly  way. 

"  I  believe  not.     We  see  none." 

'■  Why,  really,"  observed  Mrs.  Skewton  from 
her  couch,  "there  are  no  people  here  just  now 
with  whom  we  care  to  associate." 

"  They  have  not  enough  heart,"  said  Edith 
with  a  smile.  The  very  twilight  of  a  smile  :  so 
singularly  were  its  light  and  darkness  blended. 

"  My  dearest  Edith  rallies  me,  you  see  ! "  said 
her  mother,  shaking  her  head  :  which  shook  a 
little  of  itself  sometimes,  as  if  the  palsy  twinkled 
now  and  then  in  opposition  to  the  diamonds. 
"Wicked  one!" 

"  You  have  been  here  before,  if  I  am  not  mis- 
taken?" said  Mr.  Dombey.     Still  to  Edith. 

"  Oh,  several  times.  I  think  we  ha\'e  been 
everywhere." 

"  A  beautiful  country  ! " 

"  I  suppose  it  is.     Everybody  says  so." 

"  Your  cousin  Feenix  raves  about  it,  Edith," 
interposed  her  mother  from  her  couch. 

The  daughter  slightly  turned  her  graceful 
head,  and  raising  her  eyebrows  by  a  hair's 
breadth,  as  if  her  cousin  Feenix  were  of  all  the 
mortal  world  the  least  to  be  regarded,  turned 
her  eyes  again  towards  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  I  hope,  for  the  credit  of  my  good  taste,  that 
I  am  tired  of  the  neighbourhood,"  she  said. 

"  You  have  almost  reason  to  be,  madam,"  he 
replied,  glancing  at  a  variety  of  landscape  draw- 
ings, of  which  he  had  already  recognised  several 
as  representing  neighbouring  points  of  view,  and 
which  were  strewn  abundantly  about  the  room, 
"  if  these  beautiful  productions  are  from  your 
hand." 

She  gave  him  no  reply,  but  sat  in  a  disdainful 
beauty,  quite  amazing. 

"Have  they  that  interest?"  said  Mr.  Dom- 
bey.    "  Are  they  yours  ?  " 

"  Yes." 
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"  And  you  play,  I  already  know." 

"  Yes." 

"  And  sing  ?" 

She  answered  all  these  questions  with  a  strange 
reluctance;  and  with  that  remarkable  air  of 
opposition  to  herself,  already  noticed  as  belong- 
ini;  to  her  beauty.  Yet  she  was  not  embarrassed, 
but  wholly  self-possessed.  Neither  did  she  seem 
to  wish   to  avoid  the  conversation,  for  she  ad- 


dressed her  face,  and — so  far  as  she  could — her 
manner  also,  to  him  ;  and  continued  to  do  so 
when  he  was  silent. 

"  You  have  many  resources  against  weariness- 
at  least,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Whatever  their  efficiency  may  be,"  she  re- 
turned, "  you  know  them  all  now.  I  have  no 
more." 

"  May  I  hope  to  prove  them  ail  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Dombey  with  solemn  gallantry,  laying  dov/n   a 
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drawing  he  had  held,  and  motioning  towards  the   ' 
harp. 

"  Oh,  certainly  !  If  you  desire  it  !  " 
She  rose  as  she  spoke,  and  crossing  by  her 
mother's  couch,  and  directing  a  stately  look  to- 
wards her,  which  was  instantaneous  in  its  dura- 
tion, but  inclusive  (if  any  one  had  seen  it)  of  a 
multitude  of  expressions,  among  which  that  of 
the  twilight  smile,  without  the  smile  itself,  over- 
shadowed all  the  rest,  went  out  of  the  room. 


The  major,  who  was  quite  forgiven  by  this 
time,  had  wheeled  a  little  table  up  to  Cleopatra, 
and  was  sitting  down  to  play  piquet  with  her. 
Mr.  Dombey,  not  knowing  the  game,  sat  down 
to  watch  them  for  his  edification  until  Edith 
should  return. 

"  We  are  going  to  have  some  music,  Mr.  Dom- 
bey, I  hope  ?  "  said  Cleopatra. 

'"  Mrs.  Granger  has  been  kind  enough  to  pro 
mlse  so,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 
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"Ah!  That's  very  nice.  Do  you  propose, 
major  ?  " 

'■  No,  ma'am,"  said  the  major.  "  Couldn't 
do  It." 

"  You're  a  barbarous  being,"  repHed  the  lady, 
"  and  my  hand's  destroyed.  You  are  fond  of 
music,  Mr.  Dombey  ?  " 

"  Eminently  so,"  was  Mr.  Dombey's  answer. 

"  Yes.  It's  very  nice,"  said  Cleopatra,  look- 
ing at  her  cards.  "So  much  heart  in  it — unde- 
veloped recollections  of  a  previous  state  of 
existence — and  all  that — which  is  so  truly  charm- 
ing. Do  you  know,"  simpered  Cleopatra,  re- 
versing the  knave  of  clubs,  who  had  come  into 
her  game  with  his  heels  uppermost,  "  that  if 
anything  could  tempt  me  to  put  a  period  to  my 
life,  it  would  be  curiosity  to  find  out  what  it's  all 
about,  and  what  it  means  ;  there  are  so  many 
provoking  mysteries,  really,  that  are  hidden 
from  us.     Major,  you  to  play  !  " 

The  major  played  :  and  Mr.  Dombey,  looking 
on  for  his  instruction,  would  soon  have  been  in 
a  state  of  dire  confusion,  but  that  he  gave  no 
attention  to  the  game  whatever,  and  sat  wonder- 
ing instead  when  Edith  would  come  back. 

She  came  at  last,  and  sat  down  to  her  harp, 
and  Mr.  Dombey  rose  and  stood  beside  her, 
listening.  He  had  little  taste  for  music,  and  no 
knowledge  of  the  strain  she  played,  but  he  saw 
her  bending  over  it,  and  perhaps  he  heard  among 
the  sounding  strings  some  distant  music  of  his 
own,  that  tamed  the  monster  of  the  iron  road, 
and  made  it  less  inexorable. 

Cleopatra  had  a  sharp  eye,  verily,  at  piquet. 
It  glistened  like  a  bird's,  and  did  not  fix  itself 
upon  the  game,  but  pierced  the  room  from  end 
to  end,  and  gleamed  on  harp,  performer,  listener, 
everything. 

When  the  haughty  beauty  had  concluded,  she 
arose,  and  receiving  Mr.  Dombey's  thanks  and 
compliments  in  exactly  the  same  manner  as 
before,  went,  with  scarcely  any  pause,  to  the 
piano,  and  began  there. 

Edith  Granger,  any  song  but  that  !  Edith 
Granger,  you  are  very  handsome,  and  your  touch 
upon  the  keys  is  brilliant,  and  your  voice  is  deep 
and  rich ;  but  not  the  air  that  his  neglected 
tiaughter  sang  to  his  dead  son  ! 

Alas  !  he  knows  it  not ;  and  if  he  did,  what 
air  of  hers  would  stir  him,  rigid  man  ?  Sleep, 
lonely  Florence,  sleep  !  Peace  in  thy  dreams, 
although  the  night  has  turned  dark,  and  the 
clouds  are  gathering,  and  threaten  to  discharge 
themselves  in  hail  ! 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

A    TRIFLE    OF     IIANAGEMENT     BY    MR.     C.IRKER     THE 
MANAGER. 

R.  CARKER  the  manager  sat  at 
his  desk,  smooth  and  soft  as  usual, 
reading   those   letters    which    were 

, .  ,^^^^^  reserved  for  him  to  open,  backing 
itl^^^"ai^  them  occasionally  with  such  memo- 
^v,  randa  and  references  as  their  business 
purport  required,  and  parcelling  them  out 
into  little  heaps  for  distribution!  through 
the  several  departments  of  the  house.  The 
post  had  come  in  heavy  that  morning,  and  Mr. 
Carker  the  manager  had  a  good  deal  to  do. 

The  general  action  of  a  man  so  engaged — 
pausing  to  look  over  a  bundle  of  papers  in  his 
hand,  dealing  them  round  in  various  portions, 
taking  up  another  bundle  and  examining  its 
contents  with  knitted  brows  and  pursed-out  lips 
— dealing,  and  sorting,  and  pondering  by  turns — 
would  easily  suggest  some  whimsical  resem- 
blance to  a  player  at  cards.  The  face  of  Mr. 
Carker  the  manager  was  in  good  keeping  with 
such  a  fancy.  It  was  the  face  of  a  man  who 
studied  his  play  warily;  who  made  himself 
master  of  all  the  strong  and  weak  points  of  the 
game :  who  registered  the  cards  in  his  mind  as 
they  fell  about  him,  knew  exactly  what  was  on 
them,  what  tliey  missed,  and  what  they  made ; 
who  was  crafty  to  find  out  what  the  other  players 
held,  and  who  never  betrayed  his  own  hand. 

The  letters  were  in  various  languages,  but 
Mr.  Carker  the  manager  read  them  all.  If 
there  had  been  anything  in  the  offices  of  Dombey 
and  Son  that  he  could  not  read,  there  would 
have  been  a  card  wanting  in  the  pack.  He  read 
almost  at  a  glance,  and  made  combinations  of 
one  letter  with  another  and  one  business  with 
another  as  he  went  on,  adding  new  matter  to 
the  heaps — much  as  a  man  would  know  the 
cards  at  sight,  and  work  out  their  combinations 
in  his  mind  after  they  were  turned.  Something 
too  deep  for  a  partner,  and  much  too  deep  for 
an  adversary,  Mr.  Carker  the  manager  sat  in  the 
rays  of  the  sun  that  came  down  slanting  ou 
him  through  the  sky-light,  playing  his  game 
alone. 

And  although  it  is  not  among  tlie  instincts, 
wild  or  domestic,  of  the  cat  tribe  to  play  at 
cards,  feline  from  sole  to  crown  was  Mr.  Carker 
the  manager,  as  he  basked  in  the  strip  of  summer 
light  and  warmth  that  shone  upon  his  table  and 
the  ground  as  if  they  were  a  crooked  dial-plate, 
and  himself  the  only  figure  on  it.  With  hair  and 
whiskers  deficient   in    colour  at  all   times,  but 
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feebler  than  common  in  the  rich  sunshine,  and 
more  like  the  coat  of  a  sandy  tortoise-shell  cat: 
with  long  nails,  nicely  pared  and  sharpened; 
with  a  natural  antipathy  to  any  speck  of  dirt, 
which  made  him  pause  sometimes  and  watch  the 
falling  motes  of  dust,  and  rub  them  off  his 
smooth  white  hand  or  glossy  linen  :  Mr.  Carker 
the  manager,  sly  of  manner,  sharp  of  tooth,  soft 
of  foot,  watchful  of  eye,  oily  of  tongue,  cruel  of 
heart,  nice  of  habit,  sat  with  a  dainty  steadfast- 
ness and  patience  at  his  work,  as  if  he  were 
waiting  at  a  mouse's  hole. 

At  length  the  letters  were  disposed  of,  except- 
ing one  which  he  reserved  for  a  particular 
audience.  Having  locked  the  more  confidential 
correspondence  in  a  drawer,  Mr.  Carker  the 
manager  rang  his  bell. 

"  Why  do  >v«  answer  it  ?  "  was  his  reception 
of  his  brother. 

"  The  messenger  is  out,  and  I  am  the  next,'' 
was  the  submissive  reply. 

"  You  are  the  next  ?  "  muttered  the  manager. 
"  Yes  !     Creditable  to  me  I     There  ! " 

Pointing  to  the  heaps  of  opened  letters,  he 
turned  disdainfully  away  in  his  elbow-chair,  and 
broke  the  seal  of  that  one  which  he  held  in  his 
hand. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  trouble  you,  James,"  said  the 
brother,  gathering  them  up,  "  but '' 

"  Oh  !  You  have  something  to  say.  I  knew 
that.     Well  ?  " 

Mr.  Carker  the  manager  did  not  raise  his 
eyes  or  turn  them  on  his  brother,  but  kept  them 
on  his  letter,  though  without  opening  it. 

"  Well  ?  "  he  repeated  sharply. 

"  I  am  uneasy  about  Harriet." 

"  Harriet  who  ?  What  Harriet  ?  I  know 
nobody  of  that  name." 

"  She  is  not  well,  and  has  changed  very  much 
of  late." 

"  She  changed  very  much  a  great  many  years 
ago,"  replied  the  manager ;  "  and  that  is  all  I 
have  to  say." 

"  I  think  if  you  would  hear  me " 

"Why  should  1  hear  you.  Brother  John?" 
returned  the  manager,  laying  a  sarcastic  emphasis 
on  those  two  words,  and  throwing  up  his  head, 
but  not  lifting  his  eyes.  "  I  tell  you,  Harriet 
Carker  made  her  choice  many  years  ago  between 
her  two  brothers.  She  may  repent  it,  but  she 
must  abide  by  it." 

"  Don't  mistake  me.  I  do  not  say  she  docs 
repent  it.  It  would  be  black  ingratitude  in  me 
to  hint  at  such  a  thing,"  returned  the  other. 
"  Though,  believe  me,  James,  I  am  as  sorry  for 
her  sacrifice  as  you." 

"  As  I  ?  "  exclaimed  the  manager.     "  As  I  ?  " 


"  As  sorry  for  her  choice — for  what  you  call 
her  choice — as  you  are  angry  at  it,"  said  the 
junior. 

"  Angry  ? "  repeated  the  other,  with  a  wide 
show  of  his  teeth. 

"  Displeased.  Whatever  word  you  like  best. 
You  know  my  meaning.  There  is  no  oftence  in 
my  intention," 

"  There  is  offence  in  everything  you  do," 
replied  his  brother,  glancing  at  him  with  a 
sudden  scowl,  which  in  a  moment  gave  place  to 
a  wider  smile  than  the  last.  "  Carry  those 
papers  away,  if  you  please.     I  am  busy." 

His  politeness  was  so  much  more  cutting 
than  his  wrath,  that  the  junior  went  to  the 
door.  But  stopping  at  it,  and  looking  round, 
he  said  : 

"  When  Harriet  tried  in  vain  to  plead  for  nie 
with  you,  on  your  first  just  indignation,  and  my 
first  disgrace  ;  and  when  she  left  you,  James,  to 
tollow  my  broken  fortunes,  and  devote  herself, 
in  her  mistaken  affection,  to  a  ruined  brother, 
because,  without  her,  he  had  no  one,  and  was 
lost;  she  was  young  and  pretty.  1  think  if  you 
could  see  her  now— if  you  would  go  and  see 
her — she  would  move  your  admiration  and 
compassion." 

The  manager  inclined  his  head,  and  showed 
his  teeth,  as  who  should  say,  in  answer  to  some 
careless  small-talk,  "  Dear  me  !  Is  that  the 
case  ?  "  but  said  never  a  word. 

"  We  thought  in  those  days  :  you  and  I  both  : 
tiiat  she  would  marry  young,  and  lead  a  happy 
and  light-hearted  life,"  pursued  the  other.  "  Oh, 
if  you  knew  how  cheerfully  she  cast  those  hopes 
away  ;  how  cheerfully  she  has  gone  forward  on 
the  path  she  took,  and  never  once  looked  back  ; 
you  never  could  say  again  that  her  name  was 
strange  in  your  ears.     Never  I  " 

Again  the  manager  inclined  his  head,  and 
showed  his  teeth,  and  seemed  to  say,  "  Remark- 
able indeed  !  You  quite  surprise  me  !  "  And 
again  he  uttered  never  a  word. 

"  May  I  go  on  ?  "  said  John  Carker  mildly. 

"  On  your  way  ?  "  replied  his  smiling  brother. 
"If  you  will  have  the  goodness." 

John  Carker,  with  a  sigh,  was  passing  slowly 
out  at  the  door,  when  his  brother's  voice  detained 
him  for  a  moment  on  the  threshold. 

"  If  she  has  gone  and  goe=  her  own  way 
cheerfully,"  he  said,  throwing  the  still  unfolded 
letter  on  his  desk,  and  putting  his  hands  firmly 
m  his  pockets,  "  you  may  tell  her  that  I  go  as 
cheerfully  on  mine.  If  she  has  never  once 
looked  back,  you  may  tell  her  that  I  have, 
sometimes,  to  recall  her  taking  part  with  you, 
and   that   niv  resolution  is   no  easier  to    wear 
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away  " — he   smiled  very   sweetly   here — "  than 
marble." 

"  I  tell  her  nothing  of  yoa.  We  never  speak 
about  you.  Once  a  year,  on  your  birthday, 
Harriet  says  ahvays,  '  Let  us  remember  James 
by  name,  and  wish  him  happy,'  but  we  say  no 
more." 

"  Tell  it  then,  if  you  please,"  returned  the 
other,  "  to  yourself.  You  can't  repeat  it  too 
often,  as  a  lesson  to  you  to  avoid  the  subject  in 
speaking  to  me.  I  know  no  Harriet  Carker. 
There  is  no  such  person.  You  may  have  a 
sister  :  make  much  of  her.     1  have  none." 

Mr.  Carker  the  manager  took  up  the  letter 
again,  and  waved  it  with  a  smile  of  mock  courtesy 
towards  the  door.  Unfolding  it  as  his  brother 
withdrew,  and  looking  darkly  after  him  as  he 
left  the  room,  he  once  more  turned  round  in  his 
elbow-chair,  and  applied  himself  to  a  diligent 
perusal  of  its  contents. 

It  was  in  the  writing  of  his  great  chief,  Mr. 
Dombey,  and  dated  from  Leamington.  Though 
he  was  a  quick  reader  of  all  other  letters,  Mr. 
Carker  read  this  slowly  ;  weighing  the  words  as 
he  went,  and  bringing  every  tooth  in  his  head 
to  bear  upon  them.  When  he  had  read  it 
through  once,  he  turned  it  over  again,  and 
picked  out  these  passages.  "  I  find  myself 
benefited  by  the  change,  and  am  not  yet  inclined 
to  name  any  time  for  my  return."  "  I  wish, 
Carker,  you  would  arrange  to  come  down  once 
and  see  rne  here,  and  let  me  know  how  things 
are  going  on,  in  person."  "  I  omitted  to  .speak 
to  you  about  young  Gay.  If  not  gone  per  Son 
and  Heir,  or  if  Son  and  Heir  still  lying  in  the 
Docks,  appoint  some  other  young  man,  and  keep 
him  in  the  City  for  the  present.  I  am  not 
decided."  '•  Now  that's  unfortunate,"  said  Mr. 
Carker  the  manager,  expanding  his  mouth,  as  if 
it  were  made  of  india-rubber :  "  for  he's  far 
away  ! " 

Still  that  passage,  which  was  in  a  postscript, 
attracted  his  attention  and  his  teeth  once  more. 

"  I  think,"  he  said,  "  my  good  friend  Captain 
Cuttle  mentioned  something  about  being  towed 
along  in  the  wake  of  that  day.  What  a  pity  he's 
so  far  away  !  " 

He  refolded  the  letter,  and  was  sitting  trifling 
with  it,  standing  it  long-wise  and  broad-wise  on 
his  table,  and  turning  it  over  and  over  on  all 
sides — doing  pretty  much  the  same  thing,  per- 
haps, by  its  contents — when  Mr.  Perch  the 
messenger  knocked  softly  at  the  door,  and 
coming  in  on  tiptoe,  bending  his  body  at  every 
step  as  if  it  were  the  delight  of  his  life  to  bow, 
laid  some  papers  on  the  table. 

"Would   you   please  to  be   engaged,    sir?" 


asked  Mr.  Perch,  rubbing  his  hands,  and  defer- 
entially putting  his  head  on  one  side,  like  a  man 
who  felt  he  had  no  business  to  hold  it  up  in 
such  a  presence,  and  would  keep  it  as  much  out 
of  the  way  as  possible. 

"  Who  wants  me  ?  " 

"Why,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Perch  in  a  soft  voice, 
"  really  nobody,  sir,  to  speak  of  at  present. 
Mr.  Gills,  the  Ship's  Instrument-maker,  sir,  has 
looked  in  about  a  little  matter  of  payment,  he 
says  ;  but  I  mentioned  to  him,  sir,  that  you  was 
engaged  several  deep  ;  several  deep." 

Mr.  Perch  coughed  once  behind  his  liand,  and 
waited  for  further  orders. 

"  Anybody  else  .''  " 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Perch,  "  I  wouldn't  of 
my  own  self  take  the  liberty  of  mentioning,  sir, 
that  there  was  anybody  else  ;  but  that  same 
young  lad  that  was  here  yesterday,  sir,  and  last 
week,  has  been  hanging  about  the  place ;  and  it 
looks,  sir,"  added  Mr.  Perch,  stopping  to  shut 
the  door,  "  dreadful  unbusiness-like  to  see  him 
whistling  to  the  sparrows  down  the  court,  and 
making  of  'em  answer  him." 

"  You  said  he  wanted  something  to  do,  didn't 
you.  Perch  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Carker,  leaning  back  in 
his  chair,  and  looking  at  that  officer. 

"  Why,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Perch,  coughing  behind 
his  hand  again,  "  his  expression  certainly  were 
that  he  was  in  wants  of  a  sitiwation,  and  that  he 
considered  something  might  be  done  for  him 
aboiit  the  Docks,  being  used  to   fishing  with  a 

rod  and  line  ;  but "      Mr.  Perch  shook  his 

head  very  dubiously  indeed. 

'■  What  does  he  say  when  he  comes  ?  "  asked 
Mr.  Carker. 

"  Indeed,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Perch,  coughing 
another  cough  behind  his  hand,  which  was 
always  his  resource  as  an  expression  of  humility 
when  nothing  else  occurred  to  him,  "  his  obser- 
vation generally  air  that  he  would  humbly  wish 
to  see  one  of  the  gentlemen,  and  that  he  wants 
to  earn  a  living.  But  you  see,  sir,"  added  Perch, 
dropping  his  voice  to  a  whisper,  and  turning,  in 
the  inviolable  nature  of  his  confidence,  to  give 
the  door  a  thrust  with  his  hand  and  knee,  as  if 
that  would  shut  it  any  more  when  it  was  shut 
already,  "  it's  hardly  to  be  bore,  sir,  that  a 
common  lad  like  that  should  come  a  prowling 
here,  and  saying  that  his  mother  nursed  our 
House's  young  gentleman,  and  that  he  hojics 
our  House  will  give  him  a  chance  on  that 
account.  I  am  sure,  sir,"  observed  Mr.  Perch, 
"  that  although  Mrs.  Perch  was  at  that  time 
nursing  as  thriving  a  little  girl,  sir,  as  we've  ever 
took  the  liberty  of  adding  to  our  family,  I 
wouldn't  have  made  so  free  as  drop  a  hint  of 
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her  being  capable  of  imparting  nourishment,  not 
if  it  was  ever  so  !  " 

Mr.  Carker  grinned  at  him  Hke  a  shark,  but 
in  an  absent,  tlioughtful  manner. 

"  U'hether,"  submitted  Mr.  Perch  after  a  short 
silence  and  another  cough,  "  it  mightn't  be  best 
for  me  to  tell  him,  that  if  he  was  seen  here  any 
more  he  would  be  given  into  custody  ;  and  to 
keep  to  it !  With  respect  to  bodily  fear,"  said 
Mr.  Perch,  "  I'm  so  timid,  myself,  by  nature, 
sir,  and  my  nerves  is  so  unstrung  by  Mrs. 
Perch's  state,  that  I  could  take  my  affidavit 
easy." 

"  Let  me  see  this  fellow.  Perch,"  said  Mr. 
Carker.     "  Bring  him  in  !  " 

"  Yes,  sir.  Begging  your  pardon,  sir,"  said 
Mr.  Perch,  hesitating  at  the  door,  "  he's  rough, 
sir,  in  appearance." 

"  Never  mind.  If  he's  there,  bring  him  in. 
I'll  see  Mr.  Gills  directly.     Ask  him  to  wait  ! " 

Mr.  Perch  bowed  ;  and  shutting  the  door  as 
precisely  and  carefully  as  if  he  were  not  coming 
back  for  a  week,  went  on  his  quest  among  the 
sparrows  in  the  court.  While  he  was  gone,  Mr. 
Carker  assumed  his  favourite  attitude  before  the 
fire-place,  and  stood  looking  at  the  door,  pre- 
senting, with  his  under  lip  tucked  into  the  smile 
that  showed  his  whole  row  of  upper  teeth,  a  sin- 
gularly crouching  appearance. 

The  messenger  was  not  long  in  returning, 
followed  by  a  pair  of  heavy  boots  that  came 
bumping  along  the  passage  like  bo.xes.  With 
the  unceremonious  words,  "  Come  along  with 
you  ! " — a  very  unusual  form  of  introduction 
from  his  lips,  Mr.  Perch  then  ushered  into  the 
presence  a  strong-built  lad  of  fifteen,  with  a 
round  red  face,  a  round  sleek  head,  round  black 
eyes,  round  limbs,  and  round  body,  who,  to 
carry  out  the  general  rotundity  of  his  appearance, 
had  a  round  hat  in  his  hand,  without  a  particle 
of  brim  to  it. 

Obedient  to  a  nod  from  Mr.  Carker,  Perch 
had  no  sooner  confronted  the  visitor  with  that 
gentleman  than  he  withdrew.  The  moment 
t'ney  were  face  to  face  alone,  Mr.  Carker,  with- 
out a  word  of  preparation,  took  him  by  the 
throat,  and  shook  him  until  his  head  seemed 
loose  upon  his  shoulders. 

The  boy,  who,  in  the  midst  of  his  astonish- 
ment, could  not  help  staring  wildly  at  the  gentle- 
man with  so  many  white  teeth,  who  was  choking 
him,  and  at  the  office  walls,  as  though  deter- 
mmed,  if  he  were  choked,  that  his  last  look 
should  be  at  the  mysteries  for  his  intrusion  into 
which  he  was  paying  such  a  severe  penalty,  at 
last  contrived  to  utter — 

"  Come,  sir  !     You  let  me  alone,  will  you  ?  " 


"  Let  you  alone  !"  said  Mr.  Carker.  "  What ! 
I  have  got  you,  have  I  ?  "  There  was  no  doubt 
of  that,  and  tightly  too.  "  You  dog,"  said  Mr. 
Carker,  through  his  set  jaws,  "  I'll  strangle 
you  !  " 

Biler  whimpered.  Would  he,  though?  Oh 
no,  he  wouldn't — and  what  was  he  doing  of — 
and  why  didn't  he  strangle  somebody  of  his  own 
size,  and  not  him  1  But  Biler  was  quelled  by 
the  extraordinary  nature  of  his  reception,  and,. 
as  his  head  became  stationary,  and  he  looked 
the  gentleman  in  the  face,  or  rather  in  the  teeth, 
and  saw  him  snarling  at  him,  he  so  far  forgot 
his  manhood  as  to  cry. 

"  I  haven't  done  nothing  to  you,  sir,"  said 
Biler,  otherwise  Rob,  otherwise  Grinder,  and 
always  Toodle. 

"  You  young  scoundrel !"  replied  Mr.  Carker, 
slowly  releasing  him,  and  moving  back  a  step 
into  his  favourite  position.  "  What  do  you  mean 
by  daring  to  come  here  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  mean  no  harm,  sir,"  whimpered 
Rob,  putting  one  hand  to  his  throat,  and  the 
knuckles  of  the  other  to  his  eyes.  "  I'll  never 
come  again,  sir.     I  only  wanted  work." 

"  Work,  young  Cain  that  you  are  !  "  repeated 
Mr.  Carker,  eyeing  him  narrowly.  "  An'c  you 
the  idlest  vagabond  in  London  ?  " 

The  impeachment,  while  it  much  affected 
Mr.  Toodle  junior,  attached  to  his  character  so 
justly,  that  he  could  not  say  a  word  in  denial. 
He  stood  looking  at  the  gentleman,  therefore, 
with  a  frightened,  self-convicted,  and  remorseful 
air.  As  to  his  looking  at  him,  it  may  be  observed 
that  he  was  fascinated  by  Mr.  Carker,  and  never 
took  his  round  eyes  off  him  for  an  instant. 

"An't  you  a  thief?"  said  Mr.  Carker,  with 
his  hands  behind  him  in  his  pockets. 

"  No,  sir,"  pleaded  Rob. 

"  You  are  !"  said  Mr.  Carker. 

"  I  an't  indeed,  sir,"  whimpered  Rob.  "  I 
never  did  such  a  thing  as  thieve,  sir,  if  you'll 
believe  me.  I  know  I've  been  going  wrong, 
sir,  ever  since  I  took  to  bird-catching  and  walk- 
ing-matching. I'm  sure  a  cove  might  think," 
said  Mr.  Toodle  junior,  with  a  burst  of  peni- 
tence, "  that  singing  birds  was  innocent  com- 
pany, but  nobody  knows  what  harm  is  in  them 
little  creeturs,  and  what  they  brings  you  down 
to." 

They  seemed  to  have  brought  Imn  down  to  a 
velveteen  jacket  and  trousers  very  much  the 
worse  for  wear,  a  particularly  small  red  waistcoat 
like  a  gorget,  an  interval  of  blue  check,  and  the 
hat  before  mentioned. 

"  I  an't  been  home  twenty  times  since  then^ 
birds  got  their  will  of  me,"  said   Rob,   "  and 
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that's  ten  months.  How  can  I  go  home  when 
everybody's  miserable  to  see  me  ?  I  wonder," 
said  Biler,  blubbering  outright,  and  smearing 
his  eyes  with  his  coat-cuff,  "  that  I  haven't  been 
and  drownded  myself  over  and  over  again." 
Ail  of  which,  including  his  expression  of  sur- 


prise at  not  having  achieved  this  last  scarce  per- 
formance, the  boy  said  just  as  if  the  teeth  of 
Mr.  Carker  drew  it  out  of  him,  and  he  had  no 
power  of  concealing  anything  with  that  battery 
of  attraction  in  fuL  pla)'. 

"  You're  a  nice  young  gentleman  !  "  said  Mr. 


"LET  YOU  alone!"  SAID  MR.  CARKER.  "WHAT!  I  HAVE  GOT  YOU,  HAVE  I.'"  THERE  WAS  NO  DOUBT 
OF  THAT,  AND  TIGHTLY  TOO.  "YOU  DOG,"  SAID  MR.  CAKKER,  THROUGH  HIS  SET  JAWS,  "I'LL 
STRANGLE    YOU ! " 


Carker,   shaking   his   head    at   him.     "There's 
hemp  seed  sown  for  you,  my  fine  fellow  I " 

"  I'm  sure,  sir,"  returned  the  wretched  Biler, 
bluljbering  again,  and  again  having  recourse  to 
his  coat-cuff,  "  I  shouldn't  care,  sometimes,  if  it 


was  growed  too.  My  misfortunes  all  began  in 
wagging,  sir  ;  but  what  could  I  do,  exceptin' 
wag  ?  " 

'•  Excepting  what  ?  "  .said  Mr.  Carker. 

"  \Vag,  sir.     Wagging  from  school." 
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"  Do  you  mean  pretending  to  go  there,  and 
not  going  ?  "  said  Mr.  Carker. 

"  Yes,  sir,  tliat's  wagging,  sir,"  returned  the 
quondam  Grinder,  much  affected.  "  I  was 
chivied  through  the  streets,  sir,  when  I  went 
there,  and  pounded  when  I  got  there.  So  I 
wagged,  and  hid  myself,  and  that  began  it." 

"  And  you  mean  to  tell  me,"  said  Mr.  Carker, 
taking  him  by  the  throat  again,  holding  him  out 
at  arm's  length,  and  surveying  him  in  silence  for 
some  moments,  "  that  you  want  a  place,  do 
you?" 

"I  should  be  thankful  to  be  tried,  sir," returned 
Toodle  junior  faintly. 

Mr.  Carker  the  manager  pushed  him  back- 
wards into  a  corner — the  boy  submitting  quietly, 
hardly  venturing  to  breathe,  and  never  once 
removing  his  eyes  from  his  face — and  rang  the 
bell. 

"  Tell  Mr.  Gills  to  come  here." 

Mr.  Perch  was  too  deferential  to  express  sur- 
prise or  recognition  of  the  figure  in  the  corner ; 
and  Uncle  Sol  appeared  immediately. 

"  !Mr.  Gills  !"  said  Carker  w'ith  a  smile,  "sit 
down.  How  do  you  do  ?  You  continue  to 
enjoy  your  health,  I  hope  ?  " 

"Thank  you,  sir,"  returned  Uncle  Sol,  taking 
out  his  pocket-book,  and  handing  over  some 
notes  as  he  spoke.  "  Nothing  ails  me  in  body 
but  old  age.     Twenty-five,  sir." 

"  You  are  as  punctual  and  exact,  Mr.  Gills," 
replied  the  smiling  manager,  taking  a  paper  from 
one  of  his  many  drawers,  and  making  an  endorse- 
ment on  it,  while  Uncle  Sol  looked  over  him, 
"  as  one  of  your  own  chronometers.  Quite 
right." 

"  The  Son  and  Heir  has  not  been  spoken,  I 
find  by  the  list,  sir,"  said  Uncle  Sol,  with  a  slight 
addition  to  the  usual  tremor  in  his  voice. 

"The  Son  and  Heir  has  not  been  spoken," 
returned  Carker.  "  There  seems  to  have  been 
tempestuous  weather,  Mr.  Gills,  and  she  has 
probably  been  driven  out  of  her  course." 

"  She  is  safe,  I  trust  in  Heaven  ! "  said  old 
Sol. 

"  She  is  safe,  I  trust  in  Heaven  ! "  assented 
Mr.  Carker  in  that  voiceless  manner  of  his  : 
which  made  the  observant  young  Toodle  tremble 
again.  "  Mr.  Gills,"  he  added  aloud,  throwing 
himself  back  in  his  chair,  "  you  must  miss  your 
nephew  very  much  ?  " 

Uncle  Sol,  standing  by  him,  shook  his  head, 
and  heaved  a  deep  sigh. 

"  Mr.  Gills,"  said  Carker,  with  his  soft  hand 
playing  round  his  mouth,  and  looking  up  into 
the  instrument-maker's  face,  "  it  would  be  com- 
pany to  you  to  have  a  young  fellow  in  your  shop 


just  now,  and  it  would  be  obliging  me  if  you 
would  give  one  house  room  for  the  present. 
No,  to  be  sure,"  he  added  quickly,  in  anticipa- 
tion of  what  the  old  man  was  going  to  say, 
"  there's  not  much,  business  doing  there,  I  know  : 
but  you  can  make  him  clean  the  place  out, 
polish  up  the  instruments;  drudge,  Mr.  Gills. 
That's  the  lad  !  " 

Sol  Gills  jnilled  down  his  spectacles  from  his 
forehead  to  his  eyes,  and  looked  at  Toodle 
junior  standing  upright  in  the  corner :  his  head 
presenting  the  appearance  (which  it  always  did) 
of  having  been  newly  drawn  out  of  a  bucket  of 
cold  water  ;  his  small  waistcoat  rising  and  fall- 
ing quickly  in  the  play  of  his  emotions  ;  and  his 
eyes  intently  fixed  on  Mr.  Carker,  without  the 
least  reference  to  his  proposed  master. 

"  Will  you  give  him  house  room,  Mr.  Gills  ?  " 
said  the  manager. 

Old  Sol,  without  being  quite  enthusiastic  on 
the  subject,  replied  that  he  was  glad  of  any 
opportunity,  however  slight,  to  oblige  Mr. 
Carker,  whose  wish  on  such  a  point  was  a  com- 
mand :  and  that  the  Wooden  ^lidshipman  would 
consider  himself  happy  to  receive  in  his  berth 
any  visitor  of  Mr.  Carker's  selecting. 

Mr.  Carker  bared  himself  to  the  tops  and 
bottoms  of  his  gums  :  making  the  watchful 
Toodle  junior  tremble  more  and  more  :  and 
acknowledged  the  instrument-maker's  politeness 
in  his  most  affable  manner. 

"  I'll  dispose  of  him  so,  then,  Mr.  Gills,"  he 
answered,  rising,  and  shaking  the  old  man  by 
the  hand,  "  until  I  make  up  my  mind  what  to 
do  with  him,  and  what  he  deserves.  As  I  con- 
sider myself  responsible  for  him,  Mr.  Gills," — 
here  he  smiled  a  wide  smile  at  Rob,  who  shook 
before  it, — "  I  shall  be  glad  if  you'll  look  sharply 
after  him,  and  report  his  behaviour  to  me.  I'll 
ask  a  question  or  two  of  his  parents  as  I  ride 
home  this  afternoon — respectable  people — to 
confirm  some  particulars  in  his  own  account  of 
himself;  and  that  done,  Mr.  Gills,  I'll  send  him 
round  to  you  to-morrow  morning.     Good-bye  !" 

His  smile  at  parting  was  so  full  of  teeth,  that 
it  confused  old  Sol,  and  made  him  vaguely 
uncomfortable.  He  went  home,  thinking  of 
raging  seas,  foundering  ships,  drowning  men,  an 
ancient  bottle  of  madeira  never  brought  to  light, 
and  other  dismal  matter. 

"  Now,  boy  !  "  said  Mr.  Carker,  putting  his 
hand  on  young  Toodle's  shoulder,  and  bringing 
him  out  into  the  middle  of  the  room.  "  You 
have  heard  me  ?  " 

Rob  said,  "  Yes,  sir." 

"  Perhaps  you  understand,"  pursued  his 
patron,  "  that  if  you  ever  deceive  or  play  tricks 
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with  me,  you  had  better  have  drowned  yourself 
indeed,  once  for  all,  before  you  came  here  ?" 

There  was  nothing  in  any  branch  of  mental 
acquisition  that  Rob  seemed  to  understand 
better  than  that. 

■"  If  you  have  lied  to  ine,"  said  Mr.  Carker, 
"  in  anything,  never  come  in  my  way  again.  If 
not,  you  may  let  me  find  you  waiting  for  me 
somewhere  near  your  mother's  house  this  after- 
noon. I  shall  leave  this  at  five  o'clock,  and 
ride  there  on  horseback.  Now,  give  me  the 
address." 

Rob  repeated  it  slowly,  as  Mr.  Carker  wrote 
it  down.  Rob  even  spelt  it  over  a  second  time, 
letter  by  letter,  as  if  he  thought  that  the  omis- 
sion of  a  dot  or  scratch  would  lead  to  his  de- 
struction. Mr.  Carker  then  handed  him  out  of 
the  room  :  and  Rob,  keeping  his  round  eyes 
fixed  upon  his  patron  to  the  last,  vanished  for 
the  time  being. 

Mr.  Carker  the  manager  did  a  great  deal  of 
business  in  the  course  of  the  day,  and  bestowed 
his  teeth  upon  a  great  many  people.  In  the 
office,  in  the  court,  in  the  street,  and  on  'Change, 
they  glistened  and  bristled  to  a  terrible  extent. 
Five  o'clock  arriving,  and  with  it  Mr.  Carker's 
bay  horse,  they  got  on  horseback,  and  went 
gleaming  up  Cheapside. 

As  no  one  can  easily  ride  fast,  even  if  inclined 
to  do  so,  through  the  press  and  throng  of  the 
City  at  that  hour,  and  as  Mr.  Carker  was  not 
inclined,  he  went  leisurely  along,  picking  his 
way  among  the  carts  and  carriages,  avoiding, 
whenever  he  could,  the  wetter  and  more  dirty 
places  in  the  over-watered  road,  and  taking 
infinite  pains  to  keep  himself  and  his  steed  clean. 
Clancing  at  the  passers-by  while  he  was  thus  am- 
bhng  on  his  way,  he  suddenly  encountered  the 
round  eyes  of  the  sleek-headed  Rob  intently 
fixed  upon  his  face  as  if  they  had  never  been 
taken  off,  while  the  boy  himself,  with  a  pocket- 
handkerchief  twisted  up  like  a  speckled  eel,  and 
girded  round  his  waist,  made  a  very  conspicuous 
demonstration  of  being  prepared  to  attend  upon 
him,  at  whatever  pace  he  might  think  proper 
to  go. 

This  attention,  however  flattering,  being  one 
of  an  unusual  kind,  and  attracting  some  notice 
Irom  the  other  passengers,  Mr.  Carker  took  ad- 
vantage of  a  clearer  thoroughfare  and  a  cleaner 
road,  and  broke  into  a  trot.  Rob  immediately 
did  the  same.  Mr.  Carker  presently  tried  a 
canter ;  Rob  was  still  in  attendance.  Then  a 
short  gallop ;  it  was  all  one  to  the  boy.  When- 
ever Mr.  Carker  turned  his  eyes  to  that  side  of 
the  road,  he  still  saw  Toodle  junior  holding  his 
course,  apparently  without  distress,  and  working 


himself  along  by  the  elbows  after  the  inost  ap- 
proved manner  of  professional  gentlemen  who 
get  over  the  ground  for  wagers. 

Ridiculous  as  this  attendance  was,  it  was  a 
sign  of  an  influence  established  over  the  boy, 
and  therefore  Mr.  Carker,  affecting  not  to  notice 
it,  rode  away  into  the  neighbourhood  of  Mr. 
'I'bodle's  house.  On  his  slackening  his  pace 
here,  Rob  appeared  before  him  to  point  out  the 
turnings;  and  when  he  called  to  a  man  at  a 
neighbouring  gateway  to  hold  his  horse,  pending 
his  visit  to  the  Buildings  that  had  succeeded 
Staggs's  Gardens,  Rob  dutifully  held  the  stirrup 
while  the  manager  dismounted. 

"  Now,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  taking  him  by 
the  shoulder,  "  come  along  !  " 

The  prodigal  son  was  evidently  nervous  of 
visiting  the  parental  abode :  but  Mr.  Carker 
pushing  him  on  before,  he  had  nothing  for  it  but 
to  open  the  right  door,  and  suffer  himself  to  be 
walked  into  the  midst  of  his  brothers  and  sisters, 
mustered  in  overwhelming  force  round  the  family 
tea-table.  At  sight  of  the  prodigal  in  the  grasp 
of  a  stranger,  these  tender  relations  united  m 
a  general  howl,  which  sinote  upon  the  prodi- 
gal's breast  so  sharply  when  he  saw  his  mother 
stand  up  among  them,  pale  and  trembling,  with 
the  baby  in  her  arms,  that  he  lent  his  own  voice 
to  the  chorus. 

Nothing  doubting  now  that  the  stranger,  if 
not  Mr.  Ketch  in  person,  was  one  of  that  com- 
pany, the  whole  of  the  young  family  wailed  the 
louder,  while  its  more  infantine  members,  unable 
to  control  the  transports  of  emotion  appertaining 
to  their  time  of  life,  threw  themselves  on  their 
backs  like  young  birds  when  terrified  by  a  hawk, 
and  kicked  violently.  At  length,  poor  Polly, 
making  herself  audible,  said,  with  quivering  lips, 
"  Oh,  Rob,  my  poor  boy,  what  have  you  done  at 
last?" 

"  Nothing,  mother,"  cried  Bob  in  a  piteous 
voice  ;  "  ask  the  gentleman  !  " 

"  Don't  be  alarmed,"  said  Mr.  Carker ;  "  I 
want  to  do  him  good." 

At  this  announcement,  Polly,  who  had  not 
cried  yet,  began  to  do  so.  The  eliler  Toodies, 
who  appeared  to  have  been  meditating  a  rescue, 
unclenched  their  fists.  The  younger  Toodies 
clustered  round  their  mother's  gown,  and  peeped 
from  under  their  own  chubby  arms  at  their  des- 
jjerado  brother  and  his  unknown  friend.  Every- 
Ijody  blessed  the  gentleman  with  the  beautiful 
teeth,  who  wanted  to  do  good. 

"  This  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Carker  to  Polly,  giving 
him  a  gentle  shake,  "  is  your  son,  eh,  ma'am  ?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  sobbed  Polly,  with  a  curtsy ;  "yes, 
sir." 
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"  A  bad  son,  I  am  afraid  ?"  said  Mr.  Carker. 

"  Never  a  bad  son  to  me,  sir,"  returned  Polly. 

"To  whom,  then?"  demanded  Mr.  Carker. 

"  He  has  been  a  little  wild,  sir,"  replied  Polly, 
checking  the  baby,  who  was  making  convulsive 
efforts  with  his  arms  and  legs  to  launch  himself 
on  Biler,  through  the  ambient  air,  "  and  has  gone 
with  wrong  companions ;  but  I  hope  he  has 
.seen  the  misery  of  that,  sir,  and  will  do  well 
again." 

Mr.  Carker  looked  at  Polly,  and  the  clean 
room  and  the  clean  children,  and  the  simple 
Toodle  face,  combined  of  father  and  mother, 
that  was  reflected  and  repeated  everywhere 
about  him :  and  seemed  to  have  achieved  the 
real  purpose  of  his  visit. 

"  Your  husband,  I  take  it,  is  not  at  home  ?  " 
he  said. 

"  No,  sir,"  replied  Polly.  "  He's  down  the 
line  at  present." 

The  prodigal  Rob  seemed  very  much  relieved 
to  hear  it :  though  still,  in  the  absorption  of  all 
his  faculties  in  his  patron,  he  hardly  took  his 
eyes  from  Mr.  Carker's  face,  unless  for  a  moment 
at  a  time  to  steal  a  sorrowful  glance  at  his 
mother. 

"  Then,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  "  I'll  tell  you  how 
I  have  stumbled  on  this  boy  of  yours,  and  who 
I  am,  and  what  I  am  going  to  do  for  him." 

This  Mr.  Carker  did  in  his  own  way  :  saying 
that  he  at  first  intended  to  have  accumulated 
nameless  terrois  on  his  presumptuous  head,  for 
coming  to  the  whereabout  of  Dombey  and  Son. 
That  he  had  relented,  in  consideration  of  his 
youth,  his  professed  contrition,  and  his  friends. 
That  he  w-as  afraid  he  took  a  rash  step  in  doing 
anything  for  the  boy,  and  one  that  might  e.vpose 
him  to  the  censure  of  the  prudent ;  but  that  he 
did  it  of  himself  and  for  himself,  and  risked  the 
consequences  single-handed  ;  and  that  his  mo- 
ther's past  connection  with  Mr.  Dombey 's  family 
had  nothing  to  do  with  it,  and  that  Mr.  Dombey 
had  nothing  to  do  with  it,  but  that  he,  Mr. 
Carker,  was  the  be-all  and  the  end-all  of  this 
business.  Taking  great  credit  to  himself  for  his 
goodness,  and  receiving  no  less  from  all  the 
lamily  then  present,  Mr.  Carker  signified,  indi- 
rectly, but  still  pretty  plainly,  that  Rob's  implicit 
fidelity,  attachment,  and  devotion  were  for  ever- 
more his  due,  and  the  least  homage  he  could 
receive.  ^  And  with  this  great  truth  Rob  himself 
was  so  impressed,  that,  standing  gazing  on  his 
patron  with  tears  rolling  down  his  cheeks,  he 
nodded  his  shiny  head  until  it  seemed  almost  as 
loose  as  it  had  done  under  the  same  patron's 
hands  that  morning. 

Polly,  who  had  passed  Heaven  knows  how 


many  sleepless  nights  on  account  of  this  her 
dissipated  first-born,  and  had  not  seen  him  for 
weeks  and  weeks,  could  have  almost  kneeled  to 
Mr.  Carker  the  manager,  as  to  a  good  spirit — in 
spite  of  his  teeth.  But  Mr.  Carker  rising  to 
depart,  she  only  thanked  him  with  her  mother's 
prayers  and  blessings ;  thanks  so  rich,  when 
paid  out  of  the  heart's  mint,  especially  for  any 
service  Mr.  Carker  had  rendered,  that  he  might 
have  given  back  a  large  amount  of  change,  and 
yet  been  overpaid. 

As  that  gentleman  made  his  way  among  the 
crowding  children  to  the  door,  Rob  retreated  on 
his  mother,  and  took  her  and  the  baby  in  the 
same  repentant  hug. 

"  ril  try  hard,  dear  mother,  now.  Upon  my 
soul  I  will !  "  said  Rob. 

"  Oh,  do,  my  dear  boy  !  I  am  sure  you  will, 
for  our  sakes  and  your  own  !  "  cried  Polly,  kiss- 
ing him.  "  But  you're  coming  back  to  speak  to 
me,  when  you  have  seen  the  gentleman  away  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  mother."  Rob  hesitated,  and 
looked  down.  "  Father — when's  he  coming 
home  ?  " 

"  Not  till  two  o'clock  to-morrow  morning." 

"  ril  come  back,  mother  dear  ! "  cried  Rob. 
And  passing  through  the  shrill  cry  of  his  brothers 
and  sisters  in  reception  of  this  jiromise,  he  fol- 
lowed Mr.  Carker  out. 

"  What !  "  said  Mr.  Carker,  who  had  heard 
this.     "  You  have  a  bad  father,  have  you  ?  " 

"  No,  sir  !  "  returned  Rob,  amazed.  "  There 
ain't  a  better  nor  a  kinder  father  going  than 
mine  is." 

"  Why  don't  you  want  to  see  him,  then  ? " 
inquired  his  patron. 

"  There's  such  a  difference  between  a  father 
and  a  mother,  sir,"  said  Rob  after  faltering  for  a 
moment.  "  He  couldn't  hardly  believe  yet  that 
I  was  going  to  do  better — though  I  know  he'd 
try  to — but  a  mother — she  always  believes  what's 
good,  sir  ;  at  least,  I  know  my  mother  does,  God 
bless  her  !  " 

Mr.  Carker's  mouth  expanded,  but  he  said  no 
more  until  he  was  mounted  on  his  horse,  and 
had  dismissed  the  man  who  held  it,  when,  look- 
ing down  from  the  saddle  steadily  into  the 
attentive  and  watchful  face  of  the  boy,  he  said  ; 

"You'll  come  to  me  to-morrow  morning,  and 
you  shall  be  shown  where  that  old  gentleman 
lives ;  that  old  gentleman  who  was  with  me  this 
morning ;  where  you  are  going,  as  you  heard  me 
say." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  returned  Rob. 

"  I  have  a  great  interest  in  that  old  gentleman, 
and,  in  serving  him,  you  serve  me,  boy,  do  you 
understand  .''     U'ell,"  he  added,  interrupting  him, 
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for  he  saw  his  round  face  brighten  when  he  was 
told  that;  "  I  see  you  do.  I  want  to  know  all 
about  that  old  gentleman,  and  how  he  goes  on 
from  day  to  day — for  I  am  anxious  to  be  of 
service  to  him — and  especially  who  comes  there 
to  see  him.     Do  you  understand  ?  " 

Rob  nodded  his  steadfast  face,  and  said, 
■"  Yes,  sir,"  again. 

"  I  should  like  to  know  that  he  has  friends 
who  are  attentive  to  him,  and  that  they  don't 
desert  him — for  he  lives  very  mucli  alone  now, 
poor  fellow  ;  but  that  they  are  fond  of  him,  and 
of  his  nephew  who  has  gone  abroad.  There  is 
a  very  young  lady  who  may  jierliaps  come  to  see 
Jiim.     I  want  particularly  to  know  all  about /;«•." 

"  I'll  take  care,  sir,"  said  the  boy. 

"  And  take  care,"  returned  his  patron,  bending 
forward  to  advance  his  grinning  face  closer  to 
the  boy's,  and  pat  him  on  the  shoulder  with  the 
handle  of  his  whip  :  "  take  care  you  talk  about 
affairs  of  mine  to  nobody  but  me." 

"To  nobody  in  the  world,  sir,"  replied  Rob, 
shaking  his  head. 

.  "  Neither  there,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  pointing  to 
the  place  they  had  just  left,  "  nor  anywhere  else. 
I'll  try  how  true  and  grateful  you  can  be.  I'll 
prove  you !  "  Making  this,  by  his  display  of 
teeth  and  by  the  action  of  his  head,  as  much  a 
threat  as  a  promise,  he  turned  from  Rob's  eyes, 
which  were  nailed  upon  him  as  if  he  had  won 
the  boy  by  a  charm,  body  and  soul,  and  rode 
away.  But  again  becoming  conscious,  after 
trotting  a  short  distance,  that  his  devoted  hench- 
man, girt  as  before,  was  yielding  him  the  same 
attendance,  to  the  great  amusement  of  sundry 
spectators,  he  reined  up,  and  ordered  him  off. 
To  insure  his  obedience,  he  turned  in  the  saddle 
and  watched  him  as  he  retired.  It  was  curious 
to  see  that  even  then  Rob  could  not  keep  his 
eyes  wholly  averted  from  his  patron's  face,  but, 
constantly  turning  and  turning  again  to  look 
after  him,  involved  himself  in  a  tempest  of 
buftetings  and  jostlings  from  the  other  passengers 
in  the  street :  of  which,  in  the  pursuit  of  the  one 
paramount  idea,  he  was  perfectly  heedless. 

Mr.  Carker  the  manager  rode  on  at  a  foot- 
pace, with  the  easy  air  of  one  who  had  performed 
all  the  business  of  the  day  in  a  satisfactory  man- 
ner, and  got  it  comfortably  oft"  his  mind.  Com- 
placent and  aflable  as  man  could  be,  Mr.  Carker 
picked  his  way  along  the  streets,  and  hummed  a 
soft  tune  as  he  went.  lie  seemed  to  purr  :  he 
was  so  glad. 

And  in  some  sort,  Mr.  Carker,  in  his  fancy, 
basked  upon  a  heartli,  too.  Coiled  up  snugly 
at  certain  feet,  he  was  ready  for  a  spring,  or  for 
'a  tear,  or  for  a  scratch,  cr  for  a  velvet  touch,  as 
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the  humour  took  him  and  occasion  served.  Was 
there  any  bird  in  a  cage  that  came  in  for  a  share 
of  his  regards  ? 

"  A  very  young  lady  !  "  thought  Mr.  Carker 
the  manager,  through  his  song.  "  Ay  !  when  I 
saw  her  last,  she  was  a  little  child.  With  dark 
eyes  and  hair,  I  recollect,  and  a  good  face ;  a 
very  good  face  !     I  dare  say  she's  pretty." 

More  affable  and  pleasant  yet,  and  humming 
his  song  until  his  many  teeth  vibrated  to  it,  Mr. 
Carker  picked  his  way  along,  and  turned  at  last 
into  the  shady  street  where  Mr.  Dombey's  house 
stood.  He  had  been  so  busy,  winding  webs 
round  good  faces,  and  obscuring  them  with 
meshes,  that  he  hardly  thought  of  being  at 
this  point  of  his  ride,  until  glancing  down  the 
cold  perspective  of  tall  houses,  he  reined  in  his 
horse  quickly  within  a  few  yards  of  the  door. 
But  to  explain  why  Mr.  Carker  reined  in  his 
horse  quickly,  and  what  he  looked  at  in  no  small 
surprise,  a  few  digressive  words  are  necessar)-. 

Mr.  Toots,  emancipated  from  the  Blimbcr 
thraldom,  and  coming  into  the  possession  of  a 
certain  portion  of  his  worldly  wealth,  "  which," 
as  he  had  been  wont,  during  his  last  half-year's 
probation,  to  communicate  to  Mr.  Feeder  every 
evening  as  a  new  discovery,  "  the  executors 
couldn't  keep  him  out  of,"  had  applied  himselt, 
with  great  diligence,  to  the  science  of  Life. 
Fired  with  a  noble  emulation  to  pursue  a  bril- 
liant and  distinguished  career,  Mr.  Toots  had 
furnished  a  choice  set  of  apartments ;  had  esta- 
blished among  them  a  sporting  bower,  embel- 
lished with  the  portraits  of  winning  horses,  in 
which  he  took  no  particle  of  interest ;  and  a 
divan,  which  made  him  poorly.  In  tiiis  delicious 
abode  Mr.  Toots  devoted  himself  to  the  culti- 
vation of  those  gentle  arts  which  refine  and 
humanise  existence,  his  chief  instructor  in  whicli 
was  an  interesting  character  called  the  Game 
Chicken,  who  v/as  always  to  be  heard  of  at  the 
bar  of  the  Black  Badger,  wore  a  shaggy  white 
great-coat  in  the  warmest  weather,  and  knocked 
]\Ir.  Toots  about  the  head  three  times  a  week, 
for  the  small  consideration  of  ten-and-six  per 
visit. 

The  Game  Chicken,  who  was  quite  the  Apollo 
of  Mr.  Toots's  Pantheon,  had  introduced  to  him 
a  marker  who  taught  billiards,  a  Life  Guard  who 
taught  fencing,  a  job-master  who  taught  riding, 
a  Cornish  gentleman  who  was  up  to  anything  in 
the  athletic  line,  and  two  or  three  other  friends 
connected  no  less  intimately  with  the  fine  arts. 
Under  whose  auspices  Mr.  Toots  could  hardly 
fail  to  improve  apace,  and  under  whose  tuition 
lie  went  to  work. 

But,  however  it  came  about,  it  came  to  pass, 
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even  while  these  gentlemen  had  the  gloss  of 
novelty  upon  them,  that  Mr.  Toots  felt,  he  didn't 
know  how,  unsettled  and  uneasy.  There  were 
husks  in  his  corn,  that  even  Game  Chickens 
couldn't  peck  up ;  gloomy  giants  in  his  leisure, 
that  even  Game  Chickens  couldn't  knock  down. 
Nothing  seemed  to  do  Mr.  Toots  so  much  good 
as  incessantly  leaving  cards  at  Mr.  Dombey's 
door.  No  tax-gatherer  in  the  British  dominions 
— that  widespread  territory  on  which  the  sun 
never  sets,  and  where  the  tax-gatherer  never  goes 
to  bed — was  more  regular  and  persevering  in 
his  calls  than  Mr.  Toots. 

Mr.  Toots  never  went  up-stairs ;  and  always 
performed  the  same  ceremonies,  richly  dressed 
for  the  purpose,  at  the  hall-door. 

"  Oh !  Good  morning  !  "  would  be  Mr. 
Toots's  first  remark  to  the  servant.  "  For  !Mr. 
Dorabey,"  would  be  Mr.  Toots's  next  remark, 
as  he  handed  in  a  card.  "  For  Miss  Dombey," 
would  be  his  next,  as  he  handed  in  another. 

Mr.  Toots  would  then  turn  round  as  if  to  go 
away ;  but  the  man  knew  him  by  this  time,  and 
knew  he  wouldn't. 

"  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon,"  Mr.  Toots  would 
say,  as  if  a  thought  had  suddenly  descended  on 
him.     "  Is  the  young  woman  at  home  ?  " 

The  man  would  rather  think  she  was,  but 
wouldn't  quite  know.  Then  he  would  ring  a 
bell  that  rang  up-stairs,  and  would  look  up  the 
staircase,  and  would  say,  Yes,  she  was  at  home, 
and  was  coming  down.  Then  Miss  Nipper 
would  appear,  and  the  man  would  retire. 

"  Oh  !  How  de  do  ?  "  Mr.  Toots  would  say, 
with  a  chuckle  and  a  blush. 

Susan  would  thank  him,  and  say  she  was  very 
Tvell. 

"  How's  Diogenes  going  on  ?  "  would  be  Mr. 
Toots's  second  interrogation. 

Very  well  indeed.  Miss  Florence  was  fonder 
and  fonder  of  him  every  day.  Mr.  Toots  was 
sure  to  hail  this  with  a  burst  of  chuckles,  like 
the  opening  of  a  bottle  of  some  effervescent 
beverage. 

"  Miss  Florence  is  quite  well,  sir,"  Susan 
would  add. 

"  Ob,  it's  of  no  consequence,  thankee,"  was 
the  invariable  reply  of  Toots  ;  and,  when  he 
had  said  so,  he  always  went  away  very  fast. 

Now,  it  is  certain  that  Mr.  Toots  had  a  filmy 
something  in  his  mind,  which  led  him  to  con- 
clude that  if  he  could  aspire  successfully,  in  the 
fulness  of  time,  to  the  hand  of  Florence,  he 
-  would  be  fortunate  and  blessed.  It  is  certain 
that  Mr.  Toots,  by  some  remote  and  roundabout 
road,  had  got  to  that  point,  and  that  there  he 
made  a  stand.     His  heart  was  wounded ;  he  was 


touched;  he  was  in  love.  He  had  made  a 
desperate  attempt  one  night,  and  had  sat  up  all 
night  for  the  purpose,  to  write  an  acrostic  on 
Florence,  which  affected  him  to  tears  in  the  con- 
ception. But  he  never  proceeded  in  the  execu- 
tion further  than  the  words,  '•  For  when  I  gaze  " 
— the  flow  of  imagination  in  which  he  had  pre- 
viously written  down  the  initial  letters  of  the 
other  seven  lines  deserting  him  at  that  point. 

Beyond  devising  that  very  artful  and  politic 
measure  of  leaving  a  card  for  Mr.  Dombey 
daily,  the  brain  of  Mr.  Toots  had  not  worked 
much  in  reference  to  the  subject  that  held  his 
feelings  prisoner.  But  deep  consideration  at 
length  assured  Mr.  Toots  that  an  important  step 
to  gain  was  the  conciliation  of  Miss  Susan 
Nipper,  preparatory  to  giving  her  some  inkling 
of  his  state  of  mind. 

A  little  light  and  playful  gallantry  towards 
this  lady  seemed  the  means  to  employ,  in  that 
early  chapter  of  the  history,  for  winning  her  to 
his  interests.  Not  being  able  quite  to  make  up 
his  mind  about  it,  he  consulted  the  Chicken — 
without  taking  that  gentleman  into  his  con- 
fidence ;  merely  informing  him  that  a  friend  in 
Yorkshire  had  written  to  him  (Mr.  Toots)  for 
his  opinion  on  such  a  question.  The  Chicken 
replying  that  his  opinion  always  was,  "  Go  in 
and  win,"  and  further,  "  When  your  man's  before 
you,  and  your  work  cut  out,  go  in  and  do  it," 
Mr.  Toots  considered  this  a  figurative  way  of 
supporting  his  own  view  of  the  case,  and  hero- 
ically resolved  to  kiss  Miss  Nipper  next  day. 

Upon  the  next  day,  therefore,  Mr.  Toots, 
putting  into  requisition  some  of  the  greatest 
marvels  that  Burgess  and  Co.  had  ever  turned 
out,  went  off  to  Idr.  Dombey's  upon  this  design. 
But  his  heart  failed  him  so  much  as  he  approached 
the  scene  of  action,  that,  although  he  arrived  on 
the  ground  at  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  it 
was  six  before  he  knocked  at  the  door. 

Everything  happened  as  usual,  down  to  the 
point  when  Susan  said  her  young  mistress  was 
well,  and  Mr.  Toots  said  it  was  of  no  conse- 
quence. To  her  amazement,  Mr.  Toots,  instead 
of  going  off  like  a  rocket,  after  that  observation, 
lingered  and  chuckled. 

"  Perhaps  you'd  like  to  walk  up-stairs,  sir  ?  " 
said  Susan. 

"  AVell,  I  think  I  will  come  in  ! "  said  Mr. 
Toots. 

But,  instead  of  walking  up-stairs,  the  bold 
Toots  made  an  awkward  plunge  at  Susan  when 
the  door  was  shut,  and  embracing  that  fair  crea- 
ture, kissed  her  on  the  cheek. 

"  Go  along  with  you  !  "  cried  Susan,  "  or  I'll 
tear  your  eyes  out." 
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"  Just  another  !  "  said  ]\Ir.  Toots. 

"Go  along  with  you!"  exclaimed  Susan, 
giving  him  a  push.  ''  Innocents  like  you,  too  ! 
Who'll  begin  next  ?     Go  along,  sir  !  " 

Susan  was  not  in  any  serious  strait,  for  she 
could  hardly  speak  for  laughing  ;  but  Diogenes, 
on  the  staircase,  hearing  a  rustling  against  the 
wall,  and  a  shuffling  of  foet,  and  seeing  through 
the  banisters  that  there  was  some  contention 
going  on,  and  foreign  invasion  in  the  house, 
formed  a  different  opinion,  dashed  down  to  the 
rescue,  and  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  had  Mr. 
Toots  by  the  leg. 

Susan  screamed,  laughed,  opened  the  street-' 
door,  and  ran  down-stairs ;  the  bold  Toots 
tumbled  staggering  out  into  the  street,  with 
Diogenes  holding  on  to  one  leg  of  his  pantaloons, 
as  if  Burgess  and  Co.  were  his  cooks,  and  had 
provided  that  dainty  morsel  for  his  holiday  en- 
tertainment ;  Diogenes,  shaken  off,  rolled  over 
and  over  in  the  dust,  got  up  again,  whirled 
round  the  giddy  Toots,  and  snapped  at  him  : 
and  all  this  turmoil,  Mr.  Carker,  reining  up  his 
horse  and  sitting  a  little  at  a  distance,  saw,  to 
his  amazement,  issue  from  the  stately  house  of 
Mr.  Dombey. 

Mr.  Carker  remained  watching  the  discomfited 
Toots,  when  Diogenes  was  called  in,  and  the 
door  shut :  and  while  that  gentleman,  taking 
refuge  in  a  doorway  near  at  hand,  bound  up  the 
torn  leg  of  his  pantaloons  with  a  costly  silk 
handkerchief  that  had  formed  part  of  his  expen- 
sive outfit  for  the  adventure. 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Carker, 
riding  up,  with  his  most  propitiatory  smile.  "  I 
hope  you  are  not  hurt  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,  thank  you,"  replied  Mr.  Toots,  rais- 
ing his  flushed  face  ;  "  it's  of  no  consequence." 
Mr.  Toots  would  have  signified,  if  he  could,  that 
he  liked  it  very  much. 

"  If  the  dog's  teeth  have  entered  the  leg, 
sir "  began  Carker,  with  a  display  of  his  own. 

"No,  thank  you,"  said  Mr.  Toots ;  "it's  all 
quite  right.     It's  very  comfortable,  thank  you." 

"  I  have  the  pleasure  of  knowing  Mr.  Dombey," 
observed  Carker. 

"Have  you  though?"  rejoined  the  blushing 
Toots. 

"  And  you  will  allow  me,  perhaps,  to  apolo- 
gise, in  his  absence,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  taking 
off  his  hat,  "for  such  a  misadventure,  and  to 
wonder  how  it  can  possibly  have  happened." 

Mr.  Toots  is  so  much  gratified  by  this  polite- 
ness, and  the  lucky  chance  of  making  friends 
with  a  friend  of  Mr,  Dombey,  that  he  pulls  out 
tiis  card-case,  which  he  never  loses  an  oppor- 
tunity of  using,  and  hands  his  name  and  address 


to  Mr.  Carker :  who  responds  to  that  courtesy 
by  giving  him  his  own,  and  with  that  they  part. 

As  Mr.  Carker  picks  his  way  so  softly  past 
the  house,  glancing  up  at  the  windows,  and  try- 
ing to  make  out  the  pensive  face  behind  the 
curtain,  looking  at  the  children  opposite,  the 
rough  head  of  Diogenes  came  clambering  up 
close  by  it,  and  the  dog,  regardless  of  all  sooth- 
ing, barks  and  growls,  and  makes  at  him  from 
that  height,  as  if  he  would  spring  down  and  tear 
him  limb  from  limb. 

Well  spoken,  Di,  so  near  your  mistress  ! 
Another,  and  another,  with  your  head  up,  your 
eyes  flashing,  and  your  vexed  mouth  worrying 
itself  for  want  of  him  !  Another,  as  he  picks  his 
way  along  !  You  have  a  good  scent,  Di, — cats, 
boy,  cats  ! 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

FLORENCE     SOLITARY,     AND     THE     MIDSHIPMAN 
MYSTERIOUS. 

7^'^LORENCE  lived  alone  in  the  great 
dreary  house,  and  day  succeeded 
day,  and  still  she  lived  alone ;  and 
the  blank  walls  looked  down  upon 
her  with  a  vacant  stare,  as  if  they  had 
a  Gorgon-like  mind  to  stare  her  youth 
and  beauty  into  stone. 

No  magic  dweUing-place  in  magic 
story,  shut  up  in  the  heart  of  a  thick  wood,  was 
ever  more  solitary  and  deserted  to  the  fancy 
than  was  her  father's  mansion  in  its  grim  reality, 
as  it  stood  lowering  on  the  street  :  always  by 
night,  when  lights  were  shining  from  neiglibour 
ing  windows,  a  blot  upon  its  scanty  brightness  ; 
always  by  day  a  frown  upon  its  never-smiling  face. 
There  were  not  two  dragon  sentries  keeping 
ward  before  the  gate  of  this  abode,  as  in  magic 
legend  are  usually  found  on  duty  over  the 
wronged  innocence  imprisoned  :  but  besides  a 
glowering  visage,  with  its  thin  lips  parted 
wickedly,  that  surveyed  all  comers  from  above 
the  archway  of  the  door,  there  was  a  monstrous 
fantasy  of  rusty  iron  curling  and  twisting  like  a 
petrifaction  of  an  arbour  over  the  threshold, 
budding  in  spikes  and  cork-screvv  points,  and 
bearing,  one  on  either  side,  two  ominous  extin- 
guishers, that  seemed  to  say,  "  Who  enter  here, 
leave  light  behind  !  "  There  were  no  talismanic 
characters  engraven  on  the  portal,  but  tlie  liouse 
was  now  so  neglected  in  appearance,  that  boys 
chalked  the  railings  and  the  [>avement — particu- 
larly round  the  corner  where  the  side  wall  was 
—  and  drew  ghosts  on   the  stable-door;    and, 
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Ijeing  sometimes  driven  off  by  Mr.  Towlinson, 
made  portraits  of  him,  in  return,  \vith  Iiis  ears 
growing  out  horizontally  from  under  his  hat. 
Noise  ceased  to  be,  within  the  sliadow  of  the 
roof  The  brass  band  that  came  into  the  street 
once  a  week,  in  the  morning,  never  brayed  a 
note  in  at  those  windows ;  but  all  such  company, 
down  to  a  poor  Httle  piping  organ  of  weak  intel- 
lect, with  an  imbecile  parly  of  automaton  dancers 
waltzing  in  and  out  at  folding  doors,  fell  off  from 
it  with  one  accord,  and  shunned  it  as  a  hopeless 
place. 

The  spell  upon  it  was  more  wasting  than  the 
spell  that  used  to  set  enchanted  houses  sleeping 
once  upon  a  time,  but  left  their  waking  freshness 
unimpaired. 

The  passive  desolation  of  disuse  w'as  every- 
where silently  manifest  about  it.  Within  doors, 
curtains,  drooping  heavily,  lost  their  old  folds 
and  shapes,  and  hung  like  cumbrous  palls. 
Hecatombs  of  furniture,  still  piled  and  covered 
up,  shrunk  like  imprisoned  and  forgotten  men, 
and  changed  insensibly.  Minors  were  dim  as 
with  the  breath  of  years.  Patterns  of  carpets 
faded,  and  became  perplexed  and  faint,  hke  the 
memory  of  those  years'  trifling  incidents.  Boards, 
starting  at  unwonted  footsteps,  creaked  and  shook. 
Keys  rusted  in  the  locks  of  doors.  Damp  started 
on  the  walls,  and,  as  the  stains  came  out,  the 
pictures  seemed  to  go  in  and  secrete  themselves. 
Mildew  and  mould  began  to  lurk  in  closets. 
Fungus-trees  grew  in  corners  of  the  cellars. 
Dust  accumulated,  nobody  knew  whence  nor 
how ;  spiders,  moths,  and  grubs  were  heard  of 
every  day.  An  exploratory  black-beetle  now 
and  then  was  found  immovable  upon  the  stairs, 
or  in  an  upper  room,  as  wondering  how  he  got 
there.  Rats  began  to  squeak  and  scuffle  in  the 
night-time,  through  dark  galleries  they  mined 
behind  the  panellmg. 

The  dreary  magnificence  of  the  state  rooms, 
seen  imperfectly  by  the  doubtful  light  admitted 
through  closed  shutters,  would  have  answered 
well  enough  for  an  enchanted  abode.  Such  as 
the  tarnished  paws  of  gilded  lions,  stealthily  put 
out  from  beneath  their  wrappers ;  the  marble 
lineaments  of  busts  on  pedestals,  fearfully  reveal- 
ing themselves  through  veils;  the  clocks  that 
never  told  the  time,  or,  if  wound  up  by  any  chance, 
told  it  wrong,  and  struck  unearthly  numbers, 
\yhich  are  not  upon  the  dial;  the  accidental 
tinklings  among  the  pendent  lustres,  more 
startling  than  alarm  bells  ;  the  softened  sounds 
and  laggard  air  that  made  their  way  among  these 
objects,  and  a  phantom  crowd  of  others,  shrouded 
and  hooded,  and  made  spectral  of  shape.  But, 
besides,  there  was  the  great  staircase,  where  the 


lord  of  the  place  so  rarely  set  his  foot,  and  by 
which  his  little  child  had  gone  up  to  Heaven. 
There  were  other  staircases  and  passages  where 
no  one  went  for  weeks  together  ;  there  were  two 
closed  rooms  associated  with  dead  members  of 
the  family,  and  with  whispered  recollections  of 
them ;  and,  to  all  the  house  but  Florence,  there 
was  a  gentle  figure  moving  tinough  the  solitude 
and  gloom,  that  gave  to  every  lifeless  thing  a 
touch  of  present  human  interest  and  wonder. 

For  Florence  lived  alone  in  the  deserted 
house,  and  day  succeeded  day,  and  still  she 
lived  alone,  and  the  cold  walls  looked  down 
upon  her  with  a  vacant  stare,  as  if  they  had  a 
Gorgon-like  mind  to  stare  her  youth  and  beauty 
into  stone. 

The  grass  began  to  grow  upon  the  roof,  and  in 
the  crevices  of  the  basement  paving.  A  scaly, 
crumblingvegetationsprouted  round  the  window- 
sills.  Fragments  of  mortar  lost  their  hold  upon  the 
insides  of  the  unused  chimneys,  and  came  drop- 
ping down.  The  two  trees  with  the  smoky  trunks 
were  blighted  high  up,  and  the  withered  branches 
domineered  above  the  leaves.  Through  the  whole 
building,  white  had  turned  yellow,  yellow  nearly 
black ;  and,  since  the  time  when  the  poor  lady 
died,  it  had  slowly  become  a  dark  gap  in  the 
long  monotonous  street. 

But  Florence  bloomed  there,  hke  the  king's 
fair  daughter  in  the  story.  Her  books,  her 
music,  and  her  daily  teachers  were  her  only  real 
companions,  Susan  Nipper  and  Diogenes  ex- 
cepted :  of  whom  the  former,  in  her  attendance 
on  the  studies  of  her  young  mistress,  began  to 
grow  quite  learned  herself,  while  the  latter, 
softened  possibly  by  the  same  influences,  would 
lay  his  head  upon  the  window-ledge,  and  placldl)' 
open  and  shut  his  eyes  upon  the  street,  all 
through  a  summer  morning ;  sometimes  prick- 
ing up  his  head  to  look  with  great  significance 
after  some  noisy  dog  in  a  cart,  who  was  barking 
his  way  along,  and  sometimes,  with  an  exaspe- 
rated and  unaccountable  recolleclionof  his  sup- 
posed enemy  in  the  neighbourhood,  rushing  to 
the  door,  whence,  after  a  deafening  disturbance, 
he  would  come  jogging  back  with  a  ridiculous 
complacency  that  belonged  to  him,  and  lay  his 
jaw  upon  the  window-ledge  again,  with  the  air 
of  a  dog  who  had  done  a  public  service. 

So  Florence  lived  in  her  wilderness  of  a  home, 
within  tlie  circle  of  her  innocent  pursuits  and 
thoughts,  and  nothing  harmed  her.  She  could 
go  down  to  her  father's  rooms  now,  and  think  of 
him,  and  suffer  her  loving  heart  humbly  to  ap- 
proach him,  without  fear  of  repulse.  She  could 
look  upon  the  objects  that  had  surrounded  him 
in  his  sorrow,  and  could  nestle  near  his  chair, 
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and  not  dread  the  glance  that  she  so  well  re- 
membered. She  could  render  him  such  little 
tokens  of  her  duty  and  service  as  putting  every- 
thing in  order  for  him  with  her  own  hands,  bind- 
ing little  nosegays  for  his  table,  changing  them 
as  one  by  one  they  withered  and  he  did  not 
come  back,  preparing  something  for  him  every 
day,  and  leaving  some  timid  mark  of  her  pre- 
sence near  his  usual  seat.  To-day  it  v/as  a  little 
painted  stand  for  his  watch;  to-morrow  she 
would  be  afraid  to  leave  it,  and  would  substitute 
some  other  trifle  of  her  making  not  so  likely  to 
attract  his  eye.  Waking  in  the  night,  perhaps, 
she  would  tremble  at  the  thought  of  his  coming 
home  and  angrily  rejecting  it,  and  would  hurry 
down  with  slippered  feet  and  quickly-beating 
heart,  and  bring  it  away.  At  another  time  she 
would  only  lay  her  face  upon  his  desk,  and  leave 
a  kiss  there,  and  a  tear. 

Still  no  one  knew  of  this.  Unless  the  house- 
hold found  it  out  when  she  was  not  there — and 
they  all  held  Mr.  Dorabey's  rooms  in  awe — it 
was  as  deep  a  secret  in  her  breast  as  what  had 
gone  before  it.  Florence  stole  into  those  rooms 
at  twilight,  early  in  the  morning,  and  at  times 
when  meals  were  served  down-stairs.  And,  al- 
though they  were  in  every  nook  the  better  and 
the  brighter  for  her  care,  she  entered  and  passed 
out  as  quietly  as  any  sunbeam,  excepting  that 
she  left  her  light  behind. 

Shadowy  company  attended  Florence  up  and 
down  the  echoing  house,  and  sat  with  her  in  the 
dismantled  rooms.  As  if  her  life  were  an  en- 
chanted vision,  there  arose  out  of  her  solitude 
ministering  thoughts,  that  made  it  fanciful  and 
unreal.  She  imagined  so  often  what  her  life 
would  have  been  if  her  father  could  have  loved 
her,  and  she  had  been  a  favourite  child,  that 
sometimes,  for  the  moment,  she  almost  believed 
it  was  so,  and,  borne  on  by  the  current  of  that 
pensive  fiction,  seemed  to  remember  how  they 
had  watched  her  brother  in  his  grave  together  ; 
how  they  had  freely  shared  his  heart  between 
them  ;  how  they  vi'ere  united  in  the  dear  remem- 
brance of  him  ;  how  they  often  spoke  about  him 
yet ;  and  her  kind  father,  looking  at  her  gently, 
told  her  of  their  common  hope  and  trust  in  God. 
At  other  times  she  pictured  to  herself  her  mother 
yet  alive.  And  oh,  the  happiness  of  falling  on 
her  neck,  and  clinging  to  her  with  the  love  and 
confidence  of  all  her  soul  !  And  oh,  the  deso- 
lation of  the  solitary  house  again,  with  evening 
coming  on,  and  no  one  there  ! 

But  there  was  one  thought,  scarcely  shaped 
out  to  herself,  yet  fervent  and  ^strong  within  her, 
that  upheld  Florence  when  she  strove,  and  filled 
her  true  young  heart,  so  sorely  tried,  with  con- 


stancy of  purpose.  Into  her  mind,  as  into  all 
others  contending  with  the  great  affliction  of  our 
mortal  nature,  there  had  stolen  solemn  wonder- 
ings  and  hopes,  arising  in  the  dim  world  beyond 
the  present  life,  and  murmuring,  like  faint  music, 
of  recognition  in  the  far-off  land  between  her 
brother  and  her  mother :  of  some  present  con- 
sciousness in  both  of  her :  some  love  and  com- 
miseration for  her :  and  some  knowledge  of  her 
as  she  went  her  way  upon  the  earth.  It  was  a 
soothing  consolation  to  Florence  to  give  shelter 
to  these  thoughts,  until  one  day — it  was  soon 
after  she  had  last  seen  her  father  in  his  own 
room,  late  at  night — the  fancy  came  upon  her, 
that,  in  weeping  for  his  alienated  heart,  she 
might  stir  the  spirits  of  the  dead  against  him. 
Wild,  weak,  childish  as  it  may  have  been  to 
think  so,  and  to  tremble  at  the  half-formed 
thought,  it  was  the  impulse  of  her  loving  nature  ; 
and  from  that  hour  Florence  strove  against  the 
cruel  wound  in  her  breast,  and  tried  to  think  of 
him  whose  hand  had  made  it  only  with  hope. 

Her  father  did  not  know — she  held  to  it  from 
that  time — how  much  she  loved  him.  She  was 
very  young,  and  had  no  mother,  and  had  never 
learned,  by  some  fault  or  misfortune,  how  to 
express  to  him  that  she  loved  him.  She  would 
be  patient,  and  would  try  to  gain  that  art  in 
time,  .ind  win  him  to  a  better  knowledge  of  his 
only  child. 

This  became  the  purpose  of  her  life.  The 
morning  sun  shone  down  upon  the  faded  house, 
and  found  the  resolution  bright  and  fresh  within 
the  bosom  of  its  solitary  mistress.  Through  all 
the  duties  of  the  day  it  animated  her ;  for  Flo- 
rence hoped  that  the  more  she  knew,  and  the 
more  accomplished  she  became,  the  more  glad 
he  would  be  when  he  came  to  know  and  like 
her.  Sometimes  she  wondered,  with  a  swelling 
heart  and  rising  tear,  whether  she  was  proficient 
enough  in  anything  to  surprise  him  when  they 
should  become  companions.  Sometimes  she 
tried  to  think  if  there  were  any  kind  of  know- 
ledge that  would  bespeak  his  interest  more 
readily  than  another.  Always :  at  her  books, 
her  music,  and  her  work  :  in  her  morning  walks, 
and  in  her  nightly  prayers  :  she  had  her  engross- 
ing aim  in  view.  Strange  study  for  a  child,  to 
learn  the  road  to  a  hard  parent's  heart. 

There  were  many  careless  loungers  through 
the  street,  as  the  summer  evening  deepened  into 
night,  who  glanced  across  the  road  at  the  sombre 
house,  and  saw  the  youthful  figure  at  the  window, 
such  a  contrast  to  it,  looking  upwanl  at  the 
stars  as  they  began  to  shine,  who  would  have 
slept  the  worse  if  they  had  known  on  what  de- 
sign she  mused  so  steadfastly.     The  reputation 


i66 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


of  the  mansion  as  a  haunted  house  would  not 
have  been  the  ga3-er  with  some  humble  dwellers 
elsewhere,  who  were  struck  by  its  external  gloom 
in  passing  and  repassing  on  their  daily  avoca- 
tions, and  so  named  it,  it"  they  could  have  read 
its  story  in  the  darkening  face.  But  Florence 
held  her  sacred  purpose,  unsuspected  and  un- 
aided :  and  studied  only  how  to  bring  her  father 
to  the  understanding  that  she  loved  him,  and 
made  no  appeal  against  him  in  any  wandering 
thought. 

Thus  Florence  lived  alone  in  the  deserted 
house,  and  day  succeeded  day,  and  still  she 
lived  alone,  and  the  monotonous  walls  looked 
down  upon  her  with  a  stare,  as  if  they  had  a 
Gorgon-like  intent  to  stare  her  youth  and  beauty 
into  stone. 

Susan  Nipper  stood  opposite  to  her  young 
mistress,  one  morning,  as  she  folded  and  sealed 
a  note  she  had  been  writing  :  and  showed  in  her 
looks  an  approving  knowledge  of  its  contents. 

"  Better  late  than  never,  dear  Miss  Floy,"  said 
Susan,  "  and  I  do  say,  that  even  a  visit  to  them 
old  Skettleses  will  be  a  godsend." 

"  It  is  very  good  of  Sir  B.-irnet  and  Lady 
Skettles,  Susan,"  returned  Florence,  with  a  mild 
correction  of  that  young  lady's  familiar  mention 
of  the  family  in  question,  "  to  repeat  their  in- 
vitation so  kindly." 

Miss  Nipper,  who  was  perhaps  the  most 
thorough-going  partisan  on  the  face  of  the  earth, 
and  who  carried  her  partisanship  into  all  matters, 
great  or  small,  and  perpetually  waged  war  with 
it  against  society,  screwed  up  her  lips  and  shook 
her  head,  as  a  protest  against  any  recognition  of 
disinterestedness  in  the  Skettleses,  and  a  plea  in 
bar  that  they  would  have  valuable  consideration 
for  their  kindness  in  the  compan)'  of  Florence. 

"  They  know  what  they're  about,  if  ever  people 
did,"  murmured  Miss  Nipper,  drawing  in  her 
breath,  "  oh  !  trust  them  Skettleses  for  that !  " 

"  I  am  not  very  an.xious  to  go  to  Fulham, 
Susan,  I  confess,"  said  Florence  thoughtfully ; 
"  but  it  will  be  right  to  go.  I  think  it  will  be 
better." 

"  Much  better,"  interposed  Susan,  with  another 
emphatic  shake  of  her  head. 

"  And  so,"  said  Florence,  "  though  I  would 
prefer  to  have  gone  when  there  was  no  one 
there,  instead  of  in  this  vacation-time,  when  it 
seems  there  are  some  young  people  staying  in 
the  house,  I  have  thankfully  said  yes." 

"  For  which  /say.  Miss  Floy,  Oh  be  joyful !  " 
returned  Susan.     "  Ah  !  h — h  !  " 

This  last  ejaculation,  with  which  Miss  Nipper 
frequently  wound  up  a  sentence  at  about  that 
epoch  of  time,  was  supposed,  below  the  level  of 


the  hall,  to  have  a  general  reference  to  Mr.  Dom- 
be)',  and  to  be  expressive  of  a  yearning  in  Miss 
Nipper  to  favour  that  gentleman  with  a  piece  of 
her  mind.  But  she  never  explained  it ;  and  it 
had,  in  consequence,  the  charm  of  mystery,  in 
addition  to  the  advantage  of  the  sharpest  ex- 
pression. 

"  How  long  it  is  before  we  have  any  news  of 
Walter,  Susan  ! "  observed  Florence  after  a  mo- 
ment's silence. 

"  Long  indeed.  Miss  Floy  !  "  replied  her  maid. 
"  And  Perch  said,  when  he  came  just  now  to  see 
for  letters — but  what  signifies  what  he  says  ?  " 
exclaimed  Susan,  reddening  and  breaking  off. 
"  Much  he  knows  about  it !" 

Florence  raised  her  eyes  quickly,  and  a  flush 
overspread  her  face. 

"  If  I  hadn't,"  said  Susan  Nipper,  evidently 
struggling  with  some  latent  anxiety  and  alarm, 
and  looking  full  at  her  young  mistress,  while 
endeavouring  to  w'ork  herself  into  a  state  of 
resentment  with  the  unoffending  Mr.  Perch's 
image,  "  if  I  hadn't  more  manliness  than  that 
insipidest  of  his  sex,  Fd  never  take  pride  in  my 
hair  again,  but  turn  it  uji  behind  my  ears,  and 
wear  coarse  caps,  without  a  bit  of  border,  until 
death  released  me  from  my  insignificance,  I  may 
not  be  a  Amazon,  Miss  Floy,  and  wouldn't  so 
demean  myself  by  such  disfigurement,  but  any- 
ways I'm  not  a  giver  up,  I  hope." 

'•  Give  up  I  What  ?  "  cried  Florence,  with'  a 
face  of  terror. 

"  Why,  nothing,  miss,"  said  Susan.  "  Good 
gracious,  nothing  !  It's  only  that  wet  curl-paper 
of  a  man  Perch,  that  any  one  might  almost  make 
away  with,  with  a  touch,  and  really  it  would  be 
a  blessed  event  for  all  parties  if  some  one  would 
take  pity  on  him,  and  would  have  the  goodness  ! " 

"  Does  he  give  up  the  ship,  Susan  ?  "  inquired 
Florence,  very  pale. 

"  No,  miss,"  returned  Susan  ;  "  I  should  like 
to  see  him  make  so  bold  as  to  do  it  to  my  face  ! 
No,  miss,  but  he  goes  on  about  some  bothering 
ginger  that  Mr.  Walter  was  to  send  to  Mrs. 
Perch,  and  shakes  his  dismal  head,  and  says  he 
hopes  it  may  be  coming;  anyhow,  he  says,  it 
can't  come  now  in  time  for  the  intended  occa- 
sion, but  may  do  for  next,  which  really,"  said 
Miss  Nipper,  with  aggravated  scorn,  "  puts  me 
out  of  patience  with  the  man,  for  though  I  can 
bear  a  great  deal,  I  am  not  a  camel,  neither  am 
I,"  added  Susan,  after  a  moment's  consideration, 
"  if  I  know  myself,  a  dromedary  neither." 

"  What  else  does  he  say,  Susan  ? "  inquired 
Florence  earnestly.     "  Won't  you  tell  me  ?  " 

"  As  if  I  wouldn't  tell  you  anything,  Miss  Floy, 
and  everything  !  "  said  Susan.     "  Why,  miss,  he 
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says  that  there  begins  to  be  a  general  talk  about 
the  ship,  and  that  they  have  never  had  a  ship  on 
that  voyage  half  so  long  unheard  of,  and  that  the 
captain's  wife  was  at  the  office  yesterday,  and 
seemed  a  little  put  out  about  it,  but  any  one 
could  say  that,  we  knew  nearly  that  before." 

"  I  must  visit  Walter's  uncle,"  said  Florence 
hurriedly,  "  before  I  leave  home.  I  will  go  and 
.see  him  this  morning.  Let  us  walk  there  directly, 
Susan." 

Miss  Nipper  having  nothing  to  urge  against 
the  proposal,  but  being  perfectly  acquiescent, 
they  were  soon  equipped,  and  in  the  streets,  and 
•on  their  way  towards  the  little  Midshipman. 

The  state  of  mind  in  which  poor  Walter  had 
gone  to  Captain  Cuttle's  on  the  day  when 
Brogley  the  broker  came  into  possession,  and 
when  there  seemed  to  him  to  be  an  execution  in 
the  very  steeples,  was  pretty  much  the  same  as 
that  in  which  Florence  now  took  her  way  to 
Uncle  Sol's  ;  with  this  difference,  that  Florence 
suffered  the  added  pain  of  thinking  that  she  had 
been,  perhaps,  the  innocent  occasion  of  involving 
AA'alter  in  peril,  and  all  to  whom  he  was  dear, 
herself  included,  in  an  agony  of  suspense.  For 
the  rest,  uncertainty  and  danger  seemed  written 
upon  ever)'thing.  The  weather-cocks  on  spires 
iind  housetops  were  mysterious  with  hints  of 
stormy  w'ind,  and  pointed,  like  so  many  ghostly 
fingers,  out  to  dangerous  seas,  where  fragments 
of  great  wrecks  were  drifting,  perhaps,  and  help- 
less men  were  rocked  upon  them  into  a  sleep  as 
deep  as  the  unfathomable  waters.  When  Flo- 
rence came  into  the  City,  and  passed  gentlemen 
who  were  talking  together,  she  dreaded  to  hear 
them  speaking  of  the  ship,  and  saying  it  was 
lost.  Pictures  and  prints  of  vessels  fighting  with 
the  rolling  waves  filled  her  with  alarm.  The 
smoke  and  clouds,  though  moving  gently,  moved 
too  fast  for  her  apprehensions,  and  made  her 
fear  there  was  a  tempest  blowing  at  that  mo- 
ment on  the  ocean. 

Susan  Nipper  may  or  may  not  have  been 
affected  similarly,  but  having  her  attention  much 
engaged  in  struggles  with  boys,  whenever  there 
was  any  press  of  people — for,  between  that  grade 
of  humankind  and  herself  there  was  some  natural 
animosity,  that  invariably  broke  out  whenever 
they  came  together — it  would  seem  that  she  had 
not  much  leisure  on  the  road  for  intellectual 
operations. 

Arriving  in  good  time  abreast  of  the  Wooden 
Midshipman  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way, 
and  waiting  for  an  opportunity  to  cross  the 
street,  they  were  a  little  surprised  at  first  to  see, 
at  the  instrument-maker's  door,  a  round-headed 
lad,  with  his  chubby  face  addressed  towards  the 


sky,  who,  as  they  looked  at  him,  suddenly  thrust 
into  his  capacious  mouth  two  fingers  of  each 
hand,  and,  with  the  assistance  of  that  machinery, 
whistled,  with  astonishing  shrillness,  to  some 
pigeons  at  a  considerable  elevation  in  the  air. 

"  Mrs.  Richards's  eldest,  miss  !  "  said  Susan, 
"  and  the  worrit  of  Mrs.  Richards's  life  !" 

As  Polly  had  been  to  tell  Florence  of  the  re- 
suscitated prospects  of  her  son  and  heir,  Flo- 
rence was  prepared  for  the  meeting  :  so,  a 
favourable  moment  presenting  itself,  they  both 
hastened  across,  without  any  further  contempla- 
tion of  Mrs.  Richards's  bane.  That  sporting 
character,  unconscious  of  their  approach,  again 
whistled  with  his  utmost  might,  and  then  yelled, 
in  a  rapture  of  excitement,  "  Strays  !  Whoo-oop  ! 
Strays  ! "  which  identification  had  such  an  effect 
upon  the  conscience-stricken  pigeons,  that  in- 
stead of  going  direct  to  some  town  in  the  north 
of  England,  as  appeared  to  have  been  their  ori- 
ginal intention,  they  began  to  wheel  and  falter; 
whereupon  Mrs.  Richards's  first-born  pierced 
them  with  another  whistle,  and  again  yelled,  in 
a  voice  that  rose  above  the  turmoil  of  the  street, 
"  Strays  !     Whoo-oop  !     Strays  !  " 

From  this  transport  he  was  abruptly  recalled 
to  terrestrial  objects  by  a  poke  from  Miss  Nip- 
per, which  sent  him  into  the  shop. 

"  Is  this  the  way  you  show  your  penitence, 
when  Mrs.  Richards  has  been  fretting  for  you 
months  and  months  ?  "  said  Susan,  following  the 
poke.     "  Where's  Mr.  Gills  ?" 

Rob,  who  smoothed  his  first  rebellious  glance 
at  Miss  Nipper  when  he  saw  Florence  following, 
put  his  knuckles  to  his  hair,  in  honour  of  the 
latter,  and  said  to  the  former,  that  Mr.  Gills  was 
out. 

"  Fetch  him  home,"  said  Miss  Nipper  witli 
authority,  "  and  say  that  my  young  lady's  here." 

"  I  don't  know  where  he's  gone,"  said  Rob. 

'•Is  i/iai  your  penitence?"  cried  Susan  with 
stinging  sharpness. 

"  Why,  ho>\'  can  I  go  and  fetch  him  -when  I 
don't  know  where  to  go?"  whimpered  the  baited 
Rob.     "  How  can  you  be  so  unreasonable  ?" 

"  Did  Mr.  Gills  say  when  he  should  be  home  ?" 
asked  Florence. 

"  Yes,  miss,"  replied  Rob,  with  another  appli- 
cation of  his  knuckles  to  his  liair.  "  lie  said  he 
should  be  home  early  in  tlie  afternoon ;  in  about 
a  couple  of  hours  from  now,  miss." 

"  Is  he  very  anxious  about  his  nephew?"  in- 
quired Susan. 

"  Yes,  miss."  returned  Rob,  preferring  to  ad- 
dress himself  to  Florence,  and  slighting  Nipper; 
"  I  should  say  he  was,  very  much  so.  He  ain't 
indoors,  miss,  not  a  quarter  of  an  hour  together. 
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He  can't  settle  in  one  place  five  minutes.  He 
goes  about  like  a — just  like  a  stray,"  said  Rob, 
stooping  to  get  a  glimpse  of  the  pigeons  through 
the  window,  and  checking  himself,  with  his 
fingers  half-way  to  his  mouth,  on  tlie  verge  of 
another  whistle. 

"  Do  you  know  a  friend  of  Mr.  Gills  called 
Captain  Cuttle?"  inquired  Florence  after  a  mo- 
ment's reflection. 

"  Him  with  a  hook,  miss  ?"  rejoined  Rob, 
with  an  illustrative  twist  ol  his  left  hand.  "Yes, 
miss.     He  was  here  the  day  before  yesterday." 

"  Has  he  not  been  here  since  ?"  asked  Susan. 

"  No,  miss,"  returned  Rob,  still  addressing 
his  reply  to  Florence. 

"  Perhaps  Walter's  uncle  has  gone  there, 
Susan,"  observed  Florence,  turning  to  her. 

"  To  Captain  Cuttle's,  miss  ?"  interposed  Rob. 
"  No,  he's  not  gone  there,  miss.  Because  he  left 
particular  word  that,  it  Captain  Cuttle  called,  I 
should  tell  him  how  surprised  he  was  not  to  have 
seen  him  yesterday,  and  should  make  him  stop 
till  he  came  back." 

"  Do  you  know  where  Captain  Cuttle  lives  .'" 
asked  Florence. 

Rob  replied  in  the  affirmative,  and  turning  to 
a  greasy  parchment  book  on  the  shop  desk,  read 
the  address  aloud. 

Florence  again  turned  to  her  maid,  and  took 
counsel  with  her  in  a  low  voice,  while  Rob  the 
round-eyed,  mindful  oi  his  patron's  secret  charge, 
looked  on  and  listened.  Florence  proposed 
that  they  should  go  to  Captain  Cuttle's  house ; 
hear  from  his  own  lips  what  he  thought  ot  the 
absence  of  any  tidings  of  the  Son  and  Heir; 
and  bring  him,  if  they  could,  to  comfort  Uncle 
Sol.  Susan  at  first  objected  slightly,  on  the 
score  of  distance ;  but  a  hackney  coach  being 
mentioned  by  her  mistress,  withdrew  that  oppo- 
sition, and  gave  in  her  assent.  There  were  some 
minutes  of  discussion  between  them  before  they 
came  to  this  conclusion,  during  which  the  staring 
Rob  paid  close  attention  to  both  speakers,  and 
inclined  his  ear  to  each  by  turns,  as  if  he  were 
appointed  arbitrator  of  the  arguments. 

In  fine,  Rob  was  dispatched  for  a  coach,  the 
visitors  keeping  shop  meanwhile  ;  and  when  he 
brought  it,  they  got  into  it,  leaving  word  for 
Uncle  Sol  that  they  would  be  sure  to  call  again 
on  their  way  back.  Rob,  having  stared  after  the 
coach  until  it  was  as  invisible  as  the  pigeons 
had  now  become,  sat  down  behind  the  desk 
with  a  most  assiduous  demeanour  ;  and,  in  order 
that  he  might  forget  nothing  of  what  had  tran- 
spired, made  notes  of  it  on  various  small  scraps 
of  paper,  with  a  vast  expenditure  of  ink.  There 
w.as  no   danger  of  these  documents  betraying 


anything,  if  accidentally  lost ;  for,  long  before  a 
word  was  dry,  it  became  as  profound  a  mystery 
to  Rob  as  if  he  had  had  no  part  whatever  in  its 
production. 

While  he  was  yet  busy  with  these  labours,  the 
hackney  coach,  after  encountering  unheard-of 
difficulties  from  swivel-bridges,  soft  roads,  impas- 
sable canals,  caravans  of  casks,  settlements  of 
scarlet-beans,  and  little  wash-houses,  and  many 
such  obstaclesabounding  in  that  country,  stopped 
at  the  corner  of  Brig  Place.  Alighting  here, 
Florence  and  Susan  Nipper  walked  down  the 
street,  and  sought  out  the  abode  of  Qiptaiii 
Cuttle. 

It  happened  by  evil  chance  to  be  one  of  Mrs. 
MacStingers  great  cleaning  days.  On  these 
occasions  Mrs.  MacStinger  was  knocked  up  by 
the  policeman  at  a  quarter  before  three  in  the 
morning,  and  rarely  succumbed  before  twelve 
o'clock  next  night.  The  chief  object  ot  this  in- 
stitution appeared  to  be,  that  Mrs.  MacStinger 
should  move  all  the  furniture  into  the  back- 
garden  at  early  dawn,  walk  about  the  house  in 
pattens  all  day,  and  move  the  furniture  back 
again  after  dark.  These  ceremonies  greatly 
fluttered  those  doves  the  young  MacStingers, 
who  were  not  only  unable  at  such  times  to  find 
any  resting-place  for  the  soles  of  their  feet,  but 
generally  came  in  for  a  good  deal  of  pecking 
from  the  maternal  bird  during  the  progress  ol" 
the  solemnities. 

At  the  moment  when  Florence  and  Susan 
Nipper  presented  themselves  at  Mrs.  Mac- 
Stinger's  door,  that  worthy  but  redoubtable  female 
was  in  the  act  oi  conveying  Alexander  Mac- 
Stinger, aged  two  years  and  three  months,  along 
the  passage  for  forcible  deposition  in  a  sitting 
posture  on  the  street  pavement;  Alexander  being 
black  in  the  face  with  holding  his  breath  after 
punishment,  and  a  cool  paving-stone  being 
usually  found  to  act  as  a  powerful  restorative  in 
such  cases. 

The  feelings  of  Mrs.  MacStinger,  as  a  woman 
and  a  mother,  were  outraged  by  the  look  of 
pity  for  Alexander  which  she  observed  in 
Florence's  face.  Therefore,  Mrs.  MacStinger 
asserting  those  finest  emotions  of  our  nature,  in 
preference  to  weakly  gratifying  her  curiosity, 
shook  and  buffeted  Alexander,  both  before  and 
during  the  application  of  the  paving-stone,  and 
took  no  further  notice  of  the  strangers. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  ma'am,"  said  Florence, 
when  the  child  had  found  his  breath  again,  and 
was  using  it.    "  Is  this  Captain  Cuttle's  house  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Mrs.  MacStinger. 

"  Not  Number  Nine?"  asked  Florence,  hesi- 
tating. 
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"  Who  said  it  wasn't  Number  Nine  ? "  said 
Mrs.  MacStinger. 

Susan  Nipper  instantly  struck  in,  and  begged 
to  inquire  what  Mrs.  MacStinger  meant  by  that, 
and  if  she  knew  whom  she  was  talking  to. 

Mrs.  MacStinger,  in  retort,  looked  at  her  all 
over.  "  What  do  you  want  with  Captain  Cuttle, 
I  should  wish  to  know?"  said  Mrs.  Mac- 
Stinger. 


vou 


"  Should   you  ?     Then    I'm   sorry    that 
won't  be  satisfied,"  returned  Miss  Nipper. 

"  Hush,  Susan  !  If  you  please  !  "  said  Flo- 
rence. "  Perhaps  you  can  have  the  goodness 
to  tell  us  where  Captain  Cuttle  lives,  ma'am, 
as  he  don't  live  here." 

"  Who  says  he  don't  live  here  ?  "  retorted  tlie 
implacable  MacStinger.  "  I  said  it  wasn't 
Cap'en  Cuttle's  house — and  it  an't  his  house — 
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and  forbid  it  that  it  ever  should  be  his  house — 
for  Cap'en  Cuttle  don't  know  how  to  keep  a 
house — and  don't  deserve  to  have  a  house — it's 
my  house — antl  when  I  let  the  upper  floor  to 
Cap'en  Cuttle,  oh,  I  do  a  thankless  thing,  and 
cast  pearls  before  swine  !  " 

Mrs.  MacStinger  pitched  her  voice  for  the  upper 
windows  in  offering  these  remarks,  and  cracked 
off  each  clause  sharply  by  itself,  as  if  from  a  rifle 
possessingan  infinity  of  barrels.  After  the  last  shot, 
the  captain's  voice  was  heard  to  say,  in  feeble  re- 
monstrance from  his  own  room,  "  Steady  below  ! " 


"  Since  you  want  Cap'en  Cuttle,  there  he  is  !" 
said  Mrs.  MacStinger,  with  an  angry  motion  of 
her  hand.  On  Florence  making  bold  to  enter 
without  any  more  parle)-,  and  on  Susan  follow- 
ing, Mrs.  MacStinger  recommenced  her  pedes- 
trian exercise  in  pattens,  and  Alexander  Mac- 
Stinger (still  on  the  paving-stone),  who  had 
stopped  in  his  crying  to  attend  to  the  conversa- 
tion, began  to  wail  again,  entertaining  himself 
during  that  dismal  performance,  which  was  quite 
mechanical,  with  a  general  survey  of  the  prospect, 
terminating  in  the  hackney  coach. 
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The  captain  m  his  own  apartment  was  sitting 
with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  his  legs 
drawn  up  under  his  chair,  on  a  very  small  deso- 
late island,  lying  about  midway  in  an  ocean  of 
soap-and-water.  The  captain's  windows  had 
been  cleaned,  the  walls  had  been  cleaned,  the 
stove  had  been  cleaned,  and  everything,  the 
stove  excepted,  was  wet,  and  shining  with  soft 
soap  and  sand  :  the  smell  of  which  dry-saltery 
inii)regnated  the  air.  In  the  midst  of  the  dreary 
scene,  the  captain,  cast  away  upon  his  island, 
looked  round  on  the  waste  of  waters  with  a  rue- 
ful countenance,  and  seemed  waiting  for  some 
friendly  bark  to  come  that  waj^,  and  take  him 
off. 

But  when  the  captain,  directing  his  forlorn 
visage  towards  the  door,  saw  Florence  appear 
with  her  maid,  no  words  can  describe  his  asto- 
nishment. Mrs.  MacStinger's  eloquence  having 
rendered  all  other  sounds  but  imperfectly  dis- 
tinguishable, he  had  looked  for  no  rarer  visitor 
than  the  potboy  or  the  milkman ;  wherefore,  when 
Florence  appeared,  and,  coming  to  the  confines 
of  the  island,  put  her  hand  in  his,  the  captain 
stood  up  aghast,  as  if  he  supposed  her,  for  the 
moment,  to  be  some  young  member  of  the  Fly- 
ing Dutchman's  family. 

Instantly  recovering  his  self-possession,  how- 
ever, the  captain's  first  care  was  to  place  her  on 
dry  land,  which  he  happily  accomplished  with 
one  motion  of  his  arm.  Issuing  forth,  then, 
upon  the  main,  Captain  Cuttle  took  Miss 
Nipper  round  the  waist,  and  bore  her  to  the 
island  also.  Captain  Cuttle,  then,  with  great 
respect  and  admiration,  raised  the  hand  of 
Florence  to  his  lips,  and  standing  off  a  little 
(for  the  island  was  not  large  enough  for  three), 
beamed  on  her  from  the  soap-and-water  like  a 
new  description  of  Triton. 

"  You  are  amazed  to  see  us,  I  am  sure,"  said 
Florence  with  a  smile. 

The  inexpressibly  gratified  captain  kissed  his 
hook  in  reply,  and  growled,  as  if  a  choice  and 
delicate  compliment  were  included  in  the  words, 
"Standby!     Standby!" 

"  But  I  couldn't  rest,"  said  Florence,  "  with- 
out coming  to  ask  you  what  you  think  about 
dear  Walter — who  is  my  brother  now — and 
\vhether  there  is  anything  to  fear,  and  whether 
you  will  not  go  and  console  his  poor  uncle 
every  day,  until  we  have  some  intelligence  of 
him?" 

At  these  words  Captain  Cuttle,  as  by  an  in- 
voluntary gesture,  clapped  his  hand  to  his  head, 
on  which  the  hard  glazed  hat  was  not,  and  looked 
discomfited. 

"Have  you  any  fears   for  Walter's  safety?" 


inquired  Florence,  from  whose  fiice  the  captain 
(so  enraptured  he  was  with  it)  could  not  take 
his  eyes :  while  she,  in  her  turn,  looked 
earnestly  at  him,  to  be  assured  of  the  sincerity 
of  his  reply. 

"  No,  Heart's  Delight,"  said  Captain  Cuttle, 
"  I  am  not  afeard.  Wal'r  is  a  lad  as'U  go  through 
a  deal  o'  hard  weather.  Wal'r  is  a  lad  as'U 
bring  as  much  success  to  that  'ere  brig  as  a  lad 
is  capable  on.  Wal'r,"  .said  the  captain,  his  eyes 
glistening  with  the  praise  of  his  young  friend, 
and  his  hook  raised  to  announce  a  beautiful 
quotation,  "is  what  you  may  call  a  out'ard  and 
visible  sign  of  a  in'ard  and  spirited  grasp,  and 
when  found,  make  a  note  of." 

Florence,  who  did  not  quite  understand  this, 
though  the  captain  evidently  thought  it  full  of 
meaning,  and  highly  satisfactory,  mildly  looked 
to  him  for  something  more. 

"  I  am  not  afeard,  my  Heart's  Delight,"  re- 
sumed the  captain.  "  There's  been  most  un- 
common bad  weather  in  them  latitudes,  there's 
no  denyin',  and  they  have  drove  and  drove,  and 
been  beat  oft",  maybe  t'other  side  the  world. 
But  the  ship's  a  good  ship,  and  the  lad's  a  good 
lad  ;  and  it  ain't  easy,  thank  the  Lord,"  the  cap- 
tain made  a  little  bow,  "  to  break  up  hearts  of 
oak,  whether  they're  in  brigs  or  buzzums. 
Here  we  have  'em  both  ways,  which  is  bringing 
it  up  with  a  round  turn,  and  so  I  ain't  a  bit 
afeard  as  yet." 

"  As  yet  ?  "  repeated  Florence. 

"  Not  a  bit,"  returned  the  captain,  kissing  his 
iron  hand ;  "  and  afore  I  begin  to  be,  my 
Heart's  Delight,  Wal'r  will  have  wrote  home 
from  the  island,  or  from  some  port  or  another, 
and  made  all  taut  and  ship-shape.  And  with 
regard  to  old  Sol  Gills,"  here  the  captain  be- 
came solemn,  "  who  I'll  stand  by,  and  not  desert 
until  death  doe  us  part,  and  when  the  stormy 
winds  do  blow,  do  blow,  do  blow — overhaul  the 
catechism,"  said  the  captain  parenthetically, 
"and  there  you'll  find  them  expressions — if  it 
would  console  Sol  Gills  to  have  the  opinion  of 
a  seafaring  man  as  has  got  a  mind  equal  to  any 
undertaking  that  he  puts  it  alongside  of,  and 
as  was  all  but  smashed  in  his  'prenticeship,  and 
of  which  the  name  is  Bunsbj',  that  'ere  man 
shall  give  him  such  an  opinion  in  his  own 
parlour  as'll  stun  him.  Ah ! "  said  Captain 
Cuttle  vauntingly,  "  as  much  as  if  he'd  gone  and 
knocked  his  head  again  a  door  !  " 

'•  Let  us  take  this  gentleman  to  see  him,  and 
let  us  hear  what  he  says,"  cried  Florence. 
"  Will  you  go  with  us  now  ?  ^Ve  have  a  coach 
here." 

Again   the  captain  clapped  his  hand  to  his 
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head,  on  which  the  hard  glazed  hat  was  not,  and 
looked  discomfited.  But  at  this  instant  a  most 
remarkable  phenomenon  occurred.  The  door 
opening  without  any  note  of  preparation,  and 
4ipparently  of  itself,  the  hard  glazed  hat  in  ques- 
tion skimmed  into  the  room  like  a  bird,  and 
alighted  heavily  at  the  captain's  feet.  The 
door  then  shut  as  violently  as  it  had  opened,  and 
nothing  ensued  in  explanation  of  the  prodigy. 

Captain  Cuttle  picked  up  his  hat,  and,  having 
turned  it  over  with  a  look  of  interest  and  wel- 
come, began  to  polish  it  on  his  sleeve.  While 
doing  so,  the  captain  eyed  his  visitors  intently, 
and  said  in  a  low  voice  : 

"  You  see  I  should  have  bore  down  on  Sol 
Gills  yesterday,  and  this  morning,  but  she — she 
took  it  away  and  kept  it.  That's  the  long  and 
short  of  the  subject." 

"  Who  did,  for  goodness'  sake  ?  "  asked  .Susan 
Nipper. 

'■  The  lady  of  the  house,  my  dear,"  returned 
the  captain  in  a  gruff  whisper,  and  making 
signals  of  secrecy.  "  We  had  some  words  about 
the  swabbing  of  these  here  planks,  and  she — in 
short,"  said  the  captain,  eyeing  the  door,  and 
relieving  himself  with  a  long  breath,  "she  stopped 
my  liberty." 

"  Oh  !  I  wish  she  had  me  to  deal  with  !  " 
said  Susan,  reddening  with  the  energy  of  the 
wish.     "  I'd  stop  her  !  " 

"  Would  you,  do  you  think,  my  dear  ? " 
rejoined  the  captain,  shaking  his  head  doubt- 
fully, but  regarding  the  desperate  courage  of  the 
fair  aspirant  with  obvious  admiration.  "  I 
don't  know.  It's  difficult  navigation.  She's 
very  hard  to  carry  on  with,  my  dear.  You 
never  can  tell  how  she'll  head,  you  see.  She's 
full  one  minute,  and  round  upon  you  next. 
And  when  she  is  a  Tartar,"  said  the  captain, 
with   the   perspiration   breaking  out   upon   his 

forehead There  was  nothing  but  a  whistle 

emphatic  enough  for  the  conclusion  of  the  sen- 
tence, so  the  captain  whistled  tremulously. 
After  which  he  again  shook  his  head,  and  recur- 
ring to  his  admiration  of  Miss  Nipper's  devoted 
bravery,  timidly  lepeated,  "  Would  you,  do  you 
think,  my  dear  ?  " 

Susan  only  replied  with  a  bridling  smile,  but 
that  was  so  very  full  of  defiance,  that  there  is 
no  knowing  how  long  Captain  Cuttle  might 
have  stood  entranced  in  its  contemplation,  if 
Florence  in  her  anxiety  had  not  again  proposed 
their  immediately  resorting  to  the  oracular 
Bunsby.  Thus  reminded  of  his  duty,  Ca])tain 
Cuttle  put  on  the  glazed  hat  firmly,  took  up 
another  knobby  stick,  with  which  he  had  sup- 
plied the  place  of  that  one  given  to  Walter, 


and  offering  his  arm  to  Florence,  prepared  to 
cut  his  way  through  the  enemy. 

It  turned  out,  however,  that  Mrs.  MacStinger 
had  already  changed  her  course,  and  that  she 
headed,  as  the  captain  had  remarked  she  often 
did,  in  quite  a  new  direction.  For,  when  they 
got  down-stairs,  they  found  that  exemplary 
woman  beating  the  mats  on  the  door-steps,  with 
Alexander,  still  upon  the  paving-stone,  dimly 
looming  through  a  fog  of  dust ;  and  so  absorbed 
was  Mrs.  MacStinger  in  her  household  occupa- 
tion, that  when  Captain  Cuttle  and  his  visitors 
passed,  she  beat  the  harder,  and  neither  by  vvortl 
nor  gesture  showed  any  consciousness  of  their 
vicinity.  The  captain  was  so  well  pleased  with 
this  easy  escape — although  the  eflect  of  the 
door-mats  on  him  was  like  a  copious  adminis- 
tration of  snuff,  and  made  him  sneeze  until  the 
tears  ran  down  his  face — that  he  could  hardly 
believe  his  good  fortune  ;  but  more  than  once, 
between  the  door  and  the  hackney  coach,  looked 
over  his  shoulder,  with  an  obvious  apprehension 
of  Mrs.  MacStinger's  giving  chase  yet. 

However,  they  got  to  the  corner  of  Brig 
Place  without  any  molestation  from  that  terrible 
fire-ship ;  and  the  captain  mounting  the  coach- 
box— for  his  gallantry  would  not  allow  him  to 
ride  inside  with  the  ladies,  though  besought  to 
do  so — piloted  the  driver  on  his  course  for 
Captain  Bunsby's  vessel,  which  was  called 
the  Cautious  Clara,  and  was  lying  hard  by 
Ratclifif. 

Arrived  at  the  wharf  off  which  this  great 
commander's  ship  was  jammed  in  among  some 
five  hundred  companions,  whose  tangled  rigging 
looked  like  monstrous  cobwebs  half  sw-ept  down. 
Captain  Cuttle  appeared  at  the  coach  window, 
and  invited  Florence  and  Miss  Nipper  to 
accompany  him  on  board ;  observing  that 
Bunsby  was  to  the  last  degree  soft-hearted  in 
respect  of  ladies,  and  that  nothing  would  so 
much  tend  to  bring  his  expansive  intellect  into 
a  state  of  harmony  as  their  presentation  to  the 
Cautious  Clara. 

Florence  readily  consented ;  and  the  captain, 
taking  her  little  hand  in  his  prodigious  palm,  led 
her,  with  a  mixed  expression  of  patronage, 
paternity,  pride,  and  ceremony,  that  was  plea- 
sant to  see,  over  several  very  dirty  decks,  until, 
coming  to  the  Clara,  they  found  that  cautious 
craft  (which  lay  outside  the  tier)  with  her  gang- 
way removed,  and  hall-a-dozen  feet  of  river  in- 
terposed between  herself  and  her  nearest  neigh- 
bour. It  appeared,  from  Captain  Cuttle's 
explanation,  that  the  great  Bunsby,  like  himself, 
was  cruelly  treated  by  his  landlady,  and  that 
when  her  usage  of  him  for  the  time  being  was 
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so  hard  that  he  could  bear  it  no  longer,  he  set 
this  gulf  between  them  as  a  last  resource. 

"  Clara  a-hoy  ! "  cried  the  captain,  putting  a 
hand  to  each  side  of  his  mouth. 

"A-hoy!"  cried  a  boy,  like  the  captain's 
echo,  tumbling  up  from  below. 

"  Bunsby  aboard  ?  "  cried  the  captain,  hailing 
the  boy  in  a  stentorian  voice,  as  if  he  were  half 
a  mile  off  instead  of  two  yards. 

"  Ay,  ay  !  "  cried  the  boy  in  the  same  tone. 

The  boy  then  shoved  out  a  plank  to  Captain 
Cuttle,  who  adjusted  it  carefully,  and  led 
Florence  across :  returning  presently  for  Miss 
Nipper.  So  they  stood  upon  the  deck  of  the 
Cautious  Clara,  in  whose  standing  rigging  divers 
fluttering  articles  of  dress  were  curing,  in  com- 
pany with  a  few  tongues  and  some  mackerel. 

Immediately  there  appeared,  coming  slowly 
up  above  the  bulk-head  of  the  cabin,  another 
bulk-head — human  and  very  large — with  one 
stationary  eye  in  the  mahogany  face,  and  one 
revolving  one,  on  the  principle  of  some  light- 
houses. This  head  was  decorated  with  shaggy 
hair,  like  oakum,  which  had  no  governing  incli- 
nation towards  the  north,  east,  west,  or  south, 
but  inclined  to  all  four  quarters  of  the  compass, 
and  to  every  point  upon  it.  The  head  was  fol- 
lowed by  a  perfect  desert  of  chin,  and  by  a  shirt 
collar  and  neckerchief,  and  by  a  dreadnought  pilot 
coat,  and  by  a  pair  of  dreadnought  pilot  trousers, 
whereof  the  waistband  was  so  very  broad  and 
high,  that  it  became  a  succedaneum  for  a 
waistcoat :  being  ornamented,  near  the  wearer's 
breast-bone,  with  some  massive  wooden  buttons, 
like  backgammon  men.  As  the  lower  portions 
Oi  these  pantaloons  became  revealed,  Bunsby 
stood  confessed  ;  his  hands  in  their  pockets, 
which  were  of  vast  size  ;  and  his  gaze  directed, 
not  to  Captain  Cuttle  or  the  ladies,  but  the 
masthead. 

The  profound  appearance  of  this  philosopher, 
who  was  bulky  and  strong,  and  on  whose  ex- 
tremely red  face  an  expression  of  taciturnity  sat 
enthroned,  not  inconsistent  with  his  character, 
in  which  that  quality  was  proudly  conspicuous, 
almost  daunted  Captain  Cuttle,  though  on 
familiar  terms  wiUi  him.  Whispering  to  Florence 
that  Cunsby  had  never  in  his  life  e.xpressed  sur- 
prise, and  was  considered  not  to  know  v.-hat  it 
meant,  the  captain  watched  him  as  he  eyed  his 
masthead,  and  afterwards  swept  the  horizon  ; 
and  when  the  revolving  eye  seemed  to  be  com- 
ing round  in  his  direction,  said  : 

•'  Bunsby,  my  lad,  how  fares  it  ?  " 

A  deep,  gruff,  husky  utterance,  which  seemed 
i3  have  no  connection  with  Bunsby,  and  cer- 
tainly had  not  the  least  effect  upon  his  face,  re- 


plied, "Ay,  ay,  shipmet,  how  goes  it?"  At  the 
same  time  Bunsby's  right  hand  and  arm,  emerg- 
ing from  a  pocket,  shook  the  captain's,  and  went 
back  again. 

"  Bunsby,"  said  the  captain,  striking  home  at 
once,  "  here  you  are  ;  a  man  of  mind,  and  ai 
man  as  can  give  an  opinion.  Here's  a  young 
lady  as  wants  to  take  that  opinion,  in  regard  of 
my  friend  Wal'r  ;  likewise  my  t'other  friend,  Sol 
Gills,  which  is  a  character  for  you  to  come  within 
hail  of,  being  a  man  of  science,  which  is  the 
mother  of  inwention,  and  knows  no  law. 
Bunsby,  will  you  wear,  to  oblige  me,  and  come 
along  with  us  ?  " 

The  great  commander,  who  seemed,  by  the 
expression  of  his  visage,  to  be  always  on  the 
look-out  for  something  in  the  extremest  distance, 
and  to  have  no  ocular  knowledge  of  anything 
within  ten  miles,  made  no  reply  whatever. 

"  Here  is  a  man,"  said  the  captain,  addressing 
himself  to  his  fair  auditors,  and  indicating  the 
commander  with  his  outstretched  hook,  "  that 
has  fell  down  more  than  any  man  alive ;  that 
has  had  more  accidents  happen  to  his  own  self 
than  the  Seaman's  Hospital  to  all  hands  ;  that 
took  as  many  spars  and  bars  and  bolts  about 
the  outside  of  his  head,  when  he  was  young,  as 
you'd  want  a  order  for  on  Chatham  Yard  to 
build  a  pleasure  yacht  with ;  and  yet  that  got 
his  opinions  in  that  way,  it's  my  belief,  for  there 
an't  nothing  like  'em  afloat  or  ashore." 

The  stolid  commander  appeared,  by  a  very 
slight  vibration  in  his  elbows,  to  express  some 
satisfaction  in  this  encomium ;  but  if  his  face 
had  been  as  distant  as  his  gaze  was,  it  could 
hardly  have  enhghtened  the  beholders  less  in 
reference  to  anything  that  was  passing  in  his 
thoughts. 

"  Shipmet,"  said  Bunsby  all  of  a  sudden,  and 
stooiiing  down  to  look  out  under  some  inter- 
posing spar,  "what'll  the  ladies  drink?" 

Captain  Cuttle,  whose  delicacy  was  shocked 
by  such  an  inquiry  in  connection  with  Florence, 
drev/  the  sage  aside,  and  seeming  to  explain  in 
his  ear,  accompanied  him  below ;  where,  that  he 
might  not  take  offence,  the  captain  drank  a  dram 
himself,  which  Florence  and  Susan,  glancing 
down  the  open  sky-light,  -saw  the  sage,  with 
difficulty  finding  room  for  himself  between  his 
berth  and  a  very  little  brass  fire-place,  serve  out 
for  self  and  friend.  They  soon  reappeared  on 
deck,  and  Captain  Cuttle,  triumphing  in  the 
success  of  his  enterprise,  conducted  Florence 
back  to  the  coach,  while  Bunsby  followed, 
escorting  Miss  Nipper,  whom  he  hugged  upoi 
the  way  (much  to  that  young  lady's  indignation) 
v,-ith  his  pilot-coated  arm,  like  a  blue  bear. 
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The  captain  put  his  oracle  inside,  and  gloried 
so  much  in  having  secured  him,  and  having  got 
that  mind  into  a  hackney  coach,  that  he  could 
not  refrain  from  often  peeping  in  at  Florence 
through  the  little  window  behind  the  driver,  and 
testifying  his  delight  in  smiles,  and  also  in  taps 
upon  his  forehead,  to  hint  to  her  that  the  brain 
of  Eunsby  was  hard  at  it.  In  the  meantime, 
Bunsby,  still  hugging  Miss  Nipper  (for  his  friend 
the  captain  had  not  exaggerated  the  softness  of 
his  heart),  uniformly  preserved  his  gravity  of 
deportment,  and  showed  no  other  consciousness 
of  her  or  anything. 

Uncle  Sol,  who  had  come  home,  received 
them  at  the  door,  and  ushered  them  immediately 
into  the  little  back-parlour,  strangely  altered  by 
the  absence  of  Walter.  On  the  table,  and  about 
the  room,  were  the  charts  and  maps  on  which 
the  heavy-hearted  instrument-maker  had  again 
and  again  tracked  the  missing  vessel  across  the 
sea,  and  on  which,  with  a  pair  of  compasses 
that  he  still  had  in  his  hand,  he  had  been  mea- 
suring, a  minute  before,  how  far  she  must  have 
driven,  to  have  driven  here  or  there  :  and  trying 
to  demonstrate  that  a  long  time  must  elapse 
before  hope  was  exhausted. 

"  Whether  she  can  have  run,"  said  Uncle  Sol, 
looking  wistfully  over  the  chart;  "but  no,  that's 
almost  impossible.  Or  whether  she  can  have 
been  forced  by  stress  of  weather — but  that's  not 
reasonably  likely.  Or  whether  there  is  any  hope 
she  so  far  changed  her  course  as — but  even  I 
can  hardly  hope  that  ! "  With  such  broken 
suggestions,  poor  old  Uncle  Sol  roamed  over 
the  great  sheet  before  him,  and  could  not  find  a 
speck  of  hopeful  probability  in  it  large  enough 
to  set  one  small  point  of  the  compasses  upon. 

Florence  saw  immediately — it  would  have  been 
difiicult  to  help  seeing — that  there  was  a  singular 
indescribable  change  in  the  old  man,  and  that, 
while  his  manner  was  far  more  restless  and 
unsettled  than  usual,  there  was  yet  a  curious 
contradictory  decision  in  it,  that  perplexed  her 
very  much.  She  fancied  once  that  he  spoke 
wildly,  and  at  random  ;  for,  on  her  saying  she 
regretted  not  to  have  seen  him  when  she  had 
been  there  before  that  morning,  he  at  first 
replied  that  he  had  been  to  sec  her,  and 
directly  afterwards  seemed  to  wish  to  recall  that 
answer. 

"  You  have  been  to  see  me  ?  "  said  Florence. 
"To-day?" 

"  Yes,  my  dear  young  lady,"  returned  Uncle 
Sol,  looking  at  her  and  away  from  her  in  a  con- 
fused manner.  "  I  wished  to  see  you  with  my 
own  eyes,  and  to  hear  you  with  my  own  ears, 
once  more  before "     There  he  stopped. 


"  Before  when  ?  Before  what  ?  "  said  Flo- 
rence, putting  her  hand  upon  his  arm. 

"  Did  I  say  '  before  ? '  "  replied  old  Sol.  "  If 
I  did,  I  must  have  meant  before  we  should 
have  news  of  my  dear  boy." 

"  You  are  not  well,"  said  Florence  tenderly. 
"  You  have  been  so  very  anxious.  I  am  sure 
you  are  not  well." 

"  I  am  as  well,"  returned  the  old  man,  shut- 
ting up  his  right  hand,  and  holding  it  out  to 
show  her  :  '•  as  well  and  firm  as  any  man  at  my 
time  of  life  can  ho|)e  to  be.  See  !  It's  steady. 
Is  its  master  not  as  capable  of  resolution  and 
fortitude  as  many  a  younger  man  ?  I  think  so. 
We  shall  see." 

There  was  that  in  his  manner  m.ore  than  in 
his  words,  though  they  remained  with  her  too, 
which  impressed  Florence  so  much,  that  she 
would  have  confided  her  uneasiness  to  Captain 
Cuttle  at  that  moment,  if  the  captain  had  not 
seized  that  moment  for  expounding  the  state  of 
circumstances  on  which  the  opinion  of  the  saga- 
cious Bunsby  was  requested,  and  entreating  that 
profound  authority  to  deliver  the  same. 

Bunsby,  whose  eye  continued  to  be  addressed 
to  somewhere  about  the  half-way  house  between 
London  and  Gravesend,  two  or  three  times  put 
out  his  rough  right  arm,  as  seeking  to  wind  it, 
for  inspiration,  round  the  fair  form  of  Miss 
Nipper;  but  that  young  female  having  with- 
drawn herself,  in  displeasure,  to  the  opposite 
side  of  the  table,  the  soft  heart  of  the  com- 
mander of  the  Cautious  Clara  met  with  no 
response  to  its  impulses.  After  sundry  failures 
in  this  wise,  the  commander,  addressing  himself 
to  nobody,  thus  spake ;  or  rather,  the  voice 
within  him  said  of  its  own  accord,  and  quite 
independent  of  himself,  as  if  he  were  possessed 
by  a  gruff  spirit : 

"  My  name's  Jack  Bunsby  !  " 

"  He  was  christened  John,"  cried  the  delighted 
Captain  Cuttle.     "  Hear  him  !  " 

'"  And  what  I  says,"  pursued  the  voice  after 
some  deliberation,  "  I  stands  to." 

The  captain,  willi  Florence  on  his  arm, 
nodded  at  the  auditory,  and  seemed  to  say, 
"  Now  he's  coming  out.  This  is  what  I  meant 
when  I  brought  him." 

"  Whereby,"  proceeded  the  voice,  "  why  not  ? 
If  so,  what  odds  ?  Can  any  man  say  otherwise  ? 
No.     Awast  then  !  " 

When  it  had  pursued  its  train  of  argument  to 
this  point,  the  voice  stopped  and  rested.  It 
then  proceeded  very  slowly  thus  : 

"  1)0  I  believe  that  this  here  Son  and  Heir's 
gone  down,  my  lads  ?  Mayhap.  Do  I  say  so  ? 
Which  ?    If  a  skipper  stands  out  by  Sen'  George's 
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(Channel,  making  for  the  Downs,  what';;  right 
ahead  of  him  ?  The  Goodwins.  He  isn't  forced 
to  run  upon  tlie  Goodwins,  but  he  may.  The 
bearings  of  this  observation  lays  in  the  appHca- 
tiononit.  That  an't  no  part  of  my  duty.  Awast 
then,  keep  a  bright  look-out  for'ard,  and  good 
luck  to  you  !  " 

The  voice  here  went  out  of  the  back-parlour, 
nnd  into  the  street,  taking  the  commander  of 
the  Cautious  Clara  with  it,  and  accompanying 
him  on  board  again  with  all  convenient  expedi- 
tion, where  he  immediately  turned  in,  and  re- 
freshed his  mind  with  a  nap. 

The  students  of  the  sage's  precepts,  left  to 
their  own  application  of  his  wisdom — upon  a 
principle  which  was  the  main  leg  of  the  Bunsby 
tripod,  as  it  is  perchance  of  some  other  oracular 
stools — looked  at  one  another  in  a  little  uncer- 
tainty; while  Rob  the  Grinder,  who  had  taken 
the  innocent  freedom  of  peering  in,  and  listening, 
through  the  sky-light  in  the  roof,  came  softly 
down  from  the  leads,  in  a  state  of  very  dense 
confusion.  Captain  Cuttle,  however,  whose  ad- 
miration of  Bunsby  was,  if  possible,  enhanced 
by  the  splendid  manner  in  which  he  had  justified 
his  reputation  and  come  through  this  solemn 
reference,  proceeded  to  explain  that  Bunsby 
meant  nothing  but  confidence ;  that  Bunsby  had 
no  misgivings;  and  that  such  an  opinion  as 
that  man  had  given,  coming  from  such  a  mind 
as  his,  was  Hope's  own  anchor,  and  with  good 
roads  to  cast  it  in.  Florence  endeavoured  to 
believe  that  the  captain  was  right ;  but  the 
Nipper,  with  her  arms  tight  folded,  shook  her 
head  in  resolute  denial,  and  had  no  more  tn^st 
in  Bunsby  than  in  JVIr.  Perch  himself. 

The  philosopher  seemed  to  have  left  Uncle 
Sol  pretty  much  where  he  had  found  him,  for  he 
still  went  roaming  about  the  watery  world,  com- 
passes in  hand,  and  discovering  no  rest  for 
them.  It  was  in  pursuance  of  a  whisper  in  his 
ear  from  Florence,  while  the  old  man  was  ab- 
sorbed in  this  pursuit,  that  Captain  Cuttle  laid 
his  heavy  hand  upon  his  shoulder. 

"  What  cheer,  Sol  Gills  ?  "  cried  the  captain 
heartily. 

"  But  so-so,  Ned,"  returned  the  instrument- 
maker.  "  I  have  been  remembering,  all  this 
afternoon,  that  on  the  very  day  when  my  boy 
entered  Dombey's  House,  and  came  home  late 
to  dinner,  sitting  just  there  where  you  stand,  we 
talked  of  storm  and  shipwreck,  and  I  could 
hardly  turn  him  from  the  subject." 

But  meeting  the  eyes  of  Florence,  which  were 
fixed  with  earnest  scrutiny  upon  his  face,  the  old 
man  stopped  and  smiled. 

"  Stand  by,  old  friend  !  "  cried   the  captain. 


"  Look  alive  !  I  tell  you  what,  Sol  Gills  ;  arter 
I've  convoyed  Heart's  Delight  safe  home," — 
here  the  captain  kissed  his  hook  to  Florence, — 
"I'll  come  back  and  take  you  in  tow  for  the 
rest  of  this  blessed  day.  You'll  come  and  eat 
your  dinner  along  with  me,  Sol,  somewheres  or 
other." 

"  Not  to-day,  Ned  ! "  said  the  old  man  quickl)^ 
and  appearing  to  be  unaccountably  startled  by 
the  proposition.  "  Not  to-day.  I  couldn't  do 
it!" 

"  Why  not  ?"  returned  the  captain,  gazing  at 
him  in  astonishment. 

"  I — I  have  so  much  to  do.  I — I  mean  to 
think  of,  and  arrange.  I  couldn't  do  it,  Ned, 
indeed.  I  must  go  out  again,  and  be  alone,  and 
turn  my  mind  to  many  things  to-day." 

The  captain  looked  at  the  instrument-maker, 
and  looked  at  Florence,  and  again  at  the  instru- 
ment-maker. "  To-morrow,  then,"  he  suggested 
at  last. 

"  Yes,  yes.  To-morrow,"  said  the  old  man. 
"  Think  of  me  to-morrow.     Say  to-morrow." 

"  I  shall  come  here  early,  mind,  Sol  Gills," 
stipulated  the  captain. 

"  Yes,  yes.  The  first  thing  to-morrow  morn- 
ing," said  old  Sol ;  "  and  now  good-bye,  Ned 
Cuttle,  and  God  bless  you  ! " 

Squeezing  both  the  captain's  hands  with  un- 
common fervour  as  he  said  it,  the  old  man 
turned  to  Florence,  folded  hers  in  his  own,  and 
put  them  to  his  lips  ;  then  hunied  her  out  to  the 
coach  with  very  singular  precipitation.  Alto- 
gether, he  made  such  an  eftect  on  Captain  Cuttle 
that  the  captain  lingered  behind,  and  instructed 
Rob  to  be  particularly  gentle  and  attentive  to 
his  master  until  the  morning:  which  injunction 
he  strengthened  with  the  payment  of  one  shilling 
down,  and  the  promise  of  another  sixpence 
before  noon  next  day.  This  kind  office  per- 
formed. Captain  Cuttle,  who  considered  himself 
the  natural  and  lawful  body-guard  of  Ftorence, 
mounted  the  box  with  a  mighty  sense  of  his 
trust,  and  escorted  her  home.  At  parting,  he 
assured  her  that  he  would  stand  by  Sol  Gills, 
close  and  true ;  and  once  again  inquired  of 
Susan  Nipper,  unable  to  forget  her  gallant  words 
in  reference  to  Mrs.  MacStinger,  "  Would  you, 
do  you  think,  my  dear,  though  ?  " 

When  the  desolate  house  had  closed  upon  the 
two,  the  captain's  thoughts  reverted  to  the  old 
instrument-maker,  and  he  felt  uncomfortable. 
Therefore,  instead  of  going  home,  he  walked  up 
and  down  the  street  several  times,  and,  eking 
out  his  leisure  until  evening,  dined  late  at  a 
certain  angular  little  tavern  in  the  City,  with  a 
public  parlour  like  a  wedge,  to  which  glazed 
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hats  much  resorted.  The  captain's  principal 
intention  was  to  pass  Sol  Gills's  after  dark,  and 
look  in  through  the  window :  which  he  did. 
The  parlour  door  stood  open,  and  he  could  see 
his  old  friend  writing  busily  and  steadily  at  the 
table  within,  while  the  little  Midshipman,  already 
sheltered  from  the  night  dews,  watched  liim 
from  the  counter;  under  which  Rob  the  Grinder 
made  his  own  bed,  preparatory  to  shutting  the 
shop.  Reassured  by  the  tranquillity  that  reigned 
within  the  precincts  of  the  wooden  mariner,  the 
captain  headed  for  Brig  Place,  resolving  to 
weigh  anchor  betimes  in  the  morning. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

THE   STUDY  OF   A   LOVING  HEART. 

IR  BARNET  and  Lady  Skettles, 
^  very  good  people,  resided  in  a  pretty 
villa  at  Fulham,  on  the  banks  of  the 
Thames  ;  which  was  one  of  the  most 
desirable  residences  in  the  world 
when  a  rowing  match  happened  to 
be  going  past,  but  had  its  little  incon- 
i^«;  veniences  at  other  times,  among  which 
may  be  enumerated  the  occasional  appearance 
of  the  river  in  the  drawing-room,  and  the  con- 
temporaneous disappearance  of  the  lawn  and 
shrubbery. 

Sir  Barnet  Skettles  expressed  his  personal 
consequence  chiefly  through  an  antique  gold 
snuff-box,  and  a  ponderous  silk  pocket-handker- 
chief, which  he  had  an  imposing  manner  of 
drawing  out  of  his  pocket  like  a  banner,  and 
using  with  both  hands  at  once.  Sir  Barnet's 
object  in  life  was  constantly  to  extend  the  range 
of  his  acquaintance.  Like  a  heavy  body  dropped 
into  water — not  to  disparage  so  worthy  a  gentle- 
man by  the  comparison — it  was  in  the  nature 
of  things  that  Sir  Barnet  must  spread  an  ever- 
widening  circle  about  him,  until  there  was  no 
room  left.  Or,  like  a  sound  in  air,  the  vibration 
of  which,  according  to  the  speculation  of  an 
ingenious  modern  philosopher,  may  go  on  tra- 
velling for  ever  through  the  interminable  fields 
of  space,  nothing  but  coming  to  the  end  of  his 
moral  tether  could  stop  Sir  Barnet  Skettles  in 
his  voyage  of  discovery  through  the  social 
system. 

Sir  Barnet  was  proud  of  making  people 
acquainted  with  people.  He  liked  the  thing 
for  its  own  sake,  and  it  advanced  his  favourite 
object  too.     For  example,  if  Sir  Barnet  had  the 


good  fortune  to  get  hold  of  a  raw  recruit,  or  a 
country  gentleman,  and  ensnared  him  to  his 
hospitable  villa,  Sir  Barnet  would  say  to  him. 
on  the  morning  after  his  arrival,  "  Now,  my 
dear  sir,  is  there  anybody  you  would  like  ti 
know  1  Who  is  there  you  would  wish  to  meet  ? 
Do  you  take  any  interest  in  writing  people,  or 
in  painting  or  sculpturing  people,  or  in  acting 
people,  or  in  anything  of  that  sort  ?  "  Possibly 
the  patient  answered  yes,  and  mentioned  some- 
body of  whom  Sir  Barnet  had  no  more  personal 
knowledge  than  of  Ptolemy  the  Great.  Sir 
Barnet  replied  that  nothing  on  earth  was  easier, 
as  he  knew  him  very  well ':  immediately  called 
on  the  aforesaid  somebody,  left  his  card,  wrote 
a  short  note, — "  My  dear  Sir — penalty  of  your 
eminent  position — friend  at  my  house  naturally 
desirous — Lady  Skettles  and  myself  participate 
— trust  that  genius  being  superior  to  ceremonies, 
you  will  do  us  the  distinguished  favour  of  giving 
us  the  pleasure,"  &c.  &c. — and  so  killed  a  brace 
of  birds  with  one  stone,  dead  as  door-nails. 

With  the  snuff-box  and  banner  in  full  force, 
Sir  Barnet  Skettles  propounded  his  usual  inquiry 
to  Florence  on  the  first  morning  of  her  visit. 
When  Florence  thanked  him,  and  said  there  was 
no  one  in  particular  whom  she  desired  to  see,  it 
was  natural  she  should  think  with  a  pang  of 
poor  lost  Walter.  When  Sir  Barnet  Skettles, 
urging  his  kind  offer,  said,  "  My  dear  Miss 
Dombey,  are  you  sure  you  can  remember  no  one 
whom  your  good  papa — to  whom  I  beg  you  to 
present  the  best  compliments  of  myself  and  Lady 
Skettles  when  you  write — might  wish  you  to 
know?"  it  was  natural,  perhaps,  that  her  poor 
head  should  droop  a  little,  and  that  her  voice 
should  tremble  as  it  softly  answered  in  the 
negative. 

Skettles  junior,  much  stiffened  as  to  his  cravat, 
and  sobered  down  as  to  his  spirits,  was  at  home 
for  the  holidays,  and  appeared  to  feel  himself 
aggrieved  by  the  solicitude  of  his  excellent 
mother  that  he  should  be  attentive  to  Florence, 
Another  and  a  deeper  injury  under  which  the 
soul  of  young  Barnet  chafeil  was  the  company 
of  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Blimber,  who  had  been 
invited  on  a  visit  to  the  parental  roof-tree,  and 
of  whom  the  young  gentleman  often  said  he 
would  have  preferred  their  passing  the  vacation 
at  Jericho. 

"  Is  there  anybody  you  can  suggest,  now, 
Doctor  Blimber?"  said  Sir  Barnet  Skettles, 
turning  to  that  gentleman. 

"  You  are  very  kind.  Sir  Barnet,"  returned 
Doctor  Blimber.  "Really  I  am  not  aware  that 
there  is,  in  particular.  I  like  to  know  my  fellow- 
men  in  general,  Sir  Barnet.     What  does  Terence 
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say?  Any  one  who  is  the  parent  of  a  son  is 
interesting  to  me" 

"  Has  Mrs.  Bliniber  any  wish  to  see  any 
remarkable  person?"  asked  Sir  Barnet  cour- 
teously. 

Mrs.  Blimber  replied,  with  a  sweet  smile  and 
a  shake  of  her  sky-blue  cap,  that  if  Sir  Barnet 
could  have  made  her  known  to  Cicero,  she 
would  have  troubled  him  :  but  such  an  intro- 
duction not  being  feasible,  and  she  already 
enjoying  the  friendship  of  himself  and  his  ami- 
able lady,  and  possessing,  with  the  Doctor  her 
husband,  their  joint  confidence  in  regard  to  their 
dear  son — here  young  Barnet  was  observed  to 
curl  his  nose — she  asked  no  more. 

Sir  Barnet  was  fain,  under  these  circumstances, 
to  content  himself  for  the  time  with  the  company 
assembled.  Florence  was  glad  ol  that ;  for  she 
had  a  study  to  pursue  among  them,  and  it  lay 
too  near  her  heart,  and  was  too  precious  and 
momentous  to  yield  to  any  other  interest. 

There  were  some  children  staying  in  the 
house.  Children  who  were  as  frank  and  happy 
with  fathers  and  with  mothers  as  those  rosy 
faces  opposite  home.  Children  who  had  no 
restraint  upon  their  love,  and  freely  showed  it. 
Florence  sought  to  learn  their  secret ;  sought  to 
find  out  what  it  was  she  had  missed ;  what 
simple  art  they  knew,  and  she  knew  not ;  how 
she  could  be  taught  by  them  to  show  her 
father  that  she  loved  him,  and  to  win  his  love 
again. 

Many  a  day  did  Florence  thoughtfully  observe 
these  children.  On  many  a  bright  morning  did 
she  leave  her  bed  when  the  glorious  sun  rose, 
and  walking  up  and  down  upon  the  river's  bank 
before  any  one  in  the  house  was  stirring,  look 
up  at  the  windows  of  their  rooms,  and  think  ol 
them,  asleep,  so  gently  tended  and  affectionately 
thought  of.  Florence  w^ould  feel  more  lonely 
then  than  in  the  great  house  all  alone;  and 
would  think  sometimes  that  she  was  better  there 
than  here,  and  that  there  was  greater  peace  in 
hiding  herself  than  in  mingling  with  others  of 
her  age,  and  finding  how  unlike  them  all  she 
was.  But  attentive  to  her  study,  though  it 
touched  her  to  the  quick  at  every  little  leaf  she 
turned  in  the  hard  book,  Florence  remained 
among  them,  and  tried,  with  patient  hope,  to 
gain  the  knowledge  that  she  wearied  for. 

Ah  !  how  to  gain  it  ?  how  to  know  the  charm 
in  its  beginning  ?  There  were  daughters  here 
who  rose  up  in  the  morning,  and  lay  down  to 
rest  at  night,  possessed  of  fathers'  hearts  already. 
They  had  no  repulse  to  overcome,  no  coldness  to 
dread,  no  frown  to  smooth  away.  As  the  morn- 
ing advanced,  and  the  windows  opened  one  by 


one,  and  the  dew  began  to  dry  upon  the  flowers 
and  grass,  and  youthful  feet  began  to  move  upon 
the  lawn,  Florence,  glancing  round  at  the  bright 
faces,  thought,  What  was  there  she  could  learn 
from  these  children  ?  It  was  too  late  to  learn 
from  them  ;  each  could  approach  her  father  fear- 
lessly, and  put  up  her  lips  to  meet  the  ready  kiss, 
and  wind  her  arm  about  the  neck  that  bent  down 
to  caress  her.  She  could  not  begin  by  being  so 
bold.  Oh  !  could  it  be  that  there  was  less  and 
less  hope  as  she  studied  more  and  more  ? 

She  remembered  well  that  even  the  old  woman 
who  had  robbed  her  when  a  little  child — \yhose 
image  and  whose  house,  and  all  she  had  said 
and  done,  were  stamped  upon  her  recollection, 
with  the  enduring  sharpness  of  a  fearful  impres- 
sion made  at  that  early  period  of  life — had  spoken 
fondly  of  her  daughter,  and  how  terribly  even 
she  had  cried  out  in  the  pain  of  hopeless  separa- 
tion from  her  child.  But  her  owti  mother,  she 
would  think  again,  when  she  recalled  this,  had 
loved  her  well.  Then,  sometimes,  when  her 
thoughts  reverted  swiftly  to  the  void  between 
herself  and  her  father,  Florence  would  tremble, 
and  the  tears  would  start  upon  her  face,  as  she 
pictured  to  herself  her  mother  living  on,  and 
coming  also  to  dislike  her,  because  of  her  want- 
ing the  unknown  grace  that  should  conciliate 
that  father  naturally,  and  had  never  done  so 
from  her  cradle.  She  knew  that  this  imagination 
did  wrong  to  her  mother's  memory,  and  had  no 
truth  in  it,  or  base  to  rest  upon  ;  and  yet  she 
tried  so  hard  to  justify  him,  and  to  find  the  whole 
blame  in  herself,  that  she  could  not  resist  its 
passing,  like  a  wild  cloud,  through  the  distance 
of  her  mind. 

There  came  among  the  other  visitors,  soon 
after  Florence,  one  beautiful  girl,  three  or  four 
years  younger  than  she,  who  was  an  orphan 
child,  and  who  was  accompanied  by  her  aunt,  a 
grey-haired  lady,  who  spoke  much  to  Florence, 
and  who  greatly  liked  (but  that  they  all  did)  to 
hear  her  sing  of  an  evening,  and  would  always 
sit  near  her  at  that  time,  with  motherly  interest. 
They  had  only  been  two  days  in  tlie  house  when 
Florence,  being  in  an  arbour  in  the  garden  one 
warm  morning,  musingly  observant  of  a  youthful 
group  upon  the  turf,  through  some  intervening 
boughs,  and  wreathing  flowers  for  the  head  of 
one  little  creature  among  them  who  was  the  pet 
and  plaything  of  the  rest,  heard  this  same  lady 
and  her  niece,  in  pacing  up  and  down  a  sheltered 
nook  close  by,  speak  of  herself. 

"  Is  Florence  an  orphan  like  me,  aunt .?"  said 
the  child. 

"  No,  my  love.  She  has  no  mother,  but  her 
father  is  livinir." 
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"  Is  she  in  mourning  for  her  poor  mamma 
now  ?  "  inquired  the  child  quickly. 

"  No  ;  for  her  only  brother." 

"  Has  she  no  other  brother?" 

"  None." 

'■  No  sister  ? '' 

"None." 

"  I  am  very,  very  sOrry  ! "  said  the  little  girl. 

As  they  stopped  soon  afterwards  to  watch 
some  boats,  and  had  been  silent  in  the  mean- 
time, Florence,  who  had  risen  when  she  heard 
her  name,  and  had  gathered  up  her  flowers  to  go 
and  meet  them,  that  they  might  know  of  her 
being  within  hearing,  resumed  her  seat  and  work, 
expecting  to  hear  no  more  ;  but  the  conversation 
recommenced  ne.\t  moment. 

"  Florence  is  a  favourite  with  every  one  here, 
and  deserves  to  be,  I  am  sure,"  said  the  child 
earnestly.     "  Where  is  her  papa  ?" 

The  aunt  replied,  after  a  moment's  pause,  that 
she  did  not  know.  Her  tone  of  voice  arrested 
Florence,  who  had  started  from  her  seat  again  ; 
and  held  her  fastened  to  the  spot,  with  her 
work  hastily  caught  up  to  her  bosom,  and  her 
two  hands  saving  it  from  being  scattered  on  the 
ground. 

"  He  is  in  England,  I  hope,  aunt  ?"  said  the 
child. 

"  I  believe  so.     Yes  ;  I  know  he  is,  indeed." 

"  Has  he  ever  been  here  ?  " 

"  I  beheve  not.     No." 

"  Is  he  coming  here  to  see  her  ?  " 

"  I  believe  not." 

"Is  he  lame,  or  blind,  or  ill,  aunt?"  asked 
the  child. 

The  flowers  that  Florence  held  to  her  breast 
began  to  fall  when  she  heard  those  words,  so 
wonderingly  spoken.  She  held  them  closer ; 
and  her  face  hung  down  upon  them. 

"  Kate,"  said  the  lady  after  another  moment 
of  silence,  "  I  will  tell  you  the  whole  truth  about 
Florence  as  I  have  heard  it,  and  believe  it  to  be. 
Tell  no  one  else,  my  dear,  because  it  may  be 
little  known  here,  and  your  doing  so  would  give 
her  pain." 

'■  I  never  will  !"  exclaimed  the  child. 

"  I  know  you  never  will,"  returned  the  lady. 
'■■  ]  can  trust  you  as  myself.  I  fear  then,  Kate, 
that  Florence's  father  cares  little  for  her,  very 
seldom  sees  her,  never  was  kind  to  her  in  her 
life,  and  now  quite  shuns  her  and  avoids  her. 
She  would  love  him  dearly  if  he  would  suffer  her, 
but  he  will  not — though  for  no  fault  of  hers ; 
and  she  is  greatly  to  be  loved  and  pitied  by  all 
gentle  hearts." 

More  of  the  flowers  that  Florence  held  fell 
scattering  on  the  ground  ;  those  that  remained 
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were  wet,  but  not  with  dew ;  and  her  face  dropped 
upon  her  laden  hands. 

"  Poor  Florence  !  Dear,  good  Florence  ! " 
cried  the  child. 

"  Do  you  know  why  I  have  told  you  this, 
Kate  ?  "  said  the  lady. 

"  That  I  may  be  very  kind  to  her,  and  take 
great  care  to  try  to  please  her.  Is  that  the 
reason,  aunt  ?  " 

"  Partly,"  said  the  lady,  "but  not  all.  Though 
we  see  her  so  cheerful ;  with  a  pleasant  smile 
for  every  one ;  ready  to  oblige  us  all,  and  bear- 
ing her  part  in  every  amusement  here  :  she  can 
hardly  be  quite  happy,  do  you  think  she  can, 
Kate  ?  " 

"  I  am  afraid  not,"  said  the  little  girl. 

■'  And  you  can  understand,"  pursued  the  lady, 
"  why  her  observation  of  children  who  have 
parents  who  are  fond  of  them,  and  proud  of  them 
— like  many  here  just  now — should  make  her 
sorrowful  in  secret." 

"  Yes,  dear  aunt,"  said  the  child,  "  I  under- 
stand that  very  well.     Poor  Florence  !" 

More  flowers  strayed  ujjon  the  ground,  and 
those  she  yet  held  to  her  breast  trembled  as  if  a 
wintry  wind  were  rustling  them. 

"  My  Kate,"  said  the  lady,  whose  voice  was 
serious,  but  very  calm  and  sweet,  and  had  so 
impressed  Florence  from  the  first  moment  of  her 
hearing  it,  "  of  all  the  youthful  people  here,  you 
are  her  natural  and  harmless  friend ;  you  have 
not  the  innocent  means,  that  happier  children 
have " 

"  There  are  none  happier,  aunt  ! "  exclaimed 
the  child,  who  seemed  to  cling  about  her. 

"  — As  other  children  have,  dear  Kate,  of  re- 
minding her  of  her  misfortune.  Therefore  I 
would  have  you,  when  you  try  to  be  her  little 
friend,  try  all  the  more  for  that,  and  feel  that  the 
bereavement  you  sustained  —  thank  Heaven  ! 
before  you  knew  its  weight — gives  you  claim  and 
hold  upon  poor  Florence." 

"  But  I  am  not  without  a  parent's  love,  aunt, 
and  I  never  have  been,"  said  the  child,  "  with 
you." 

"  However  that  may  be,  my  dear,"  returned 
the  lady,  "  your  misfortune  is  a  lighter  one  than 
Florence's  ;  for  not  an  orphan  in  the  wide  world 
can  be  so  deserted  as  the  child  who  is  an  out- 
cast from  a  living  parent's  love." 

The  flowers  were  scattered  on  the  ground  like 
dust ;  the  empty  hands  were  spread  upon  the 
face  ;  and  orphaned  Florence,  shrinking  down 
upon  the  ground,  wept  long  and  bitterly. 

But  true  of  heart,  and  resolute  in  her  good 
purpose,  Florence  held  to  it  as  her  dying  mother 
held  by  her  upon  the  day  that  gave  Paul  life. 
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He  did  not  know  how  much  she  loved  him. 
However  long  the  time  in  coming,  and  however 
slow  the  interval,  she  must  try  to  bring  that 
knowledge  to  her  father's  heart  one  day  or  other. 
Meantime,  she  must  be  careful  in  no  thoughtless 
word,  or  look,  or  burst  of  feeling  awakened  by 
any  chance  circumstance,  to  complain  against 
him,  or  to  give  occasion  for  these  whispers  to 
his  prejudice. 

Even  in  the  response  she  made  the  orphan 
child,  to  whom  she  was  attracted  strongly,  and 
whom  she  had  such  occasion  to  remember,  Flo- 
rence was  mindful  of  him.  If  she  singled  her 
out  too  plainly  (Florence  thought)  from  among 
the  rest,  she  would  confirm — in  one  mind  cer- 
tainly :  perhaps  in  more — the  belief  that  he  was 
cruel  and  unnatural.  Her  own  delight  was  no 
set-off  to  this.  What  slie  had  overheard  was  a 
reason,  not  for  soothing  herself,  but  for  saving 
him ;  and  Florence  did  it,  in  pursuance  of  the 
study  of  her  heart. 

She  did  so  always.  If  a  book  were  read  aloud, 
and  there  were  anything  in  the  story  that  pointed 
at  an  unkind  father,  she  was  in  pain  for  their 
application  of  it  to  him  ;  not  for  herself.  So 
with  any  trifle  of  an  interlude  that  was  acted,  or 
picture  that  was  shown,  or  game  that  was  played, 
among  them.  The  occasions  for  such  tender- 
ness towards  him  were  so  many,  that  her  mind 
misgave  her  often,  it  would  indeed  be  better  to 
go  back  to  the  old  house,  and  live  again  within 
the  shadow  of  its  dull  walls,  undisturbed.  How- 
few  who  saw  sweet  Florence,  in  her  spring  of 
womanhood,  the  modest  little  queen  of  those 
small  revels,  imagined  wliat  a  load  of  sacred  care 
lay  heavy  in  her  breast !  How  few  of  those  ^^■ho 
stiffened  in  her  father's  freezing  atmosphere  sus- 
pected what  a  heap  of  fiery  coals  was  piled  upon 
his  head ! 

Florence  pursued  her  study  patiently,  and 
failing  to  acquire  the  secret  of  the  nameless 
grace  she  sought  among  the  youthful  company 
who  w-ere  assembled  in  the  house,  often  walked 
out  alone,  in  the  early  morning,  among  the 
children  of  the  poor.  But  still  she  found  them 
all  too  far  advanced  to  learn  from.  They  had 
won  their  household  places  long  ago,  and  did 
not  stand  without,  as  she  did,  with  a  bar  across 
the  door. 

There  was  one  man  whom  she  several  times 
observed  at  work  very  early,  and  often  with  a 
girl  of  about  her  own  age  seated  near  him.  He 
was  a  ver\'  poor  man,  who  seemed  to  have  no 
regular  employment,  but  now  went  roaming 
about  the  banks  of  the  river  when  the  tide  was 
low,  looking  out  for  bits  and  scraps  in  the  mud  ; 
and  now  worked  at  the  unpromising  little  patch 


of  garden  ground  before  his  cottage ;  and  now 
tinkered  up  a  miserable  old  boat  that  belonged 
to  him  ;  or  did  some  job  of  that  kind  for  a  neigh- 
bour, as  chance  occurred.  Whatever  the  man's 
labour,  the  girl  was  never  employed ;  but  sat, 
when  she  was  with  him,  in  a  listless,  moping 
state,  and  idle. 

Florence  had  often  wished  to  speak  to  this 
man  ;  yet  she  had  never  taken  courage  to  do  so, 
as  he  made  no  movement  towards  her.  But  one 
morning  when  she  happened  to  come  upon  him 
suddenly,  from  a  by-path  among  some  pollard 
willows  which  terminated  in  the  little  shelving 
piece  of  stony  ground  that  lay  between  his  dwell- 
ing and  the  water,  where  he  was  bending  over  a 
fire  he  had  made  to  calk  the  old  boat  which  was 
lying  bottom  upwards  close  by,  he  raised  his 
head  at  the  sound  of  her  footstep,  and  gave  her 
Good  morning. 

"  Good  morning,"  said  Florence,  approaching 
nearer ;  '"  you  are  at  work  early." 

"  I'd  be  glad  to  be  often  at  work  earlier,  miss, 
if  I  had  work  to  do." 

"  Is  it  so  hard  to  get  ?"  asked  Florence. 

"  /  find  it  so,"  replied  the  man. 

Florence  glanced  to  where  the  girl  was  sitting, 
drawn  together,  with  her  elbows  on  her  knees, 
and  her  chin  on  her  hands,  and  said  : 

"  Is  that  your  daughter  ?" 

He  raised  his  head  quickly,  and  looking  to- 
wards the  girl  with  a  brightened  face,  nodded  to 
her,  and  said  "  Yes."  Florence  looked  towards 
her  too,  and  gave  her  a  kind  salutation;  the  girl 
muttered  something  in  return,  ungraciously  and 
sullenly. 

"  Is  she  in  want  of  employment  also  ?"  said 
Florence. 

The  man  shook  his  head.  "  No,  miss,"  he 
said,  "  I  work  for  both." 

"Are  there  only  you  two,  then?"  inquired 
Florence. 

"  Only  us  two,"  said  the  man.  "  Her  mother 
has  been  dead  these  ten  year.  Martha  ! "  (he 
lifted  up  his  head  again,  and  whisded  to  her) 
"  won't  you  say  a  word  to  the  pretty  young 
lady?" 

i'he  girl  made  an  impatient  gesture  with  her 
cowering  shoulders,  and  turned  her  head  another 
way.  Ugly,  misshapen,  peevish,  ill-conditioned, 
ragged,  dirt) — but  beloved  !  Oh  yes  I  Florence 
had  seen  her  father's  look  towards  her,  and  she 
knew  whose  look  it  had  no  likeness  to. 

"  I'm  afraid  she's  worse  this  morning,  my  poor 
girl  !"  said  the  man,  suspending  his  work,  and 
contemplating  his  ill-favoured  child  with  a  com- 
passion that  was  the  more  tender  for  being 
roueh. 
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"  She  is  ill,  then?"  said  Florence. 

The  man  drew  a  deep  sigh.  "  I  don't  believe 
my  Martha's  had  five  short  days'  good  health," 
he  answered,  looking  at  her  still,  "  in  as  many 
long  years." 

"  Ay !  and  more  than  that,  John,"  said  a 
neighbour,  who  had  come  down  to  help  him 
with  the  boat. 

'•  More  than  that  you  say,  do  you?"  cried  the 
other,  pushing  back  his  battered  hat,  and  draw- 
ing his  hand  across  his  forehead.  "  Very  like. 
It  seems  a  long,  long  time." 

"  And  the  more  the  time,"  pursued  the  neigh- 
bour, "  the  more  you've  favoured  and  humoured 
her,  John,  till  she's  got  to  be  a  burden  to  herself, 
and  everybody  else." 

"  Not  to  me,"  said  her  father,  falling  to  his 
work  again.     "  Not  to  me." 

Florence  could  feel — who  better  ? — how  truly 
he  spoke.  She  drew  a  little  closer  to  him,  and 
would  have  been  glad  to  touch  his  rugged  hand, 
and  thank  him  for  his  goodness  to  the  miserable 
object  that  he  looked  upon  with  eyes  so  different 
from  any  other  man's. 

"  Who  would  favour  my  poor  girl — to  call  it 
favouring — if /didn't?"  said  the  father. 

"  Ay,  ay,"  cried  the  neighbour.  "  In  reason, 
John.  But  you  !  You  rob  yourself  to  give  to 
her.  You  bind  yourself  hand  and  foot  on  her 
account.  You  make  your  life  miserable  along 
of  her.  And  what  does  she  care  ?  You  don't 
believe  she  knows  it  ?  " 

The  father  lifted  up  his  head  again,  and  whistled 
to  her.  Martha  made  the  same  impatient  ges- 
ture with  her  crouching  shoulders  in  reply;  and 
he  was  glad  and  happy. 

"  Only  for  that,  miss,"  said  the  neighbour  with 
a  smile,  in  which  there  was  more  of  secret  sym- 
pathy than  he  e.\pressed  ;  "  only  to  get  that,  he 
never  lets  her  out  of  his  sight !  " 

"  Because  the  day'll  come,  and  has  been  com- 
ing a  long  while,"  observed  the  other,  bending 
low  over  his  work,  "  when  to  get  half  as  much 
from  that  unfort'nate  child  of  mine — to  get  the 
trembling  of  a  finger,  or  the  waving  of  a  hair — 
would  be  to  raise  the  dead." 

Florence  softly  put  some  money  near  his  hand 
on  the  old  boat,  and  left  him. 

And  now  Florence  began  to  think,  if  she  were 
to  fall  ill,  if  she  were  to  fade  like  her  dear 
brother,  would  he  then  know  that  she  had  loved 
him ;  would  she  then  grow  dear  to  him ;  would 
he  come  to  her  bedside,  when  she  was  weak  and 
dim  of  sight,  and  take  her  into  his  embrace,  and 
cancel  all  the  past?  Would  he  so  forgive  her, 
in  that  changed  condition,  for  not  having  been 
able  to  lay  open  her  childish  heart  to  him,  as  to 


make  it  easy  to  relate  with  what  emotions  she 
had  gone  out  of  his  room  that  night ;  what  she 
had  meant  to  say  if  she  had  had  the  courage ; 
and  how  she  had  endeavoured,  afterwards,  to 
learn  the  way  she  never  knew  in  infancy  ? 

Yes,  she  thought,  if  she  were  dying,  he  would 
relent.  She  thought,  that  if  she  lay,  serene  and 
not  unwilling  to  depart,  upon  the  bed  that  was 
curtained  round  with  recollections  of  their  dar- 
ling boy,  he  would  be  touched  home,  and  would 
say,  "  Dear  Florence,  live  for  me,  and  we  will 
love  each  other  as  we  might  have  done,  and  be 
as  happy  as  we  might  have  been  these  mat-y 
years  ! "  She  thought  that  if  she  heard  such 
words  from  him,  and  had  her  arms  clasped 
round  him,  she  could  answer  with  a  smile,  "  It 
is  too  late  for  anything  but  this ;  I  never  could 
be  happier,  dear  father  !  "  and  so  leave  him,  with 
a  blessing  on  her  lips. 

The  golden  water  she  remembered  on  the 
wall  appeared  to  Florence,  in  the  light  of  such 
reflections,  only  as  a  current  flowing  on  to  rest, 
and  to  a  region  where  the  dear  ones,  gone 
before,  were  waiting,  hand-in-hand ;  and  often, 
when  she  looked  upon  the  darker  river  ripplmg 
at  her  feet,  she  thought  with  awful  wonder,  but 
not  terror,  of  that  river  which  her  brother  had  so 
often  said  was  bearing  him  away. 

The  father  and  his  sick  daughter  were  yet 
fresh  in  Florence's  mind,  and,  indeed,  that  inci- 
dent was  not  a  week  old,  when  Sir  Barnet  and 
his  lady,  going  out  walking  in  the  lanes  one 
afternoon,  proposed  to  her  to  bear  them  com- 
pany. Florence  readily  consenting,  Lady  Sket- 
tles  ordered  out  young  Barnet  as  a  matter  of 
course.  For  nothing  delighted  Lady  Skettles  so 
much  as  beholding  her  eldest  son  with  Florence 
on  his  arm. 

Barnet,  to  say  the  truth,  appeared  to  entertain 
an  opposite  sentiment  on  the  subject,  and  on  such 
occasions  frequently  e.xpressed  himself  audibly, 
though  indefinitely,  in  reference  to  "  a  parcel  of 
girls."  As  it  was  not  easy  to  rufHe  her  sweet 
temper,  however,  Florence  generally  reconciled 
the  young  gentleman  to  his  fate  after  a  few- 
minutes,  and  they  strolled  on  amicably;  Lady 
Skettles  and  Sir  Barnet  following,  in  a  state  of 
perfect  complacency  and  high  gratification. 

This  was  the  order  of  procedure  on  the  after- 
noon in  question  :  and  Florence  had  almost 
succeeded  in  overruling  the  present  objections 
of  Skettles  junior  to  his  destiny,  when  a  gentle- 
man on  horseback  came  riding  by,  looked  at 
them  earnestly  as  he  passed,  drew  in  his  rein, 
wheeled  round,  and  came  riding  back  again,  hat 
in  hand.  - 

The  gentleman   had    looked   particularly   at 
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Florence  ;  and  when  the  little  party  stopped, 
on  his  riding  back,  he  bowed  to  her  before 
saluting  Sir  Barnet  and  his  lady.  Florence  had 
no  remembrance  of  having  ever  seen  him,  but 
she  started  involuntarily  when  he  came  near  her, 
and  drew  back. 


"  My  horse  is  perfectly  quiet,  I  assure  you," 
said  the  gentleman. 

It  was  not  that,  but  something  in  the  gentle- 
man himself — Florence  could  not  have  said 
what — that  made  her  recoil  as  if  she  had  been 
stung. 


THE  FLOWERS  WERE  SCATTERED  ON  THE   GROUND   LIKE   DUST  ;    THE  EMPTY  HANDS  ^^ERE  SPREAD   UTON   THE 
face;   AND   ORPHANED   FLORENCE,   SHRINKING   DOWN    UPON   THE  GROUND,    WEPT   LONG  AND  BITTERLi. 

Florence,  sensible  of  a  strange  inclination  to 


"  I  have  the  honour  to  address  Miss  Dombey, 
I  believe,"  said  the  gentleman  with  a  most  per- 
suasive smile.  On  Florence  inclining  her  head, 
he  added,  "  My  name  is  Carker.  I  can  hardly 
hope  to  be  remembered  by  Miss  Dombey 
except  by  name.     Carker." 


shiver,  though  the  day  was  hot,  presented  him 
to  her  host  and  hostess ;  by  whom  he  was  very 
graciously  received. 

"  I   beg  pardon,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  "  a  thou- 
sand times  !     But  I  am  going  down  to-morrow 


SHE  SENDS  HER  LOVE  BY  MR.  CARKER. 


morning  to  Mr.  Dombey,  at  Leamington,  and 
if  Miss  Dombey  can  intrust  me  with  any  com- 
mission, need  I  say  liow  very  happy  I  shall 
be?" 

Sir  Barnet,  immediately  divining  that  Florence 
would  desire  to  write  a  letter  to  her  father,  pro- 
posed to  return,  and  besought  Mr.  Carker  to 
-come  home  and  dine  in  his  riding  gear.  Mr. 
Carker  had  the  misfortune  to  be  engaged  for 
dinner,  but  if  Miss  Dombey  wished  to  write, 
■nothing  would  delight  him  more  than  to  accom- 
pany thtm  back,  and  to  be  her  faithful  slave  in 
waiting  as  long  as  she  pleased.  As  he  said  this 
with  his  widest  smile,  and  bent  down  close  to 
her  to  pat  his  horse's  neck,  Florence,  meeting 
his  eyes,  saw,  rather  than  heard  him  say,  '■  There 
is  no  news  of  the  ship  !  " 

Confused,  frightened,  shrinking  from  him,  and 
not  even  sure  that  he  had  said  those  words,  for 
he  seemed  to  have  shown  them  to  her  in  some 
extraordinary  manner  through  his  smile  instead 
of  uttering  them,  Florence  faintly  said  that  she 
was  obliged  to  him,  but  she  would  not  write ; 
she  had  nothing  to  say. 

"  Nothing  to  send.  Miss  Dombey  ?  "  said  the 
man  of  teeth. 

•'  Nothing,"  said  Florence,  "  but  my — but  my 
flear  love — if  you  please." 

Disturbed  as  Florence  was,  she  raised  her 
eyes  to  his  face  with  an  imploring  and  expres- 
sive look,  that  plainly  besought  him,  if  he  knew 
— which  he  as  plainly  did — that  any  message 
between  her  and  her  father  was  an  uncommon 
charge,  but  that  one  most  of  all,  to  spare  her. 
Mr.  Carker  smiled  and  bowed  low,  and  being 
charged  by  Sir  Barnet  with  the  best  compli- 
ments of  himself  and  Lady  Skettles,  took  his 
leave,  and  rode  away ;  leaving  a  favourable 
impression  on  that  worthy  couple.  Florence 
was  seized  with  such  a  shudder  as  he  went,  that 
Sir  Barnet.  adopting  the  popular  superstition, 
supposed  somebody  was  passing  over  her  grave. 
Mr.  Carker,  turning  a  corner  on  the  instant, 
looked  back,  and  bowed,  and  disappeared,  as  if 
he  rode  off  to  the  churchyard  straight  to  do  it. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

STRANGE  NEWS   OF    UNCLE   SOL. 

/^APTAIN  CUTTLE,  though  no  sluggard, 
^^-'  did  not  turn  so  early  on  the  morning  after 
he  had  seen  Sol  Gills,  through  the  shop-window, 
writing  in  the  parlour,  with  the  Midshipman 
upon  the  counter,  and  Rob  the  Grinder  making 


up  his  bed  below  it,  but  that  the  clocks  struck 
six  as  he  raised  himself  on  his  elbow,  and  took 
a  survey  of  his  little  chamber.  The  captain's 
eyes  must  have  done  severe  duty,  if  l>e  usually 
opened  them  as  wide  on  awaking  as  he  did  that 
morning  ;  and  were  but  roughly  rewarded  for 
their  vigilance,  if  he  generally  rubbed  them  half 
as  hard.  But  the  occasion  was  no  common  one, 
for  Rob  the  Grinder  had  certainly  never  stood 
in  the  doorway  of  Captain  Cuttle's  bedroom 
before,  and  in  it  he  stood  then,  panting  at  the 
captain,  with  a  flushed  and  tousled  air  of  bed 
about  him,  that  greatly  heightened  both  his 
colour  and  expression. 

"  Holloa  !  "  roared  the  captain.  "  What's 
the  matter  ?  " 

Before  Rob  could  stammer  a  word  in  answer, 
Captain  Cuttle  turned  out,  all  in  a  heap,  and 
covered  the  boy's  mouth  with  his  hand. 

"Steady,  my  lad,"  said  the  captain;  "don't 
ye  speak  a  word  to  me  as  yet  ! " 

The  captain,  looking  at  his  visitor  in  great 
consternation,  gently  shouldered  him  into  the 
next  room,  after  laying  this  injunction  upon 
him ;  and  disappearing  for  a  few  moments, 
forthwith  returned  in  the  blue  suit.  Holding 
up  his  hand  in  token  of  the  injunction  not  yet 
being  taken  off.  Captain  Cuttle  walked  up  to 
the  cupboard,  and  poured  himself  out  a  dram  : 
a  counterpart  of  which  he  handed  to  the  mes- 
senger. The  captain  then  stood  himself  up  in  a 
corner,  against  the  wall,  as  if  to  forestall  the 
possibility  of  being  knocked  backward  by  the 
communication  that  was  to  be  made  to  him  ; 
and  having  swallowed  his  liquor,  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  messenger,  and  his  face  as  pale  as 
his  face  could  be,  requested  him  to  "  heave 
ahead." 

"Do  you  mean  tell  you,  captain?"  asked 
Rob,  who  had  been  greatly  impressed  by  these 
precautions. 

"  Ay  !  "  said  the  captain. 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  Rob,  "  I  ain't  got  much  to 
tell.     But  look  here  !  " 

Rob  produced  a  bundle  of  keys.  The  captain 
surveyed  them,  remained  in  his  corner,  and  sur- 
veyed the  messenger. 

"  And  look  here  !  "  pursued  Rob. 

The  boy  produced  a  sealed  packet,  which 
Captain  Cuttle  stared  at  as  he  had  stared  at  the 
keys. 

"  When  I  woke  this  morning,  captain,"  said 
Rob,  "  which  was  about  a  quarter  after  five,  I 
found  these  on  my  pillow.  The  shop-door  was 
unbolted  and  unlocked,  and  Mr.  Gills  gone." 

"  Gone  I  "  roared  the  captain. 

"  Flowed,  sir,"  returned  Rob. 
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The  captain's  voice  was  so  tremendous,  and 
he  came  out  of  his  corner  with  such  way  on 
him,  that  Rob  retreated  before  him  into  another 
comer  :  holding  out  the  keys  and  packet,  to 
prevent  himself  from  being  run  down. 

" '  For  Captain  Cuttle,'  sir,"  cried  Rob,  "  is 
on  the  keys  and  on  the  packet  too.  Upon  my 
word  and  honour,  Captain  Cuttle,  I  don't  know 
anything  more  about  it.  I  wish  I  may  die  if  I 
do  !  Here's  a  sitiwation  for  a  lad  that's  just  got 
a  sitiwation,"  cried  the  unfortunate  Grinder, 
screwing  his  cuff  into  his  face:  "his  master 
bolted  with  his  place,  and  him  blamed  for  it ! " 

These  lamentations  had  reference  to  Captain 
Cuttle's  gaze,  or  rather  glare,  which  was  full  of 
vague  suspicions,  threatenings,  and  denuncia- 
tions. Taking  the  proftered  packet  from  his 
hand,  the  captain  opened  it,  and  read  as 
follows : — 

"  My  dear  Ned  Cuttle.  Enclosed  is  my 
will  " — the  captain  turned  it  over  with  a  doubt- 
ful look- — "and  testament. — Where's  the  testa- 
ment ?  "  said  the  captain,  instantly  impeaching 
the  ill-fated  Grinder.  "  What  have  you  done 
with  that,  my  lad  ?  " 

"  /  never  see  it,"  whimpered  Rob.  "  Don't 
keep  on  suspecting  an  innocent  lad,  captain.  / 
never  touched  the  testament.'' 

Captain  Cuttle  shook  his  head,  implying  that 
somebody  must  be  made  answerable  for  it ;  and 
gravely  proceeded  : — ■ 

"Which  don't  break  open  for  a  year,  or  until 
you  have  decisive  intelligence  of  my  dear 
Walter,  who  is  dear  to  you,  Ned,  too,  I  am 
sure."  The  captain  paused  and  shook  his  head 
in  some  emotion  ;  then,  as  a  re-estabHshment 
of  his  dignity  in  this  trying  position,  looked 
with  exceeding  sternness  at  the  Grinder.  "  If 
you  should  never  hear  of  me,  or  see  me  more, 
Ned,  remember  an  old  friend  as  he  will  remember 
you  to  the  last — kindly;  and  at  least  until 
the  period  I  have  mentioned  has  expired,  keep 
a  home  in  the  old  place  for  Walter.  There 
are  no  debts,  the  loan  from  Dombey's  House  is 
paid  off,  and  all  my  keys  I  send  with  this. 
Keep  this  quiet,  and  make  no  inquiry  for  me ; 
it  is  useless.  So  no  more,  dear  Ned,  from  your 
true  friend,  Solomon  Gills."  The  captain  took 
a  long  breath,  and  then  read  these  words,  written 
below  :  "  The  boy  Rob,  well  recommended,  as 
I  told  you,  from  Dombey's  House.  If  all  else 
should  come  to  the  hammer,  take  care,  Ned,  of 
the  little  Midshipman." 

To  convey  to  posterity  any  idea  of  the  manner 
in  which  the  captain,  after  turning  this  letter 
over  and  over,  and  reading  it  a  score  of  times, 
sat  down  in  his  chair^  and  held  a  court-martial 


on  the  subject  in  his  own  mind,  would  require 
the  united  genius  of  all  the  great  men  who,  dis- 
carding their  own  untoward  days,  have  deter- 
mined to  go  down  to  posterity,  and  have  never 
got  there.  At  first  the  captain  was  too  much 
confounded  and  distressed  to  think  of  anything 
but  the  letter  itself;  and  even  when  his  thoughts 
began  to  glance  upon  the  various  attendant 
flicts,  they  might,  perhaps,  as  well  have  occupied 
themselves  with  their  former  theme,  for  any 
light  they  reflected  on  them.  In  this  state  of 
mind.  Captain  Cuttle  having  the  Grinder  before 
the  court,  and  no  one  else,  found  it  a  great 
relief  to  decide,  generally,  that  he  was  an  object 
of  suspicion  :  which  the  captain  so  clearly  ex- 
pressed in  his  visage,  that  Rob  remonstrated. 

"  Oh,  don't,  captain  ! "  cried  the  Grinder. 
"  I  wonder  how  you  can  !  What  have  I  done 
to  be  looked  at  like  that  ?  " 

"  My  lad,''  said  Captain  Cuttle,  "  don't  you 
sing  out  afore  you're  hurt.  And  don't  you  com- 
mit yourself,  whatever  you  do." 

"  I  haven't  been  and  committed  nothing, 
captain,"  answered  Rob. 

"  Keep  her  free,  then,"  said  the  captain  im- 
pressively, "  and  ride  easy." 

With  a  deep  sense  of  the  responsibility  imposed 
upon  him,  and  the  necessityof  thoroughly  fathom- 
ing this  mysterious  affair,  as  became  a  man  in 
his  relations  with  the  parties.  Captain  Cuttle  re- 
solved to  go  down  and  examine  the  premises, 
and  to  keep  the  Grinder  with  him.  Considering 
that  youth  as  under  arrest  at  present,  the  captain 
was  in  some  doubt  whether  it  might  not  be  ex- 
pedient to  handcuff  him,  or  tie  his  ankles  to- 
gether, or  attach  a  weight  to  his  legs,  but  not 
being  clear  as  to  the  legality  of  such  formalities, 
the  captain  decided  merely  to  hold  him  by  the 
shoulder  all  the  way,  and  knock  him  down  if  he 
made  any  objection. 

However,  he  made  none,  and  consequently  got 
to  the  instrument-maker's  house  without  being 
placed  under  any  more  stringent  restraint.  As  the 
shutters  were  not  yet  taken  down,  the  captain's 
first  care  was  to  have  the  shop  opened  ;  and, 
when  the  daylight  was  freely  admitted,  he  pro- 
ceeded, with  its  aid,  to  further  investigation. 

The  captain's  first  care  was  to  establish  him- 
self in  a  chair  in  the  shop  as  president  of  the 
solemn  tribunal  that  was  sitting  within  him  ; 
and  to  require  Rob  to  lie  down  in  his  bed  under 
the  counter,  show  exactly  where  he  discovered 
the  keys  and  packet  when  he  awoke,  how  he 
found  the  door  when  he  went  to  try  it,  how  he 
started  off  to  Brig  Place— cautiously  preventing 
the  latter  imitation  from  being  carried  farther 
than  the  threshold — and  so  on  to  the  end  of  the 
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chapter.  When  all  this  had  been  done  several 
times,  the  captain  shook  his  head,  and  seemed 
to  think  the  matter  had  a  bad  look. 

Next,  the  captain,  with  some  indistinct  idea 
of  finding  a  body,  instituted  a  strict  search  over 
the  whole  house  ;  groping  in  the  cellars  with  a 
lighted  candle,  thrusting  his  hook  behind  doors, 
bringing  his  head  into  violent  contact  with 
beams,  and  covering  himself  with  cobwebs. 
Mounting  up  to  the  old  man's  bedroom,  they 
found  that  he  had  not  been  in  bed  on  the  pre- 
vious night,  but  had  merely  lain  down  on  the 
coverlet,  as  was  evident  from  the  impression 
yet  remaining  there. 

"  And  /  think,  captain,"  said  Rob,  looking 
round  the  room,  "  that  when  Mr.  Gills  was  going 
in  and  out  so  often,  these  last  few  days,  he  was 
taking  little  things  away  piecemeal,  not  to  attract 
attention." 

"  Ay  !  "  said  the  captain  mysteriously.  "  Why 
so,  my  lad  ?  " 

"  Why,"  returned  Rob,  looking  about,  "  I 
don't  see  his  shaving  tackle.  Nor  his  brushes, 
captain.     Nor  no  shirts.     Nor  yet  his  shoes." 

As  each  of  these  articles  was  mentioned, 
Captain  Cuttle  took  particular  notice  of  the 
corresponding  department  of  the  Grinder,  lest 
he  should  appear  to  have  been  in  recent  use,  or 
should  prove  to  be  in  present  possession  thereof. 
But  Rob  had  no  occasion  to  shave,  certainly 
was  not  brushed,  and  wore  the  clothes  he  had 
worn  for  a  long  time  past,  beyond  all  possibility 
of  mistake. 

"  And  what  should  you  say,"  said  the  captain 
• — "  not  committing  yourself — about  his  time  of 
sheering  off?     Hey?' 

"  Why,  I  think,  captain,"  returned  Rob, 
"  that  he  must  have  gone  pretty  soon  after  I 
began  to  snore.'' 

"  What  o'clock  was  tha.t  ?  "  said  the  captain, 
prepared  to  be  very  particular  about  the  exact 
time. 

"  How  can  I  tell,  captain  ?  "  answered  Rob. 
"  I  only  know  that  I'm  a  heavy  sleeper  at  first, 
and  a  light  one  towards  morning  ;  and  if  Mr. 
Gills  had  come  through  the  shop  near  daybreak, 
though  ever  so  much  on  tiptoe,  I'm  pretty  sure 
I  should  have  heard  him  shut  the  door  at  all 
events." 

On  mature  consideration  of  this  evidence, 
Captain  Cuttle  began  to  think  that  the  instru- 
ment-maker must  have  vanished  of  his  own 
accord ;  to  which  logical  conclusion  he  was 
assisted  by  the  letter  addressed  to  himself, 
which,  as  being  unquestionably  in  the  old  man's 
handwriting,  would  seem,  with  no  great  forcing, 
to  bear  the  construction,  that  he  arranged  of  his 


own  will  to  go,  and  so  went.  The  captain  had 
next  to  consider  where  and  why?  and,  as  there 
was  no  way  whatsoever  that  he  saw  to  the  solu- 
tion of  the  first  difficulty,  he  confined  his  medi- 
tations to  the  second. 

Remembering  the  old  man's  curious  manner, 
and  the  farewell  he  had  taken  of  him  :  unac- 
countably fervent  at  the  time,  but  quite  intelli- 
gible now  :  a  terrible  apprehension  strengthened 
on  the  captain,  that,  overpowered  by  his 
anxieties  and  regrets  for  Walter,  he  had  been 
driven  to  commit  suicide.  Unequal  to  the  wear 
and  tear  of  daily  life,  as  he  had  often  professed 
himself  to  be,  and  shaken  as  he  no  doubt  was 
by  the  uncertainty  and  deferred  hope  he  hatl 
undergone,  it  seemed  no  violently-strained  mis- 
giving, but  only  too  probable. 

Free  from  debt,  and  with  no  fear  for  his  per- 
sonal liberty,  or  the  seizure  of  his  goods,  what 
else  but  such  a  state  of  madness  could  have 
hurried  him  away  alone  and  secretly?  As  to 
his  carrying  some  apparel  with  him,  if  he  had 
really  done  so — and  they  were  not  even  sure  of 
that — he  might  have  done  so,  the  captain 
rrgued,  to  prevent  inquiry,  to  distract  attention 
from  his  probable  fate,  or  to  ease  the  very  mind 
that  was  now  revolving  all  these  possibilities. 
Such,  reduced  into  plain  language,  and  con- 
densed within  a  small  compass,  was  the  final 
result  and  substance  of  Captain  Cuttle's  delibe- 
rations ;  which  took  a  long  time  to  arrive  at 
this  pass,  and  were,  like  some  more  public  deli- 
berations, very  discursive  and  disorderly. 

Dejected  and  despondent  in  the  extreme, 
Captain  Cuttle  felt  it  just  to  release  Rob  from 
the  arrest  in  which  he  had  placed  him,  and  to 
enlarge  him,  subject  to  a  kind  of  honourable  in- 
spection which  he  still  resolved  to  exercise ; 
and  having  hired  a  man,  from  Brogley  the 
broker,  to  sit  in  the  shop  during  their  absence, 
the  captain,  taking  Rob  with  him,  issued  forth 
upon  a  dismal  quest  after  the  mortal  remains  of 
Solomon  Gills. 

Not  a  station-house  or  bone-house  or  work- 
house in  the  metropolis  escaped  a  visitation 
from  the  hard  glazed  hat.  Along  the  wharfs, 
among  the  shipping,  on  the  bank-side,  up  the 
river,  down  the  river,  here,  there,  everywhere,  it 
went  gleaming  where  men  were  thickest,  like 
the  hero's  helmet  in  an  epic  battle.  For  a 
whole  week  the  captain  read  of  all  die  found 
and  missing  people  in  all  the  newspapers  and 
handbills,  and  went  forth  on  expeditions  at  all 
hours  of  the  day  to  identify  Solomon  Gills,  in 
poor  little  ship-boys  who  had  fallen  overboard, 
and  in  tall  foreigners  with  dark  beards  who  had 
taken  poison — "  to  make  sure,"  Captain  Cultle 
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said,  "  that  it  warn't  him."  It  is  a  sure  thing 
that  it  never  was,  and  that  the  good  captain  had 
no  other  satisfaction. 

Captain  Cutde  at  last  abandoned  these  at- 
tempts as  hopeless,  and  set  himself  to  consider 
what  was  to  be  done  next.  After  several  new 
perusals  of  his  poor  friend's  letter,  he  considered 
that  the  maintenance  of  "a  home  in  the  old 
place  for  Walter"  was  the  primary  duty  imposed 
ujion  him.     Therefore,  the   captain's    decision 


was  that  he  would  keep  house  on  the  premises 
of  Solomon  Gills  himself,  and  would  go  into  the 
instrument  business,  and  see  what  came  of  it. 

But,  as  this  step  involved  the  relinquishment 
of  his  apartments  at  Mrs.  MacStinger's,  and  he 
knew  that  resolute  woman  would  never  hear  of 
his  deserting  them,  the  captain  took  the  despe- 
rate determination  of  running  away. 

"  Now,  look  ye  here,  my  lad,"  said  the  captain 
to    Rob    when    he   had    matured    this   notable 


'THE  CAPTAIN'S  VOICE  WAS  SO  TREMENDOUS,  AND  HE  CAME  OUT  OF  HI.S  CORNER  WITH  SUCH  WAY  ON  HIM, 
THAT  ROB  RETREATED  BEFORE  HIM  INTO  ANOTHER  CORNER:  HOLDING  OUT  THE  KEYS  AND  PACKEl , 
TO  PREVENT  HIMSELF    FROM   BEING   RUN  DOWN." 


scheme ;  "  to-morrow,  I  shan't  be  found  in  this 
here  roadstead  till  night — not  till  arter  midnight 
p'rhaps.  But  you  keep  watch  till  you  hear  me 
knock,  and  the  moment  you  do,  turn-to  and 
open  the  door." 

"  Very  good,  captain,''  said  Rob. 

"  You'll  continue  to  be  rated  on  these  here 
books,"  pursued  the  captain  condescendingly, 
"and  I  don't  say  but  what  you  may  get  pro- 
motion, if  you  and  me  should  pull  together  with 


a  will.  But  the  moment  you  hear  me  knock 
to-morrow  night,  whatever  time  it  is,  turn-to  and 
show  yourself  smart  \\\\\\  the  door." 

"  I'll  be  sure  to  do  it,  captain,"  replied  Rob. 

"  Because,  you  understand,"  resumed  the  cap- 
tain, coming  back  again  to  enforce  this  charge 
upon  his  mind,  "  there  may  be,  for  anything  I 
can  say,  a  chase;  and  I  might  be  took  while  I 
was  waiting,  if  you  didn't  show  yourself  smart 
with  the  door." 
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Rob  again  assured  the  captain  that  he  would 
be  prompt  and  wakeful ;  and  the  captain,  having 
made  this  prudent  arrangement,  went  home  to 
Mrs.  MacStinger's  for  the  last  time. 

The  sense  the  captain  had  of  its  being  the  last 
time,  and  of  the  awful  purpose  hidden  beneath 
his  blue  waistcoat,  inspired  him  with  such  a 
mortal  dread  of  Mrs.  MacStinger,  that  the  sound 
of  that  lady's  foot  down-stairs,  at  any  time  of 
the  day,  was  sufficient  to  throw  him  into  a  fit 
of  trembling.  It  fell  out,  too,  that  Mrs.  Mac- 
.Stinger  was  in  a  charming  temper — mild  and 
placid  as  a  house-lamb  ;  and  Captain  Cuttle's 
conscience  suffered  terrible  twinges  when  she 
came  up  to  inquire  if  she  could  cook  him  nothing 
for  his  dinner. 

"A  nice  small  kidney-pudding  now,  Cap'en 
Cuttle,"  said  his  landlady  :  "  or  a  sheep's  heart. 
Don't  mind  my  trouble." 

"  No,  thankee,  ma'am,"  returned  the  captain. 

"  Have  a  roast  fowl,"  said  Mrs.  MacStinger, 
'with  a  Ijiit  of  weal  stuffing  and  some  egg  sauce. 
Come,  Cap'en  Cuttle !  Give  yourself  a  little 
treat ! " 

"  No,  thankee,  ma'am,"  returned  the  captain 
very  humbl)'. 

"  I'm  sure  you're  out  of  sorts,  and  want  to  be 
stimulated,"  said  Mrs.  MacStinger.  "Why  not 
have,  for  once  in  a  way,  a  bottle  of  sherry 
wine  ?  " 

"  'Well,  ma'am,"  rejoined  the  captain,  "  if 
you'd  be  so  good  as  to  take  a  glass  or  two,  I 
think  I  would  try  that.  Would  you  do  me  the 
favour,  ma'am,"  said  the  captain,  torn  to  pieces 
by  his  conscience,  "  to  accept  a  quarter's  rent 
ahead  ?  " 

"  And  why  so,  Cap'en  Cuttle  ?"  retorted  Mrs. 
MacStinger — sharply  as  the  captain  thought. 

The  captain  was  frightened  to  death.  "  If 
you  would,  ma'am,"  he  said  with  submission, 
"  it  would  oblige  me.  I  can't  keep  my  money 
very  well.  It  pays  itself  out.  I  should  take  it 
kind  if  you'd  comply." 

"  Well,  Cap'en  Cuttle,"  said  the  unconscious 
MacStinger,  rubbing  iier  hands,  "  you  can  do  as 
you  please.  It's  not  for  me,  with  my  family,  to 
refuse,  no  more  than  it  is  to  ask." 

"And  would  you,  ma'am,"  said  the  captain, 
taking  down  the  tin  canister,  in  which  he  kept 
his  cash,  from  the  top  shelf  of  the  cupboard, 
"  be  so  good  as  offer  eighteen-pence  apiece 
to  the  little  family  all  round?  If  you  could 
make  it  convenient,  ma'am,  to  pass  the  word 
presently  for  them  children  to  come  for'ard  in  a 
body,  I  should  be  glad  to  see  'em." 

These  innocent  MacStingers  were  so  many 
daggers  to  the  captain's  breast,  when  they  ap- 


peared in  a  swarm,  and  tore  at  him  with  the 
confiding  trustfulness  he  so  little  deserved.  The 
eye  of  Alexander  MacStinger,  who  had  been  his 
favourite,  was  insupportable  to  the  captain  ;  the 
voice  of  Juliana  MacStinger,  who  was  the  picture 
of  her  mother,  made  a  coward  of  him. 

Captain  Cuttle  kept  up  appearances,  never- 
theless, tolerably  well,  and  for  an  hour  or  two 
was  very  hardly  used  and  roughly  handled  by 
the  young  MacStingers :  who,  in  their  childish 
frolics,  did  a  little  damage  also  to  the  glazed  hat, 
by  sitting  in  it,  two  at  a  time,  as  in  a  nest,  ancl 
drumming  on  the  inside  of  the  crown  with  their 
shoes.  At  length  the  captain  sorrowfully  dis- 
missed them  :  taking  leave  of  these  cherubs  with 
the  poignant  remorse  and  grief  of  a  man  who 
was  going  to  execution. 

In  the  silence  of  night  the  captain  packed  up 
his  heavier  property  in  a  chest,  which  he  locked, 
intending  to  leave  it  there,  in  all  probability  for 
ever,  but  on  the  forlorn  chance  of  one  day  find- 
ing a  man  sufficiently  bold  and  desperate  to 
come  and  ask  for  it.  Of  his  lighter  necessaries 
the  captain  made  a  bundle  ;  and  disposed  his 
plate  about  his  person,  ready  for  flight.  At  the 
hour  of  midnight,  when  Brig  Place  was  buried  in 
slumber,  and  Mrs.  MacStinger  was  lulled  in 
sweet  oblivion,  with  her  infants  around  her,  the 
guilty  captain,  stealing  down  on  tiptoe  in  the 
dark,  opened  the  door,  closed  it  softly  after  him, 
and  took  to  his  heels. 

Pursued  by  the  image  of  Mrs.  MacStinger 
springing  out  of  bed,  and,  regardless  of  costume, 
following  and  bringing  him  back;  pursued  also 
by  a  consciousness  of  his  enormous  crime ; 
Captain  Cuttle  held  on  at  a  great  pace,  and 
allowed  no  grass  to  grow  under  his  feet  between 
Brig  Place  and  the  instrument-maker's  door.  It 
opened  when  he  knocked — for  Rob  was  on  the 
watch — and,  when  it  was  bolted  and  locked  be- 
hind him,  Captain  Cuttle  felt  comparatively  safe. 

"  Whew  ! "  cried  the  captain,  looking  round 
him.     "  It's  a  breather!" 

"  Nothing  the  matter,  is  there,  captain?  "  cried 
the  gaping  Rob. 

"  No,  no  !  "  said  Captain  Cuttle  after  changing 
colour,  and  listening  to  a  passing  footstep  in  the 
street.  "  But  mind  ye,  my  lad ;  if  any  lady, 
except  either  of  them  two  as  you  see  t'other 
day,  ever  comes  and  asks  for  Captain  Cuttle,  be 
sure  to  report  no  person  of  that  name  known, 
nor  never  heard  of  here ;  observe  them  orders, 
will  you  ?" 

"  I'll  take  care,  captain,"  returned  Rob. 

"  You  might  say — if  you  liked,"  hesitated  the 
captain,  "that  you  read  in  the  paper  that  a 
ca[)'en   of  that   name   was   gone   to  Australia, 
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emigrating  along  with  a  whole  ship's  comple- 
ment of  people  as  had  all  swore  never  to  come 
back  no  more." 

Rob  nodded  his  understanding  of  these  in- 
stnictions ;  and  Captain  Cuttle,  promising  to 
make  a  man  of  him  if  he  obeyed  orders,  dis- 
missed him,  yawning,  to  his  bed  under  the 
counter,  and  went  aloft  to  the  chamber  of 
Solomon  Gills. 

What  the  captain  suffered  next  day,  whenever 
a  bonnet  passed,  or  how  often  he  darted  out  of 
the  shop  to  elude  imaginary  MacStingers,  and 
sought  safety  in  the  attic,  cannot  be  toid.  But, 
to  avoid  the  fatigues  attendant  on  this  means  of 
self-preservation,  the  captain  curtained  the  glass 
door  of  communication  between  the  shop  and 
parlour  on  the  inside,  fitted  a  key  to  it  from  the 
bunch  that  had  been  sent  to  him ;  and  cut  a 
small  hole  of  espial  in  the  wall.  The  advantage 
of  this  fortitication  is  obvious.  On  a  bonnet 
appearing,  the  captain  instantly  slipped  into  his 
garrison,  locked  himself  up,  and  took  a  secret 
observation  of  the  enemy.  Finding  it  a  false 
alarm,  the  captain  instantly  slipped  out  again. 
And  the  bonnets  in  the  streets  were  so  very 
numerous,  and  alarms  were  so  inseparable  from 
their  appearance,  that  the  captain  was  almost 
incessantly  slipping  in  and  out  all  day  long. 

Captain  Cuttle  found  time,  however,  in  the 
midst  of  this  fatiguing  service,  to  inspect  the 
stock  ;  in  connection  with  which  he  had  the 
general  idea  (very  laborious  to  Rob)  that  too 
much  friction  could  not  be  bestowed  upon  it, 
and  that  it  could  not  be  made  too  bright.  He 
also  ticketed  a  few  attractive-looking  articles  at 
a  venture,  at  prices  ranging  from  ten  shillings  to 
fifty  pounds,  and  exposed  them  in  the  window, 
to  the  great  astonishment  of  the  public. 

After  effecting  these  improvements,  Captain 
Cuttle,  surrounded  by  the  instruments,  began  to 
feel  scientific :  and  looked  up  at  the  stars  at 
night  through  the  sky-light,  when  he  was  smoking 
his  pipe  in  the  little  back-parlour  before  going  to 
bed,  as  if  he  had  established  a  kind  of  property 
in  them.  As  a  tradesman  in  the  City,  too,  he 
began  to  have  an  interest  in  the  Lord  Mayor 
and  the  Sheriffs,  and  in  public  companies ;  and 
felt  bound  to  read  the  quotations  of  the  Funds 
every  day,  though  he  was  unable  to  make  out, 
on  any  principle  of  navigation,  what  the  figures 
meant,  and  could  have  very  well  dispensed  with 
the  fractions.  Florence  the  captain  waited  on, 
with  the  strange  news  of  Uncle  Sol,  immediately 
after  taking  possession  of  the  Midshipman  ;  but 
she  was  away  from  home.  So  the  captain  sat 
himself  down  in  his  altered  station  of  life,  with 
no  company  but  Rob  the  Grinder;  and  losing 


count  of  time,  as  men  do  when  great  changes 
come  upon  them,  thought  musingly  of  Walter, 
and  of  Solomon  Gills,  and  even  of  Mrs  Mac- 
Stinger  herself,  as  among  the  things  that  had 
been. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

SHADOWS   OF  THE  P.\ST  AND   FUTURE. 

OUR  most  obedient,  sir,"  said 
the  major.  '"  Damme,  sir,  a  friend 
of  my  friend  Dombey's  is  a  friend 
of  mine,  and  I'm  glad  to  see 
you. 

"  I  am  infinitely  obliged,  Carker," 

-il"-     explained  Mr.  Dombey,  "  to  Major  Bag- 

(gi'     stock  for  his  company  and  conversation. 

Major  Bagstock  has  rendered  me  great  service, 

Carker."   ^ 

Mr.  Carker  the  manager,  hat  in  hand,  just 
arrived  at  Leamington,  and  just  introduced  to 
the  major,  showed  the  major  his  whole  double 
range  of  teeth,  and  trusted  he  might  take  the 
liberty  of  thanking  him  with  all  his  heart  for 
having  effected  so  great  an  improvement  in 
Mr.  Dombey's  looks  and  spirits. 

"  By  Gad,  sir,"  said  the  major  in  reply,  "  there 
are  no  thanks  due  to  me,  for  it's  a  give-and-take 
affair.  A  great  creature  like  our  friend  Dombey, 
sir,"  said  the  major,  lowering  his  voice,  but  not 
lowering  it  so  much  as  to  render  it  inaudible  to 
that  gentleman,  "  cannot  help  improving  and 
exalting  his  friends.  He  strengthens  and  in- 
vigorates a  man,  sir,  does  Dombey,  in  his  moral 
nature." 

Mr.  Carker  snapped  at  the  expression.  In 
his  moral  nature.  Exactly.  The  very  words 
he  had  been  on  the  point  of  suggesting. 

"  But  when  my  friend  Dombey,  sir,"  added 
the  major,  "  talks  to  you  of  Major  Bagstock,  I 
must  crave  leave  to  set  him  and  you  right.  He 
means  plain  Joe,  sir — Joey  B. — Josh  Bagstock 
— Joseph — rough  and  tough  old  J.,  sir.  At  your 
service." 

Mr.  Carker's  excessively  friendly  inclinations 
towards  the  major,  and  Mr.  Carker's  admira- 
tion of  his  roughness,  toughness,  and  plainness, 
gleamed  out  of  every  tooth  in  Mr.  Carker's  head. 
"And  now,  sir,"  said  the  major,  "you  and 
Dombey  have  the  devil's  own  amount  of  busi- 
ness to  talk  over." 

"  By  no  means,  major,"  observed  Mr.  Dom- 
bey. 

"  Dombey,"  said  the  major  defiantly,  "  I 
know  better  ;  a  man  of  your  mark — the  Colossus 
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of  commerce — is  not  to  be  interrupted.  Your 
moments  are  procious.  We  shall  meet  at  din- 
ner-time. In  i.",e  interval  old  Joseph  will  be 
scarce.  The  dinner  hour  is  a  sharp  seven,  Mr. 
Carker." 

With  that,  the  major,  greatly  swollen  as  to 
his  face,  withdrew ;  but  immediately  putting  in 
his  head  at  the  door  again,  said  : 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  Dombey,  have  you 
any  message  to  'em  ?  " 

Mr.  Dombey,  in  some  embarrassment,  and 
not  without  a  glance  at  the  courteous  keeper  of 
his  business  confidence,  intrusted  the  major 
with  his  compliments. 

"  By  the  Lord,  sir,"  said  the  major,  "  you 
must  make  it  something  warmer  than  that,  or 
old  Joe  will  be  far  from  welcome." 

"  Regards  then,  if  you  will,  major,"  returned 
Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Damme,  sir,"  said  the  major,  shaking  his 
shoulders  and  his  great  cheeks  jocularly  :  "  make 
it  something  warmer  than  that." 

"What  you  please,  then,  major,"  observed 
Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Our  friend  is  sly,  sir,  sly,  sir,  de-vilish  sly," 
said  the  major,  staring  round  the  door  at  Carker. 
"  So  is  Bagstock."  But  stopping  in  the  midst 
of  a  chuckle,  and  drawing  himself  up  to  his  full 
height,  the  major  solemnly  exclaimed,  as  he 
struck  himself  on  the  chest,  "  Dombey  !  I  envy 
your  feelings.  God  bless  you ! "  and  with- 
drew. 

"  You  must  have  found  the  gentleman  a  great 
resource,"  said  Carker,  following  him  with  his 
teeth. 

"  Very  great  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 
"  He  has  friends  here,  no  doubt,"  pursued 
Carker.  "  I  perceive,  from  what  he  has  said, 
that  you  go  into  society  here.  Do  you  know," 
smiling  horribly,  "  I  am  so  very  glad  that  you 
go  into  society  !  " 

Mr.  Dombey  acknowledged  this  display  of 
interest  on  the  part  of  his  second  in  command 
by  twirling  his  watch-chain,  and  slightly  moving 
his  head. 

"  You  were  formed  for  society,"  said  Carker. 
"  Of  all  the  men  I  know,  you  are  the  best 
adapted  by  nature  and  by  position  for  society. 
Do  you  know,  I  have  been  frequently  amazed 
that  you  should  have  held  it  at  arm's  length  so 
long  ! " 

"  I  have  had  my  reasons,  Carker.  I  have 
been  alone,  and  indifferent  to  it.  But  you  have 
great  social  qualifications  yourself,  and  are  the 
more  likely  to  have  been  surprised." 

"Oh!  I!"  returned  the  other  with  ready 
self-disparagement.     "  It's  quite  another  matter 


in  the  case  of  a  man  like  me.     I  don't  come 
into  comparison  withjw^." 

Mr.  Dombey  put  his  hand  to  his  neckcloth, 
settled  his  chin  in  it,  coughed,  and  stood  look- 
ing at  his  faithful  friend  and  servant  for  a  few 
moments  in  silence. 

"  I  shall  have  the  pleasure,  Carker,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey  at  length  :  making  as  if  he  swallowed 
something  a  little  too  large  for  his  throat :  "  to 
present  you  to  my — to  the  major's  friends. 
Highly  agreeable  people." 

"  Ladies  among  them,  I  presume  ?  "  insinu- 
ated the  smooth  manager. 

"  They  are  all — that  is  to  say,  they  are  both 
— ladies,"  replied  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Only  two  ?  "  smiled  Carker. 

"  There  are  only  two.  I  have  confined  my 
visits  to  their  residence,  and  have  made  no 
other  acquaintance  here." 

"  Sisters,  perhaps  ?  "  quoth  Carker. 

"  Mother  and  daughter,"  replied  Mr.  Dombey. 

As  Mr.  Dombey  dropped  his  eyes,  and  ad- 
justed his  neckcloth  again,  the  smiling  face  of 
Mr.  Carker  the  manager  became  in  a  moment, 
and  without  any  stage  of  transition,  transformed 
into  a  most  intent  and  frowning  face,  scanning 
his  closely,  and  with  an  ugly  sneer.  As  Mr. 
Dombey  raised  his  eyes,  it  changed  back,  no 
less  quickly,  to  its  old  expression,  and  showed 
him  every  gum  of  which  it  stood  possessed. 

"  You  are  very  kind,"  said  Carker.  "  I  shall 
be  delighted  to  know  them.  Speaking  of 
daughters,  I  have  seen  Miss  Dombey." 

There  was  a  sudden  rush  of  blood  to  Mr. 
Dombey's  face. 

"  I  took  the  liberty  of  waiting  on  her,"  said 
Carker,  "  to  inquire  if  she  could  charge  me  with 
any  little  commission.  I  am  not  so  fortunate 
as  to  be  the  bearer  of  any  but  her — but  her  dear 
love." 

Wolfs  face  that  it  was  then,  with  even  the 
hot  tongue  revealing  itself  through  the  stretched 
mouth,  as  the  eyes  encountered  Mr.  Dombey's  ! 

"  What  business  intelligence  is  there  ? "  in- 
quired the  latter  gentleman  after  a  silence, 
during  which  Mr.  Carker  had  produced  some 
memoranda  and  other  papers. 

"There  is  very  little,"  returned  Carker. 
"  LTpon  the  whole,  we  have  not  had  our  usual 
good  fortune  of  late,  but  that  is  of  litde  moment 
to  you.  At  Lloyd's  they  give  up  the  Son  and 
Heir  for  lost.  Well,  she  was  insured  from  her 
keel  to  her  masthead." 

"  Carker,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  taking  a  chair 
near  him,  "  I  cannot  say  that  young  man,  Gay, 
ever  impressed  me  favourably " 

"  Nor  me,"  interposed  the  manager. 
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"  — But  I  wish, "  said  Mr.  Dombey,  without 
heeding  the  interruption,  "  he  had  never  gone 
on  board  that  ship.  I  wish  he  had  never  been 
sent  out." 

"  It  is  a  pity  you  didn't  say  so  in  good  time, 
is  it  not?"  retorted  Carker  coolly.  "However, 
I  think  it's  all  for  the  best.  1  really  think  it's 
all  for  the  best.  Did  I  mention  that  there  was 
something  like  a  little  confidence  between  Miss 
Dombey  and  myself?" 

"  No,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  sternly. 

"  I  have  no  doubt,"  returned  Mr.  Carker 
after  an  impressive  pause,  "  that,  wherever  Gay 
is,  he  is  much  better  where  he  is  than  at  home 
here.  If  I  vi'ere,  or  could  be,  in  your  place,  I 
should  be  satisfied  of  that.  I  am  quite  satisfied 
of  it  myself.  Miss  Dombey  is  confiding  and 
young — perhaps  hardly  proud  enough  for  your 
ilaughter — if  she  have  a  fault.  Not  that  that  is 
much,  though,  I  am  sure.  Will  you  check  these 
i)alances  with  me  ?" 

Mr.  Dombey  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  instead 
of  bending  over  the  papers  that  were  laid  before 
liim,  and  looked  the  manager  steadily  in  the 
face.  The  manager,  with  his  eyelids  slightly 
raised,  affected  to  be  glancing  at  his  figures,  and 
to  await  the  leisure  of  his  principal.  He  showed 
that  he  affected  this,  as  if  from  great  delicacy, 
and  with  a  design  to  spare  Mr.  Dombey's  feel- 
ings ;  and  the  latter,  as  he  looked  at  him,  was 
cognizant  of  his  intended  consideration,  and  felt 
ihat,  but  for  it,  this  confidential  Carker  would 
have  said  a  great  deal  more,  which  he,  Mr. 
Dombey,  was  too  proud  to  ask  for.  It  was  his 
way  in  business,  often.  Little  by  little,  Mr. 
Dombey's  gaze  relaxed,  and  his  attention  be- 
came diverted  to  the  papers  before  him  ;  but, 
while  busy  with  the  occupation  they  afforded 
him,  he  frequently  stopped,  and  looked  at  Mr. 
Carker  again.  Whenever  he  did  so,  Mr.  Carker 
was  demonstrative,  as  before,  in  his  delicacy, 
and  impressed  it  on  his  great  chief  more  and 
more. 

While  they  were  thus  engaged  ;  and,  under 
the  skilful  culture  of  the  manager,  angry  thoughts 
in  reference  to  poor  Florence  brooded  and  bred 
in  Mr.  Dombey's  breast,  usurping  the  place  of 
the  cold  dislike  that  generally  reigned  there  ; 
Major  Bagstock,  much  admired  by  the  old 
ladies  of  Leamington,  and  followed  by  the 
native,  carrying  the  usual  amount  of  light  bag- 
gage, straddled  along  the  shady  side  of  the  way, 
to  make  a  morning  call  on  Mrs.  Skewton.  It 
being  mid-day  when  the  major  reached  the 
bower  of  Cleopatra,  he  had  the  good  fortune  to 
find  his  princess  on  her  usual  sofa,  languishing 
over  a  cup  of  coftee,  with  the  room  so  darkened 


and  shaded  for  her  more  luxurious  repose,  that 
Withers,  who  was  in  attendance  on  her,  loomed 
like  a  phantom  page. 

"What  insupportable  creature  is  this  coming 
in?"  said  Mrs.  Skewton.  "I  cannot  bear  it. 
Go  away,  whoever  you  are  !  " 

"  You  have  not  the  heart  to  banish  J.  B., 
ma'am  ! "  said  the  major,  halting  midway  to 
remonstrate,  with  his  cane  over  his  shoulder. 

"Oh,  it's  you,  is  it?  On  second  thoughts, 
you  may  enter,"  observed  Cleopatra. 

The  major  entered  accordingly,  and  advanc- 
ing to  the  sofa,  pressed  her  charming  hand  to 
his  lips. 

"  Sit  down,"  said  Cleopatra,  listlessly  waving 
her  fan,  "  a  long  way  off.  Don't  come  too  near 
me,  for  I  am  frightfully  faint  and  sensitive  this 
morning,  and  you  smell  of  the  sun.  You  are 
absolutely  tropical." 

"  By  George,  ma'am,"  said  the  major,  "  the 
time  has  been  when  Joseph  Bagstock  has  been 
grilled  and  blistered  by  the  sun  ;  the  time  was 
when  he  was  forced,  ma'am,  into  such  full  blow, 
by  high  hothouse  heat  in  the  West  Indies,  that 
he  was  known  as  the  Flower.  A  man  never 
heard  of  Bagstock,  ma'am,  in  those  days ;  he 
heard  of  the  Flower — the  Flower  of  Ours.  The 
Flower  may  have  faded,  more  or  less,  ma'am," 
observed  the  major,  dropping  into  a  much 
nearer  chair  than  had  been  indicated  by  his 
cruel  divinity,  "  but  it  is  a  tough  plant  yet,  and 
constant  as  the  evergreen." 

Here  the  major,  under  cover  of  the  dark 
room,  shut  up  one  eye,  rolled  his  head  like  a 
harlequin,  and,  in  his  great  self-satisfaction, 
perhaps,  went  nearer  to  the  confines  of  apo- 
plexy than  he  had  ever  gone  before. 

"Where  is  Mrs.  Granger?"  inquired  Cleo- 
patra of  her  page. 

Withers  beheved  she  was  in  her  own  room. 

"  Very  well,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton.  "  Go  away, 
and  shut  the  door.     I  am  engaged." 

As  Withers  disappeared,  Mrs.  Skewton  turned 
her  head  languidly  towards  the  major,  without 
otherwise  moving,  and  asked  him  how  his  friend 
was. 

"  Dombey,  ma'am,"  returned  the  major,  with 
a  facetious  gurgling  in  his  throat,  "  is  as  well  as 
a  man  in  his  condition  can  be.  His  condition 
is  a  desperate  one,  ma'am.  He  is  touched,  is 
Dombey.  Touched  !  "  cried  the  major.  "  He 
is  bayoneted  through  the  body." 

Cleopatra  cast  a  sharp  look  at  the  major,  that 
contrasted  forcibly  with  the  affected  drawl  in 
which  she  presently  said  : — 

"  Major  Bagstock,  although  I  know  but  little 
of  the  world, — nor  can  I  really  regret  my  inex- 
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perience,  for  I  fear  it  is  a  false  place  :  full  of 
withering  conventionalities  :  where  nature  is  but 
little  regarded,  and  where  the  music  of  the 
heart,  and  the  gushing  of  the  soul,  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing,  which  is  so  truly  poetical,  is  seldom 
heard, — I  cannot  misunderstand  your  meaning. 
There  is  an  allusion  to  Edith — to  my  extremely 
dear  child,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  tracing  the  out- 
hne  of  her  eyebrows  with  her  forefinger,  "  in 
your  words,  to  which  the  tenderest  of  chords 
vibrates  excessively  ! " 

''  Bluntness,  ma'am,"  returned  the  major, 
"  has  ever  been  the  characteristic  of  the  Bag- 
stock  breed.     You  are  right.     Joe  admits  it." 

•■'  And  that  allusion,"  pursued  Cleopatra, 
"  would  involve  one  of  the  most — if  not  posi- 
tively tlie  most  touching,  and  thrilling,  and 
sacred  emotions  of  which  our  sadly-fallen  nature 
is  susceptible,  1  conceive." 

The  major  laid  his  hand  upon  his  lips,  and 
wafted  a  kiss  to  Cleopatra,  as  if  to  identify  the 
emotion  in  question. 

'■  I  feel  that  I  am  weak.  I  feel  that  I  am 
wanting  in  that  energy  which  should  sustain  a 
mamma  .  not  to  say  a  parent :  on  such  a  sub- 
ject," said  Mrs.  Skewton,  trimming  her  lips  witir 
the  laced  edge  of  her  pocket-handkerchief; 
''  but  I  can  hardly  approach  a  topic  so  exces- 
sively momentous  to  my  dearest  Edith  without 
a  feeling  of  faintness.  Nevertheless,  bad  man, 
as  you  have  boldly  remarked  upon  it,  and  as  it 
has  occasioned  me  great  anguish  :  "  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton  touched  her  left  side  with  her  fan  ;  "  I  will 
not  shrink  from  my  duty." 

The  major,  under  cover  of  the  dimness, 
swelled,  and  swelled,  and  rolled  his  purple  face 
about,  and  winked  his  lobster  eye,  until  he  fell 
into  a  fit  of  wheezing,  which  obliged  him  to  rise 
and  take  a  turn  or  two  about  the  room,  before 
his  fair  friend  could  proceed. 

"  Mr.  Dombey,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  when 
she  at  length  resumed,  "was  obliging  enough, 
now  many  weeks  ago,  to  do  us  the  honour  of 
visiting  us  here;  in  company,  my  dear  major, 
with  yourself.  I  acknowledge — let  me  be  open 
— that  it  is  my  failing  to  be  the  creature  of 
impulse,  and  to  wear  my  heart,  as  it  were, 
outside.  I  know  my  failing  full  well.  My 
enemy  cannot  know  it  better.  But  I  am  not 
])enitent  ;  I  would  rather  not  be  frozen  by  the 
heartless  v/orld,  and  am  content  to  bear  this 
nnputation  justly." 

Mrs.  Skewton  arranged  her  tucker,  pinched 
her  wiry  throat  to  give  it  a  soft  surface,  and  went 
on  with  great  comjilacency. 

"  It  gave  me  (my  dearest  Edith  too,  I  am  sure) 
infinite  pleasure  to  receive  Mr.  Dombey.     As  a 


friend  of  yours,  my  dear  major,  we  were  natu- 
rally disposed  to  be  prepossessed  in  his  favour  ; 
and  I  fancy  that  I  observed  an  amount  of  heart 
in  Mr.  Dombey,  that  was  excessively  refreshing." 

"  There  is  devilish  little  heart  in  Dombey 
now,  ma'am,"  said  the  major. 

"  Wretched  man  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Skewton,  look- 
ing at  him  languidly,  "  pray  be  silent." 

"J.  B.  is  dumb,  ma'am,"  said  the  major. 

"  Mr.  Dombey,"  pursued  Cleopatra,  smoothing 
the  rosy  hue  upon  her  cheeks,  ■'  accordingly 
repeated  his  visit ;  and  possibly  finding  some 
attraction  in  the  simplicity  and  primitiveness  of 
our  tastes — for  there  is  always  a  charm  in  Nature 
— it  is  so  very  sweet — became  one  of  our  little 
circle  every  evening.  Little  did  I  think  of  the 
awful  responsibility  into  which  I  plunged  when 
I  encouraged  Mr.  Dombey — to " 

"  To  beat  up  these  quarters,  ma'am,"  suggested 
JNIajor  Bagstock. 

"Coarse  person!"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  "you 
anticipate  my  meaning,  though  in  odious  lan- 
guage." 

Here  Mrs.  Skewton  rested  her  elbow  on  the 
little  table  at  her  side,  and  suffering  her  wrist  to 
droop  in  what  she  considered  a  graceful  and 
becoming  manner,  dangled  her  fan  to  and  fro, 
and  lazily  admired  her  hand  while  speaking. 

"  The  agony  I  have  endured,"  she  said 
mincingly,  "  as  the  truth  has  by  degrees  dawned 
upon  me,  has  been  too  exceedingly  terrific  to 
dilate  upon.  My  whole  existence  is  bound  up 
in  my  sweetest  Edith  ;  and  to  see  her  change 
from  day  to  day — my  beautiful  pet,  who  has 
positively  garnered  up  her  heart  since  the  death 
of  that  most  delightful  creature.  Granger — is  the 
most  affecting  thing  in  the  world.'' 

Mrs.  Skewton's  world  was  not  a  very  trying 
one,  if  one  might  judge  of  it  by  the  influence  of 
its  most  afilecting  circumstance  upon  her ;  but 
this  by  the  way. 

"  Edith,"  simpered  Mrs.  Skewton,  "  who  is 
the  perfect  pearl  of  my  life,  is  said  to  resemble 
me.     I  beheve  we  are  alike." 

"  There  is  one  man  in  the  world  who  never 
will  admit  that  any  one  resembles  you,  ma'am," 
said  the  major ;  "  and  that  man's  name  is  old 
Joe  Bagstock." 

Cleopatra  made  as  il  she  would  brain  the 
flatterer  with  her  fan,  but  relenting,  smiled  upon 
him  and  proceeded  ; 

"  If  my  charming  girl  inherits  any  advantages 
from  me,  wicked  one  !  " — the  major  was  the 
wicked  one — "  she  inherits  also  my  foolish 
nature.  She  has  great  force  of  character — 
mine  has  been  said  to  be  immense,  though  1 
don't  believe   it— but  once  moved,  she  is  sus- 
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ceptible  and  sensitive  to  the  last  extent.  What 
are  my  feelings  when  I  see  her  pining  !  They 
destroy  me." 

The  major,  advancing  his  double  chin,  and 
])ursing  up  his  blue  lips  into  a  soothing  expres- 
sion, affected  the  profoundest  sympathy. 

"  The  confidence,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  "  that 
has  subsisted  between  us — the  free  development 
of  soul,  and  openness  of  sentiment — is  touching 
to  think  of.  We  have  been  more  like  sisters 
than  mamma  and  child." 

"  J.  B.'s  own  sentiment,"  observed  the  major, 
"  expressed  by  J.  B.  fifty  thousand  times  !  " 

"  Do  not  interrupt,  rude  man ! "  said  Cleopatra. 
"  What  are  my  feelings,  then,  when  I  find  that 
there  is  one  subject  avoided  hj  us  !  That  there 
is  a  what's-his-name — a  gulf — opened  between 
us  !  That  my  own  artless  Edith  is  changed  to 
me !  They  are  of  the  most  poignant  descrip- 
tion, of  course." 

The  major  left  his  chair,  and  took  one  nearer 
to  the  little  table. 

"  From  day  to  day  I  see  this,  my  dear  major," 
])roceeded  Mrs.  Skewton.  "  From  day  to  day 
I  feel  this.  From  hour  to  hour  I  reproach 
myself  for  that  excess  of  faith  and  trustfulness 
which  has  led  to  such  distressing  consequences ; 
and  almost  from  minute  to  minute  I  hope  that 
Mr.  Dombey  may  explain  himself,  and  relieve 
the  torture  I  undergo,  which  is  extremely  wear- 
ing. But  nothing  happens,  my  dear  major.  I 
am  the  slave  of  remorse — take  care  of  the  coffee- 
cup  :  you  are  so  very  awkward — my  darling 
Edith  is  an  altered  being ;  and  I  really  don't  see 
what  is  to  be  done,  or  what  good  creature  I  can 
advise  with." 

Major  Bagstock,  encouraged,  perhaps,  by  tlie 
softened  and  confidential  tone  into  which  Mrs. 
Skewton,  after  several  times  lapsing  into  it  for  a 
moment,  seemed  now  to  have  subsided  for  good, 
stretched  out  his  hand  across  the  little  table,  and 
said  with  a  leer, 

"  Advise  with  Joe,  ma'am." 

"  Then,  you  aggravating  monster,"  said  Cleo- 
patra, giving  one  hand  to  the  major,  and  tapping 
his  knuckles  with  her  fan, .which  she  held  in  the 
other,  "  why  don't  you  talk  to  me  ?  You  know 
what  I  mean.  Why  don't  You  tell  me  some- 
thing to  the  purpose?" 

The  major  laughed,  and  kissed  the  hand  she 
had  bestowed  upon  him,  and  laughed  again 
immensely. 

"  Is  there  as  much  Heart  in  Mr.  Dombey  as  I 
gave  him  credit  for?"  languished  Cleopatra 
tenderly.  "  Do  you  think  he  is  in  earnest, 
my  dear  major?  Would  you  recommend  his 
being  spoken  to,  or  his  being  left  alone?     Now 


tell  me,  like  a  dear  man,  what  you  would  ad- 
vise." 

"Shall  we  marry  him  to  Edith  Granger, 
ma'am  ?  "  chuckled  the  major  hoarsely. 

"  Mysterious  creature  !  "  returned  Cleopatra, 
bringing  her  fan  to  bear  upon  the  major's  nose. 
"  How  can  we  marry  him  ?  " 

"  Shall  we  marry  him  to  Edith  Granger,  ma'am, 
I  say?"  chuckled  the  major  again. 

Mrs.  Skewton  returned  no  answer  in  words, 
but  smiled  upon  the  major  with  so  much  arch- 
ness and  vivacity,  that  that  gallant  officer,  con- 
sidering himself  challenged,  would  have  imprinted 
a  kiss  on  her  exceedingly  red  lips,  but  for  her 
interposing  the  fan  with  a  very  vifinning  and 
juvenile  dexterity.  It  might  have  been  in 
modesty;  it  might  have  been  in  apprehension 
of  some  danger  to  their  bloom. 

'"Dombey,  ma'am,"  said  the  major,  "is  a 
great  catch." 

"  Oh,  mercenery  wretch  !  "  cried  Cleopatra 
witli  a  little  shriek,  "  I  am  shocked." 

"And  Dombey,  ma'am,"  pursued  the  major, 
thrusting  forward  his  head,  and  distending  his 
eyes,  "  is  in  earnest.  Joseph  says  it ;  Bagstock 
knows  it;  J.  B.  keeps  him  to  the  mark.  Leave 
Dombey  to  himself,  ma'am.  Dombey  is  safe, 
ma'am.  Do  as  you  have  done ;  do  no  more  ; 
and  trust  to  J.  B.  for  the  end." 

"  You  really  think  so,  my  dear  major  ? " 
returned  Cleopatra,  who  had  eyed  him  very 
cautiously,  and  very  searchingly,  in  spite  of  her 
listless  bearing. 

'■  Sure  of  it,  ma'am,"  rejoined  the  major. 
"  Cleopatra  the  peerless,  and  her  Antony  Bag- 
stock,  will  often  speak  of  this  triumphantly, 
when  sharing  the  elegance  and  wealth  of  Edith 
Dombey's  establishment.  Dombey's  right-hand 
man,  ma'am,"  said  the  major,  stopping  abruptly 
in  a  chuckle,  and  becoming  serious,  "  has 
arrived." 

"  This  morning  ?  "  said  Cleopatra. 

"  This  morning,  ma'am,"  returned  the  major. 
"  And  Dombey's  anxiety  for  his  arrival,  ma'am, 
is  to  be  referred — take  J.  B.'s  word  for  this,  for 
Joe  is  de-vilish  sly" — the  major  tapped  his  nose, 
and  screwed  up  one  of  his  eyes  tight ;  which 
did  not  enhance  his  native  beauty — "to  his 
desire  that  what  is  in  the  wind  should  become 
known  to  him,  without  Dombey's  telling  and 
consulting  him.  For  Dombey  is  as  proud, 
ma'am,"  said  the  major,  "  as  Lucifer." 

"  A  charming  quality,"  lisped  Mrs.  Skewton ; 
"  reminding  one  of  dearest  Edith." 

"Well,  ma'am,"  said  the  major,  "I  have 
thrown  out  hints  already,  and  the  right-hand 
man  understands  'em ;  and  I'll  throw  out  more 
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before  the  day  is  done.  Bombay  projected  this 
morning  a  ride  to  Warwick  Castle,  and  to 
Kenilworth,  to-morrow,  to  be  preceded  by  a 
breakfast  with  us.  I  undertook  the  dehvery  of 
this  invitation.  Will  you  honour  us  so  far, 
ma'am  ? "  said  the  major,  swelling  with  short- 
ness of  breath  and  slyness,  as  he  produced  a 
note,  addressed  to  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton,  by  favour  of  Major  Bagstock,  wherein  hers 
ever  faithfully,  Paul  Dombey,  besought  her  and 
her  amiable  and  accomplished  daughter  to  con- 
sent to  the  proposed  excursion  ;  and  in  a  post- 
script unto  which,  the  same  ever  faithfully  Paul 
Dombey  entreated  to  be  recalled  to  the  remem- 
brance of  Mrs.  Granger. 

"  Hush  ! "  said  Cleopatra  suddenly,  "  Edith  !  " 

The  loving  mother  can  scarcely  be  described 
as  resuming  her  insipid  and  affected  air  when  she 
made  this  exclamation ;  for  she  had  never  cast 
it  off;  nor  was  it  likely  that  she  ever  would  or 
could,  in  any  other  place  than  in  the  grave. 
But  hurriedly  dismissing  whatever  shado\v  of 
earnestness,  or  faint  confession  of  a  purpose, 
laudable  or  wicked,  that  her  face,  or  voice,  or 
manner,  had,  for  the  moment,  betrayed,  she 
lounged  upon  the  couch,  her  most  insipid  and 
most  languid  self  again,  as  Edith  entered  the 
room. 

Edith,  so  beautiful  and  stately,  but  so  cold 
and  so  repelling.  Who,  slightly  acknowledging 
the  presence  of  Major  Bagstock,  and  directing 
a  keen  glance  at  her  mother,  drew  back  the 
curtain  from  a  window,  and  sat  down  there, 
looking  out. 

"  My  dearest  Edith,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton, 
"where  on  earth  have  you  been?  I  have 
wanted  you,  my  love,  most  sadly." 

"  You  said  you  were  engaged,  and  I  stayed 
away,"  she  answered,  without  turning  lier  head. 

'•  It  was  cruel  to  old  Joe,  ma'am,"  said  the 
major  in  his  gallantry. 

'■  It  was  very  cruel,  I  know,"  she  said,  still 
looking  out — and  said  with  such  calm  disdain 
that  the  major  was  discomfited,  and  could  think 
of  nothing  in  reply. 

"Major  Bagstock,  my  darling  Edith,"  drawled 
her  mother,  '■  who  is  generally  the  most  useless 
and  disagreeable  creature  in  the  world :  as  you 
know " 

"It  is  surely  not  worth  while,  mamma,"  said 
Edith,  looking  round,  "  to  observe  these  forms 
of  speech.  ^Ve  are  ([uite  alone.  We  know  each 
other." 

The  quiet  scorn  that  sat  upon  her  handsome 
face — a  scorn  that  evidently  lighted  on  her- 
self, no  less  than  them — was  so  intense  and 
deep,  that  her  mother's  simper,  for  the  instant. 


though  of  a  hardy  constitution,  drooped  be- 
fore it. 

"  My  darling  girl "  she  began  again. 

"  Not  woman  yet  ?  "  said  Edith  with  a  smile. 

"  How  very  odd  you  are  to-day,  my  dear ! 
Pray  let  me  say,  my  love,  that  Major  Bagstock 
has  brought  the  kindest  of  notes  from  Mr. 
Dombey,  proposing  that  we  should  breakfast 
with  him  to-morrow,  and  ride  to  Warwick  and 
Kenilworth.     Will  you  go,  Edith  ?  " 

"  Will  I  go  ?  "  she  repeated,  turning  very  red, 
and  breathing  quickly  as  she  looked  round  at 
her  mother. 

"  I  knew  you  would,  my  own,"  observed  the 
latter  carelessly.  "  It  is,  as  you  say,  quite  a 
form  to  ask.  Here  is  Mr.  Dombey's  letter, 
Edith." 

"  Thank  you.  I  have  no  desire  to  read  it," 
was  her  answer. 

"  Then  perhaps  I  had  better  answer  it  myself," 
said  Mrs.  Skewton,  "  though  I  had  thought  of 
asking  you  to  be  my  secretary,  darling."  As 
Edith  made  no  movement  and  no  answer,  Mrs. 
Skewton  begged  the  major  to  wheel  her  little 
table  nearer,  and  to  set  open  the  desk  it  con- 
tained, and  to  take  out  pen  and  paper  for  her ; 
all  which  congenial  offices  of  gallantry  the  major 
discharged  \vith  much  submission  and  devotion. 

"  Your  regards,  Edith,  my  dear  ?  "  said  Mrs. 
Skewton,  pausing,  pen  in  hand,  at  the  post- 
script. "^ 

"  What  you  will,  mamma,"  she  answered, 
without  turning  her  head,  and  with  supreme  in- 
difference. 

Mrs.  Skewton  wrote  what  she  would,  without 
seeking  for  any  more  explicit  directions,  and 
handed  her  letter  to  the  major,  who,  receiving 
it  as  a  precious  charge,  made  a  show  of  laying 
it  near  his  heart,  but  was  fain  to  put  it  in  the 
pocket  of  his  pantaloons  on  account  of  the  in- 
security of  his  waistcoat.  The  major  then  took 
a  very  polished  and  chivalrous  farewell  of  both 
ladies,  which  the  elder  one  acknowledged  in  her 
usual  manner,  while  the  younger,  sitting  with 
her  face  addressed  t  j  the  window,  bent  her  head 
so  slightly  that  it  would  have  been  a  greater 
compliment  to  the  major  to  have  made  no  sign 
at  all,  and  to  have  left  him  to  infer  that  he  had 
not  been  heard  or  thought  of. 

"  As  to  alteration  in  her,  sir,"  mused  the 
major,  on  his  way  back  ;  on  which  expedition — 
the  afternoon  being  sunny  and  hot — he  ordered 
the  native  and  the  light  baggage  to  the  front, 
and  walked  in  the  shadow  of  that  expatriated 
])rince  :  "as  to  alteration,  sir,  and  pining,  and 
so  forth,  that  won't  go  down  with  Joseph  Bag- 
stock.     None   of  that,  sir.     It  won't  do  here. 
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But  as  to  there  being  something  of  a  division 
between  'em— or  a  gulf,  as  the  mother  calls  it — 
damme,  sir,  that  seems  true  enough.  And  it's 
odd  enough  !  Well,  sir  ! "  panted  the  major, 
"  Edith  Granger  and  Dombey  are  well  matched  ; 
let  'em  fight  it  out !  Bagstock  backs  the 
winner." 


The  major,  by  saying  these  latter  words  aloud, 
in  the  vigour  of  his  thoughts,  caused  the  un- 
happy native  to  stop,  and  turn  round,  in  the 
belief  that  he  was  personally  addressed.  Exas- 
perated to  the  last  degree  by  this  act  of  insubor- 
dination, the  major  (though  he  was  swelling 
with  enjoyment  of  his  own  humour,  at  the  mo- 


"  TH.'iNK   YOU.      I   HAVE  KO   DESIRE  TO   READ   IT,"   WAS   HER  ANSWER. 

ment  of  its  occuirence)  instantly  thrust  his  cane   j  dressed  for  dinner,  during  which  operation  the 

among  the  native's  ribs,  and  continued  to  stir   \  dark  servant  underwent  the  pelting  of  a  shower 

him  up  at  short  intervals,  all  the  way  to  the   ,  of  miscellaneous  objects,  varying  m  size  from  a 

hotel.  1  boot  to  a  hair-brush,  and  including  everything 

Nor  was  the  major  less  e.xasperated   as   he   I  that  came  within  his  master's  reach,     tor  the 
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major  plumed  himself  on  having  the  native  in  a 
perfect  state  of  drill,  and  visited  the  least  depar- 
ture from  strict  discipline  with  this  kind  of 
fatigue  duty.  Add  to  this  that  he  maintained 
the  native  about  his  person  as  a  counter- 
irritant  against  the  gout,  and  all  other  vexations, 
mental  as  well  as  bodily;  and- the  native  would 
appear  to  have  earned  his  pay — which  was  not 
large. 

At  length  the  major,  having  disposed  of  all  the 
missiles  that  were  convenient  to  his  hand,  and 
having  called  the  native  so  many  new  names  as 
must  have  given  him  great  occasion  to  marvel  at 
the  resources  of  the  English  language,  submitted 
to  have  his  cravat  put  on ;  and  being  dressed, 
and  finding  himself  in  a  brisk  flow  of  spirits 
after  this  exercise,  went  down-stairs  to  enliven 
"  Dombey"and  his  right-hand  man. 

Dunibey  was  not  yet  in  the  room,  but  the 
right-hand  man  was  there,  and  his  dental  trea- 
sures were,  as  usual,  ready  for  the  major. 

"  Well,  sir  !  "  said  the  major.  "  How  have 
you  passed  the  time  since  I  had  the  happiness 
of  meeting  you?     Have  you  walked  at  all  ?  " 

"  A  saunter  of  barely  half  an  hour's  duration," 
returned  Carker.  "  We  have  been  so  much 
occupied." 

"  Business,  eh  ?"  said  the  major. 

"A.  variety  of  little  matters  necessary  to  be 
gone  through,"  replied  Carker.  "  But  do  you 
know — this  is  quite  unusual  with  me,  educated 
in  a  distrustful  school,  and  who  am  not  gene- 
rally disposed  to  be  communicative,"  he  said, 
breaking  off,  and  speaking  in  a  charming  tone 
of  frankness — "  but  I  feel  quite  confidential  with 
)'0U,  Major  Bagstock." 

"  You  do  me  honour,  sir,"  returned  the  major. 
"  You  may  be." 

■'  Do  you  know,  then,"  pursued  Carker, 
"  that  I  have  not  found  my  friend — our  friend,  I 
ought  rather  to  call  him " 

"Meaning  Dombey,  sir?"  cried  the  major. 
"  You  see  me,  Mr.  Carker,  standing  here  ! 
J.  B.?" 

He  was  puffy  enough  to  see,  and  blue  enough; 
and  Mr.  Carker  intimated  that  he  had  that  plea- 
sure. 

"  Then  you  see  a  man,  sir,  who  would  go 
through  fire  and  water  to  serve  Dombey,"  re- 
turned Major  Bagstock. 

Mr.  Carker  smiled,  and  said  he  was  sure  of 
it.  "  Do  you  know,  major,"  he  proceeded  :  "to 
resume  where  I  left  off :  that  I  iiave  not  found 
our  friend  so  attentive  to  business  to-day  as 
usual?" 

"  No  ?  "  observed  the  delighted  major. 

"  I  have  found  him  a  little  abstracted,  and 
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with  his   attention  disposed   to  wander,"  said 
Carker. 

"  By  Jove,  sir,"  cried  the  major,  "  there's  a 
lady  in  the  case." 

"  Indeed  I  begin  to  believe  there  really  is," 
returned  Carker.  "  I  thought  you  might  be 
jesting  when  you  seemed  to  hint  at  it;  for  I 
know  you  military  men " 

The  major  gave  the  horse's  cough,  and  shook 
his  head  and  shoulders,  as  much  as  to  say, 
"  Well !  we  are  gay  dogs,  tliere's  no  denying." 
He  then  seized  Mr.  Carker  by  the  button-hole, 
and  wv\\\  starting  eyes  whispered  in  his  ear  that 
she  was  a  woman  of  extraordinary  charms,  sii'. 
That  she  was  a  young  widow,  sir.  That  she 
was  of  a  fine  family,  sir.  That  Dombey  was 
over  head  and  ears  in  love  with  her,  sir,  and 
that  it  would  be  a  good  match  on  both  sides  ; 
for  she  had  beauty,  blood,  and  talent,  and 
Dombey  had  fortune ;  and  what  more  could 
any  couple  have  ?  Hearing  Mr.  Dombey's  foot- 
steps without,  the  major  cut  himself  short  by 
saying  that  Mr.  Carker  would  see  her  to-morrow 
morning,  and  would  judge  for  himself;  and  be- 
tween his  mental  excitement,  and  the  exertion 
of  saying  all  this  in  wheezy  whispers,  the  major 
sat  gurgling  in  the  throat,  and  watering  at  the 
eyes  until  dinner  was  ready. 

The  major,  like  some  other  noble  animals, 
exhibited  himself  to  great  advantage  at  feeding- 
time.  On  this  occasion  he  shone  resplendent 
at  one  end  of  the  table,  supported  by  the  milder 
lustre  of  Mr.  Dombey  at  the  other ;  while 
Carker  on  one  side  lent  his  ray  to  eitlier  light, 
or  suffered  it  to  merge  into  both,  as  occasion 
arose. 

During  the  first  course  or  two  the  major  was 
usually  grave ;  for  the  native,  in  obedience  to 
general  orders,  secretly  issued,  collected  every 
sauce  and  cruet  round  him,  and  gave  him  a  great 
deal  to  do  in  taking  out  the  stoppers,  and  mixing 
up  the  contents  in  his  plate.  Besides  which, 
the  native  had  private  zests  and  flavours  on  a 
side-table,  with  which  the  major  daily  scorched 
himself;  to  say  nothing  of  strange  machines  out 
of  which  he  spurted  unknown  liquors  into  the 
major's  drink.  But  on  this  occasion,  Major 
Bagstock,  even  amidst  these  many  occupations, 
found  time  to  be  social ;  and  his  sociality  con- 
sisted in  excessive  slyness  for  the  behoof  of  Mr. 
Carker,  and  the  betrayal  of  Mr.  Dombey's  state 
of  mind. 

"  Dombey,"  said  the  major,  "you  don't  eat. 
Wliat's  the  matter  ?  " 

"  Thank  you,"  returned  that  gentleman,  "  I 
am  doing  very  well ;  I  have  no  great  appetite 
to-day." 
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"  Why,  Dombey,  what's  become  of  it  ? " 
asked  the  major.  "  Where's  it  gone  ?  You 
haven't  left  it  with  our  friends,  I'll  swear,  for  I 
can  answer  for  their  having  none  to-day  at 
luncheon.  I  can  answer  for  one  of  'em,  at  least : 
I  won't  say  which." 

Then  the  major  winked  at  Carker,  and  be- 
came so  frightfully  sly,  that  his  dark  attendant 
was  obliged  to  pat  him  on  the  back,  without 
orders,  or  he  would  probably  have  disappeared 
under  the  table. 

In  a  later  stage  of  the  dinner  :  that  is  to  say, 
when  the  native  stood  at  the  major's  elbow, 
ready  to  serve  the  first  bottle  of  champagne  : 
the  major  became  still  slier. 

"  Fill  this  to  the  brim,  you  scoundrel,"  said 
the  major,  holding  up  his  glass.  "  Fill  Mr. 
Carker's  to  the  brim  too.  And  Mr.  Dombey's 
too.  By  Gad,  gentlemen,"  said  the  major, 
winking  at  his  new  friend,  while  Mr.  Dombey 
looked  into  his  plate  with  a  conscious  air,  "  we'll 
consecrate  this  glass  of  wine  to  a  divinity  whom 
Joe  is  proud  to  know,  and  at  a  distance  humbly 
and  reverently  to  admire.  "  Edith,"  said  the 
major,  "  is  her  name  ;  angelic  Edith  !  " 

"  To  angelic  Edith ! "  cried  the  smiling 
Carker. 

"  Eldith,  by  all  means,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

The  entrance  of  the  waiters  with  new  dishes 
caused  the  major  to  be  slier  yet,  but  in  a  more 
serious  vein.  "  For  though,  among  ourselves, 
Joe  Bagstock  mingles  jest  and  earnest  on  this 
subject,  sir,"  said  the  major,  laying  his  finger  on 
his  lips,  and  speaking  half  apart  to  Carker,  "  he 
holds  that  name  too  sacred  to  be  made  the  pro- 
perty of  these  fellows,  or  of  any  fellows.  Not  a 
word,  sir,  while  they  are  here  ! " 

This  was  respectful  and  becoming  on  the 
major's  part,  and  Mr.  Dombey  plainly  felt  it  so. 
Although  embarrassed,  in  his  own  frigid  way, 
by  the  major's  allusions,  Mr.  Dombey  had  no 
objection  to  such  rallying,  it  was  clear,  but 
rather  courted  it.  Perhaps  the  major  had  been 
pretty  near  the  truth  when  he  had  divined,  that 
morning,  that  the  great  man  who  was  too 
haughty  formally  to  consult  with  or  confide  in 
his  prime  minister  on  such  a  matter,  yet  wished 
him  to  be  fully  possessed  of  it.  Let  this  be  how 
it  may,  he  often  glanced  at  Mr.  Carker  while 
the  major  plied  his  light  artillery,  and  seemed 
watchful  of  its  effect  upon  him. 

But  the  major,  having  secured  an  attentive 
listener,  and  a  smiler  who  had  not  his  match  in 
all  the  world — "  in  short,  a  de-vilish  intelligent 
and  agreeable  fellow,"  as  he  often  afterwards 
declared — was  not  going  to  let  him  off  with  a 
little  slyness  personal  to  Mr.  Dombey.     There- 


fore, on  the  removal  of  the  cloth,  the  major  de- 
veloped himself  as  a  choice  spirit  in  the  broader 
and  more  comprehensive  range  of  narrating 
regimental  stories,  and  cracking  regimental 
jokes,  which  he  did  with  such  prodigal  exube- 
rance, that  Carker  was  (or  feigned  to  be)  quite 
exhausted  with  laughter  and  admiration  :  while 
Mr.  Dombey  looked  on  over  his  starched  cavat, 
like  the  major's  proprietor,  or  like  a  stately 
showman  who  was  glad  to  see  his  bear  dancing 
well. 

When  the  major  was  too  hoarse  with  meat 
and  drink,  and  the  display  of  his  social  powers, 
to  render  himself  intelligible  any  longer,  they 
adjourned  to  coffee.  After  which,  the  major 
inquired  of  Mr.  Carker  the  manager,  with  little 
apparent  hope  of  an  answer  in  the  affirmative, 
if  he  played  piquet. 

"  Yes,  I  play  piquet  a  little,"  said  Mr.  Carker. 

"  Backgammon,  perhaps?  "  observed  the  major, 
hesitating. 

"  Yes,  I  play  backgammon  a  little  too,"  replied 
the  man  of  teeth. 

''  Carker  plays  at  all  games,  I  believe,"  said 
Mr.  Dombey,  laying  himself  on  a  sofa  like  a 
man  of  wood  without  a  hinge  or  a  joint  in  him  : 
"  and  plays  them  well." 

In  sooth,  he  played  the  two  in  question  to 
such  perfection,  that  the  major  was  astonished, 
and  asked  him,  at  random,  if  he  played  chess. 

"  Yes,  I  play  chess  a  little,"  answered  Carker. 
"  I  have  sometimes  played,  and  won  a  game — 
it's  a  mere  trick — without  seeing  the  board." 

"By  Gad,  sir!"  said  the  major,  staring, 
"  you're  a  contrast  to  Dombey,  ^^  ho  plays  no- 
thing." 

"Oh!  He!'"  returned  the  manager.  ^'' He 
has  never  had  occasion  to  acquire  such  little 
arts.  To  men  like  me  they  are  sometimes  use- 
ful. As  at  present,  Major  Bagstock,  when  they 
enable  me  to  take  a  hand  with  you." 

It  might  be  only  the  false  mouth,  so  smooth 
and  wide  ;  and  yet  there  seemed  to  lurk,  beneath 
the  humility  and  subserviency  of  this  short 
speech,  a  something  like  a  snarl ;  and,  for  a 
moment,  one  might  have  thought  that  the  white 
teeth  were  prone  to  bite  the  hand  they  fa^vned 
upon.  But  the  major  thought  nothing  about  it; 
and  Mr.  Dombey  lay  me  litating,  with  his  eyes 
half  shut,  during  the  whole  of  the  play,  which 
lasted  until  bedtime. 

By  that  time,  Mr.  Carker,  though  the  winner, 
had  mounted  high  into  the  major's  good  opinion, 
insomuch  that  when  lie  left  the  major  at  his  own 
room  before  going  to  bed,  the  major,  as  a  special 
attention,  sent  the  native — who  always  rested  on 
a  mattress  spread  upon  the  ground  at  his  mas- 
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ter's  door — along  the  gallery,  to  light  him  to  his 
room  in  state. 

There  was  a  faint  blur  on  the  surface  of  the 
mirror  in  Mr.  Carker's  chamber,  and  it's  reflec- 
tion was,  perhaps,  a  false  one.  But  it  showed, 
that  night,  the  image  of  a  man  who  saw,  in  his 
fancy,  a  crowd  of  people  slumbering  on  the 
ground  at  his  feet,  like  the  poor  native  at  his 
master's  door  :  who  picked  his  way  among  them  ; 
looking  down  maliciously  enough :  but  trod 
upon  no  upturned  face — as  yet. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

DEEPER  SHADOWS. 

'R.  CARKER  the  manager  rose  with 
the  lark,  and  went  out  walking  in 
the  summer  day.  His  meditations 
— and  he  meditated  with  contracted 
brows  while  he  strolled  along — 
hardly  seemed  to  soar  as  high  as 
the  lark,  or  to  mount  in  that  direction  ; 
rather  they  kept  close  to  their  nest  upon 
the  earth,  and  looked  about  among  the  dust  and 
worms.  But  there  was  not  a  bird  in  the  air, 
singing  unseen,  farther  beyond  the  reach  of 
human  eye  than  Mr.  Carker's  thoughts.  He 
had  his  face  so  perfectly  under  control,  that  few 
could  say  more,  in  distinct  terms,  of  its  expres- 
sion, than  that  it  smiled  or  that  it  pondered.  It 
pondered  now,  intently.  As  the  lark  rose  higher, 
he  sank  deeper  in  thought.  As  the  lark  poured 
out  her  melody  clearer  and  stronger,  he  fell  into 
a  graver  and  prolounder  silence.  At  length, 
when  the  lark  came  headlong  down,  with  an 
accumulating  stream  of  song,  and  dropped  among 
the  green  wheat  near  him,  rippling  in  the  breath 
of  the  morning  like  a  river,  he  sprang  up  from 
his  reverie,  and  looked  round  with  a  sudden 
smile,  as  courteous  and  soft  as  if  he  had  had 
numerous  observers  to  propitiate ;  nor  did  he 
relapse  after  being  thus  awakened  ;  but  clearing 
his  face,  like  one  who  bethought  himself  that  it 
might  otherwise  wrinkle  and  tell  tales,  went 
smiling  on,  as  if  for  practice. 

Perhaps  with  an  eye  to  first  impressions,  Mr. 
Carker  was  very  carefully  and  trimly  dressed 
that  morning.  Though  always  somewhat  formal 
in  his  dress,  in  imitation  of  the  great  man  whom 
he  served,  he  stopped  short  of  the  extent  of  Mr. 
Dombey's  stiffness  :  at  once,  perhaps,  because 
he  knew  it  to  be  ludicrous,  and  because,  in  doing 
so,  he  found  another  means  of  expressing  his 
sense  of  the  difference  and   distance  between 


them.  Some  people  quoted  him,  indeed,  in 
this  respect,  as  a  pointed  commentary,  and  not 
a  flattering  one,  on  his  icy  patron — but  the  world 
is  prone  to  misconstruction,  and  Mr.  Carker  was 
not  accountable  for  its  bad  propensity. 

Clean  and  florid  :  with  his  light  complexion 
fading,  as  it  were,  in  the  sun,  and  his  dainty 
step  enhancing  the  softness  of  the  turf :  Mr. 
Carker  the  manager  strolled  about  meadows  and 
green  lanes,  and  glided  among  avenues  of  trees, 
until  it  was  time  to  return  to  breakfast.  Taking 
a  nearer  way  back,  Mr.  Carker  pursued  it,  airing 
his  teeth,  and  said  aloud  as  he  did  so,  "  Now  to 
see  the  second  Mrs.  Dombey  !  " 

He  had  strolled  beyond  the  town,  and  re- 
entered it  by  a  pleasant  walk,  where  there  was  a 
deep  shade  of  leafy  trees,  and  where  there  were 
a  few  benches  here  and  there  for  those  who 
chose  to  rest.  It  not  being  a  place  of  general 
resort  at  any  hour,  and  wearing,  at  that  time  of 
the  still  morning,  the  air  of  being  quite  deserted 
and  retired,  Mr.  Carker  had  it,  or  thought  he 
had  it,  all  to  himself.  So,  with  the  whim  of  an 
idle  man,  to  whom  there  yet  remained  twenty 
minutes  for  reaching  a  destination  easily  acces- 
sible in  ten,  Mr.  Carker  threaded  the  great  boles 
of  the  trees,  and  went  passing  in  and  out,  before 
this  one  and  behind  that,  weaving  a  chain  of 
footsteps  on  the  dewy  ground.  ^ 

But  he  found  he  was  mistaken  in  supposing 
there  was  no  one  in  the  grove ;  for,  as  he  softly 
rounded  the  trunk  of  one  large  tree,  on  which 
the  obdurate  bark  was  knotted  and  overlapped 
like  the  hide  of  a  rhinoceros  or  some  kindred 
monster  of  the  ancient  days  before  the  flood,  he 
saw  an  unexpected  figure  sitting  on  a  bench 
near  at  hand,  about  which,  in  another  moment, 
he  would  have  wound  the  chain  he  was  making. 

It  was  that  of  a  lady  elegantly  dressed  and 
very  handsome,  whose  dark  proud  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  the  ground,  and  in  whom  some  pas- 
sion or  struggle  was  raging.  For,  as  she  sat 
looking  down,  she  held  a  corner  of  her  under  lip 
within  her  mouth,  her  bosom  heaved,  her  nostril 
quivered,  her  head  trembled,  indignant  tears 
were  on  her  cheek,  and  her  foot  was  set  upon 
the  moss  as  though  she  would  have  crushed  it 
into  nothing.  And  yet  almost  the  selfsame 
glance  that  showed  him  this,  showed  him  the 
selfsame  lady  rising  with  a  scornful  air  of  weari- 
ness and  lassitude,  and  turning  away  with  nothing 
expressed  in  face  or  figure  but  careless  beauty 
and  imperious  disdain. 

A  withered  and  very  ugly  old  woman,  dressed 
not  so  much  like  a  gipsy  as  like  any  of  that 
medley  race  of  vagabonds  who  tramp  about  the 
country,  begging,  and  stealing,  and   tinkering. 
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and  weaving  rushes,  by  turns,  or  all  together, 
had  been  observing  the  lady  too ;  for,  as  she 
rose,  this  second  figure,  strangely  confronting 
the  first,  scrambled  up  fi'om  the  ground — out  of 
it,  it  almost  appeared — and  stood  in  the  way. 

"  Let  nie  tell  your  fortune,  my  pretty  lady," 
said  the  old  woman,  munching  with  her  jaws,  as 
if  the  Death's  head  beneath  her  yellow  skin  were 
im])atient  to  get  out. 

"  I  can  tell  it  for  myself,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Ay,  ay,  pretty  lady ;  but  not  right.  You 
didn't  tell  it  right  when  you  were  sitting  there. 
I  see  you  !  Give  me  a  piece  of  silver,  pretty 
lady,  and  I'll  tell  your  fortune  true.  There's 
riches,  pretty  lady,  in  your  face." 

"  I  know,"  returned  the  lady,  passing  her  with 
a  dark  smile  and  a  proud  step.  "  I  knew  it 
before." 

"  What  !  You  won't  give  me  nothing  ?  "  cried 
the  old  woman.  "  You  won't  give  me  nothing 
to  tell  your  fortune,  pretty  lady  ?  How  much 
will  you  give  me  not  to  tell  it,  then  ?  Give  mc 
something,  or  I'll  call  it  after  you  ! "  croaked 
the  old  woman  passionately. 

Mr.  Carker,  whom  the  lady  was  about  to  pass 
close,  slinking  against  his  tree  as  she  crossed  to 
gain  the  path,  advanced  so  as  to  meet  her,  and 
pulling  oft"  his  hat  as  she  went  by,  bade  the  old 
woman  hold  her  peace.  The  lady  acknowledged 
his  interference  with  an  inclination  of  the  head, 
and  went  her  way. 

"  You  give  me  something,  then,  or  I'll  call  it 
after  her  !  "  screamed  the  old  woman,  throwing 
up  her  arms,  and  pressing  forward  against  his 
outstretched  hand.  "  Or  come,"  she  added, 
dropping  her  voice  suddenly,  looking  at  him 
earnestly,  and  seeming  in  a  moment  to  forget 
the  object  of  her  wrath,  "  give  me  something,  or 
I'll  call  it  siltx yoicl" 

"  After  MC,  old  lady  ! "  returned  the  manager, 
putting  hi:^  l.::nd  in  his  pocket. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  woman,  steadfast  in  her 
scrutiny,  and  holding  out  her  shrivelled  hand. 
"  /  know  !  " 

"  What  do  you  know  ?  "  demanded  Carker, 
throwing  her  a  shilling.  "Do  you  know  who 
the  handsome  lady  is  ? '' 

Munching  like  that  sailor's  wife  of  yore,  who 
had  chestnuts  in  her  lap,  and  scowling  like  the 
witch  who  asked  for  some  in  vain,  the  old  woman 
picked  the  shilling  up,  and  going  backwards, 
hke  a  crab,  or  like  a  heap  of  crabs  :  for  her 
alternately  expanding  and  contracting  hands 
might  have  represented  two  of  that  species,  and 
her  creeping  face  some  half-a-dozen  more: 
crouched  on  the  veinous  root  of  an  old  tree, 
pulled  out  a  short  black  pipe  from  within  the 


crown  of  her  bonnet,  lighted  it  with  a  match, 
and  smoked  in  silence,  looking  fixedly  at  her 
questioner. 

Mr.  Carker  laughed  and  turned  upon  his  heel. 
"  Good  !  "  said  the  old  woman.     "  One  child 
dead,  and  one  child  living :  one  wife  dead,  and 
one  wife  coming.     Go  and  meet  her  ! " 

In  spite  of  himself,  the  manager  looked  round 
again,  and  stopped.  The  old  woman,  who  had 
not  removed  her  pipe,  and  was  munching  and 
mumbling  while  she  smoked,  as  if  in  conver- 
sation with  an  invisible  familiar,  pointed  with 
her  finger  in  the  direction  he  was  going,  and 
laughed. 

"  What  was  that  you  said,  Beldamite  ?  "  he 
demanded. 

The  woman  mumbled,  and  chattered,  and 
smoked,  and  still  pointed  before  him ;  but 
remained  silent.  Muttering  a  farewell  that  was 
not  complimentary,  Mr.  Carker  pursued  his 
way ;  but  as  he  turned  out  of  that  place,  and 
looked  over  his  shoulder  at  the  root  of  the  old 
tree,  he  could  yet  see  the  finger  pointing  before 
him,  and  thought  he  heard  the  woman  scream- 
ing, "  Go  and  meet  her  !  " 

Preparations  for  a  choice  repast  were  com- 
pleted, he  found,  at  the  hotel ;  and  Mr.  Dombey, 
and  the  major,  and  the  breakfast  were  awaiting 
the  ladies.  Individual  constitution  has  much  to 
do  with  the  development  of  such  facts,  no  doubt ; 
but,  in  this  case,  appetite  carried  it  hollow  over 
the  tender  passion ;  Mr.  Dombey  being  very 
cool  and  collected,  and  the  major  fretting  and 
fuming  in  a  state  of  violent  heat  and  irritation. 
At  length  the  door  was  thrown  open  by  the 
native,  and,  after  a  pause,  occupied  by  her 
languishing  along  the  gallery,  a  very  blooming, 
but  not  very  youthful,  lady  appeared. 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Dombey,"  said  the  lady,  "  I 
am  afraid  we  are  late,  but  Edith  has  been  out 
already,  looking  for  a  favourable  point  of  view 
for  a  sketch,  and  kept  me  waiting  for  her. 
Falsest  of  majors,"  giving  him  her  little  finger, 
"  how  do  you  do  ?  " 

"  Mrs.  Skewton,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  let  me 
gratify  my  friend  Carker  " — Mr.  Dombey  uncon- 
sciously emphasized  the  word  friend,  as  saying, 
"  No,  really ;  I  do  allow  him  to  take  credit  for 
that  distinction  " — "  by  presenting  him  to  you. 
You  have  heard  me  mention  Mr.  Carker." 

"  I  am  charmed,  I  am  sure,"  said  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton  graciously. 

Mr.  Carker  was  charmed,  of  course.  Would 
he  have  been  more  charmed  on  Mr.  Dombey's 
behalf,  if  Mrs.  Skewton  had  been  (as  he  at  first 
supposed  her)  the  Edith  whom  they  had  toasted 
overnight  ? 
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"  Why,  where,  for  Heaven's  sake,  is  Edith  ?  " 
exclaimed  Mrs.  Skewton,  looking  round.  "Still 
at  the  door,  giving  Withers  orders  about  the 
mounting  of  those  drawings !  My  dear  Mr. 
Dombey,  will  you  have  the  kindness — ■ — " 

Mr.  Dombey  was  already  gone  to  seek  her. 
Ne.xt  moment  he  returned,  bearing  on  his  arm 
the  same  elegantly-dressed  and  very  handsome 
lady  whom  Mr.  Carker  had  encountered  under- 
neath the  trees. 

"  Carker "  began  Mr.  Dombey.     But  their 

recognition  of  each  other  was  so  manifest,  that 
Mr.  Dombey  stopped,  surprised. 

"  I  am  obliged  to  the  gentleman,"  said  Edith 
with  a  stately  bend,  "  for  sparing  me  some  an- 
noyance from  an  importunate  beggar  just  now." 

"  I  am  obliged  to  my  good  fortune,"  said  Mr. 
Carker,  bowing  low,  "  for  the  opportunity  of 
rendering  so  slight  a  service  to  one  whose  ser- 
vant I  am  proud  to  be." 

As  her  eye  rested  on  him  for  an  instant,  and 
then  lighted  on  the  ground,  he  saw  in  its  bright 
and  searching  glance  a  suspicion  that  he  had 
not  come  up  at  the  moment  of  his  interference, 
but  had  secretly  observed  her  sooner.  As  he 
saw  that,  she  saw  in  his  eye  that  her  distrust  was 
not  without  foundation. 

"  Really,"  cried  Mrs.  Skewton.  who  had  taken 
this  opportunity  of  inspecting  Mr.  Carker  through 
her  glass,  and  satisfying  herself  (as  she  lisped 
audibly  to  the  major)  that  he  was  all  heart ; 
"  really,  now,  this  is  one  of  the  most  enchanting 
coincidences  that  I  ever  heard  of.  The  idea  ! 
My  dearest  Edith,  there  is  such  an  obvious  des- 
tiny in  it,  that  really  one  might  almost  be  in- 
duced to  cross  one's  arms  upon  one's  frock,  and 
say,  like  those  wicked  Turks,  there  is  no  What's- 
his  name  but  Thingummy,  and  What-you-may- 
call-it  is  his  prophet !" 

Edith  deigned  no  revision  of  this  extraor- 
dinary quotation  from  the  Koran,  but  Mr.  Dom- 
bey felt  it  necessary  to  offer  a  few  polite  re- 
marks. 

"  It  gives  me  great  pleasure,"  said  Mr.  Dom- 
bey with  cumbrous  gallantry,  "  that  a  gentleman 
so  nearly  connected  with  myself  as  Carker  is, 
should  have  had  the  honour  and  happiness  of 
rendering  the  least  assistance  to  Mrs.  (Jranger." 
Mr.  Dombey  bowed  to  her.  "  But  it  gives  me 
some  pain,  and  it  occasions  me  to  be  really 
envious  of  Carker  ;"  he  unconsciously  laid  stress 
on  these  words,  as  sensible  that  they  must  ap- 
pear to  involve  a  very  surprising  proposition  ; 
"  envious  of  Carker,  that  I  had  not  that  honour 
and  that  happiness  myself."  Mr.  Dombey  bowed 
again.  Edith,  saving  for  a  curl  of  her  lip,  was 
motionless. 


"  By  the  Lord,  sir,"  cried  the  major,  bursting 
into  speech  at  sight  of  the  waiter,  who  was  come 
to  announce  breakfast,  ■'  it's  an  extraordinary 
thing  to  me  that  no  one  can  have  the  honour 
and  happiness  of  shooting  all  such  beggars 
through  the  head  without  being  brought  to  book 
for  it.  But  here's  an  arm  for  Mrs.  Granger,  if 
if  she'll  do  J.  B.  the  honour  to  accept  it ;  and 
the  greatest  service  Joe  can  render  you,  ma'am, 
just  now,  is,  to  lead  you  in  to  table." 

With  this,  the  major  gave  his  arm  to  Edith  ; 
Mr.  Dombey  led  the  way  with  Mrs.  Skewton ; 
Mr.  Carker  went  last,  smiling  on  the  party. 

"  I  am  quite  rejoiced,  Mr.  Carker,"  said  the 
lady  mother  at  breakfast,  after  another  approv- 
ing survey  of  him  through  her  glass,  "  that  you 
have  timed  your  visit  so  happily  as  to  go  with  us 
to-day.  It  is  the  most  enclianting  expedi- 
tion !" 

"  Any  expedition  would  be  enchanting  in  such 
society,"  returned  Carker ;  "  but  I  believe  it  is, 
in  itself,  full  of  interest." 

"  Oh  !"  cried  Mrs.  Skewton  with  a  faded  little 
scream  of  rapture,  "  the  Castle  is  charming  I — 
associations  of  the  middle  ages — and  all  that — 
which  is  so  truly  exquisite.  Don't  you  dote 
upon  the  middle  ages,  Mr.  Carker?" 

"  Very  much  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Carker. 

"■  Such  charming  times !"  cried  Cleopatra.  "So 
full  of  faith  !  So  vigorous  and  forcible  !  So 
picturesque  !  So  perfectly  removed  from  com- 
monplace !  Oh  dear  I  If  they  would  only  leave 
us  a  little  more  of  the  poetry  of  existence  in 
these  terrible  days  ! " 

Mrs.  Skewton  was  looking  sharp  after  Mr. 
Dombey  all  the  time  she  said  this,  who  was  look- 
ing at  Edith  :  who  was  listening,  but  who  never 
lifted  up  her  eyes. 

"  We  are  dreadfully  real,  Mr.  Carker,"  said 
Mrs.  Skewton ;  "  are  we  not  ?  " 

Few  people  had  less  reason  to  complain  of 
their  reality  than  Cleopatra,  who  had  as  much 
that  was  false  about  her  as  could  well  go  to  the 
composition  of  anybody  with  a  real  individual 
existence.  But  Mr.  Carker  commiserated  our 
reality  nevertheless,  and  agreed  that  wc  were 
very  hardly  used  in  that  regard. 

"Pictures  at  the  Castle  tjuite  divine!"  said 
Cleopatra.     "  I  hope  you  dote  upon  pictures?" 

"  I  assure  you,  Mrs.  Skewton,"  said  Mr.  Dom- 
bey, with  solemn  encouragement  of  his  manager, 
"  that  Carker  has  a  very  good  taste  for  pictures  ; 
quite  a  natural  power  of  appreciating  them.  He 
is  a  very  creditable  artist  himself.  He  will  be 
delighted,  I  am  sure,  with  Mrs.  Granger's  taste 
and  skill." 

"Damme,  sir!"  cried  Major  Bagstock,  "my 
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opinion  is,  that  you're  the  Admirable  Carker, 
and  can  do  anything." 

"  Oh  ! "  smiled  Carker  with  humility,  "  you 
are  much  too  sanguine.  Major  Bagstock.  I  can 
do  very  little.  But  Mr.  Dombey  is  so  generous 
in  his  estimation  of  any  trivial  accomplishment 
a  man  like  myself  may  find  it  almost  necessary 
to  acquire,  and  to  which,  in  his  very  different 

sphere,  he  is  far  superior,  that "    Mr.  Carker 

shrugged  his  shoulders,  deprecating  further  praise, 
and  said  no  more. 

All  this  time  Edith  never  raised  her  eyes, 
unless  to  glance  towards  her  mother  when  that 
lady's  fervent  spirit  shone  forth  in  words.  But, 
as  Carker  ceased,  she  looked  at  Mr.  Dombey  for 
a  moment.  For  a  moment  only  ;  but  with  a 
transient  gleam  of  scornful  wonder  on  her  face, 
not  lost  on  one  observer,  who  was  smiling  round 
the  board. 

Mr.  Dombey  caught  the  dark  eyelash  in  its 
descent,  and  took  the  opportunity  of  arresting  it. 

"  You  have  been  to  Warwick  often,  unfortu- 
nately?" said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Several  times." 

"  The  visit  will  be  tedious  to  you,  I  am 
afraid." 

"  Oh  no  ;  not  at  all." 

"  Ah  !  You  are  like  your  cousin  Feenix,  my 
dearest  Edith,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton.  '.'  He  has 
been  to  Warwick  Castle  fifty  times,  if  he  has 
been  there  once  ;  yet  if  he  came  to  Leamington 
to-morrow — I  wish  he  would,  dear  angel  ! — he 
would  make  his  fifty-second  visit  next  day." 

■'  We  are  all  enthusiastic,  are  we  not,  mam- 
ma ?  "  said  Edith  with  a  cold  smile. 

"  Too  much  so  for  our  peace,  perhaps,  my 
dear,"  returned  her  mother;  "but  we  won't 
complain.  Our  own  emotions  are  our  recom- 
pense. If,  as  your  cousin  Feenix  says,  the 
sword  wears  out  the  what's-its-name " 

"  The  scabbard,  perhaps,"  said  Edith. 

"  Exactly — a  little  too  fast,  it  is  because  it  is 
bright  and  glowing,  you  know,  my  dearest  love." 

Mrs.  Skewton  heaved  a  gentle  sigh,  supposed 
to  cast  a  shadow  on  the  surface  of  that  dagger 
of  lath,  whereof  her  susceptible  bosom  was  the 
sheath  :  and  leaning  her  head  on  one  side,  in 
the  Cleopatra  manner,  looked  with  pensive  aftec- 
tion  on  her  darling  child. 

Edith  had  turned  her  face  towards  Mr.  Dom- 
bey when  he  first  addressed  her,  and  had  re- 
mained in  that  atritude  while  speaking  to  her 
mother,  and  while  her  mother  spoke  to  her,  as 
though  offering  him  her  attention,  if  he  had  any- 
thing more  to  say.  There  was  something  in  the 
manner  of  this  simple  courtesy  :  almost  defiant, 
and  giving  it  the  character  of  being  rendered  on 


compulsion,  or  as  a  matter  of  traffic  to  which 
she  was  a  reluctant  party :  again  not  lost  upon 
that  same  observer  who  was  smiling  round  the 
board.  It  set  him  thinking  of  her  as  he  had 
first  seen  her,  when  she  had  believed  herself  to 
be  alone  among  the  trees. 

Mr.  Dombey,  having  nothing  else  to  say,  pro- 
posed— the  breakfast  being  now  finished,  and 
the  major  gorged,  like  any  boa  constrictor — that 
they  should  start.  A  barouche  being  in  waiting, 
according  to  the  orders  of  that  gentleman,  the 
two  ladies,  the  major,  and  himself  took  their  seats 
in  it ;  the  native  and  the  wan  page  mounted  the 
box,  Mr.  Towlinson  being  left  behind  ;  and  Mr. 
Carker,  on  horseback,  brought  up  the  rear. 

Mr.  Carker  cantered  behind  the  carriage,  at 
the  distance  of  a  hundred  yards  or  so,  and 
watched  it,  during  all  the  ride,  as  if  he  were  a 
cat  indeed,  and  its  four  occupants  mice.  Whether 
he  looked  to  one  side  of  the  road  or  to  the 
other — over  distant  landscape,  with  its  smooth 
undulations,  windmills,  corn,  grass,  bean  fields, 
wild  flowers,  farmyards,  hayricks,  and  the  spire 
among  the  wood — or  upward  in  the  sunny  air, 
where  butterflies  were  sporting  round  his  head, 
and  birds  were  pouring  out  their  songs — or 
downward,  where  the  shadows  of  the  branches 
interlaced,  and  made  a  trembling  carpet  on  the 
road — or  onward,  where  the  overhanging  trees 
formed  aisles  and  arches,  dim  ivith  the  softened 
light  that  steeped  through  leaves — one  corner  of 
his  eye  was  ever  on  the  formal  head  of  Mr.  Dom- 
bey, addressed  towards  him,  and  the  feather  in 
the  bonnet,  drooping  so  neglectfully  and  scorn- 
fully between  them :  much  as  he  had  seen  the 
haughty  eyelids  droop ;  not  least  so  when  the 
face  met  that  now  fronting  it.  Once,  and  once 
only,  did  his  wary  glance  release  these  objects; 
and  that  was  when  a  leap  over  a  low  hedge,  and 
a  gallop  across  a  field,  enabled  him  to  anticipate 
the  carriage  coming  by  the  road,  and  to  be 
standing  ready,  at  the  journey's  end,  to  hand 
the  ladies  out.  Then,  and  but  then,  he  met  her 
glance  for  an  instant  in  her  first  surprise ;  but 
when  he  touched  her,  in  alighting,  with  his  soft 
white  hand,  it  overlooked  him  altogether  as 
before. 

Mrs.  Skewton  was  bent  on  taking  charge  of 
Mr.  Carker  herself,  and  showing  him  the  beau- 
ties of  the  Castle.  She  was  determined  to  have 
his  arm,  and  the  major's  too.  It  would  do  that 
incorrigible  creature :  who  was  the  most  bar- 
barous infidel  in  point  of  poetry  :  good  to  be  in 
such  company.  This  chance  arrangement  left 
Mr.  Dombey  at  liberty  to  escort  Edith :  which 
he  did  :  stalking  before  them  through  the  apart- 
ments with  a  gentlemanly  solemnity. 
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"Those  darling  bygone  times,  Mr.  Carker," 
said  Cleopatra,  "  with  their  delicious  fortresses, 
and  their  dear  old  dungeons,  and  their  delight- 
ful peaces  of  torture,  and  their  romantic  venge- 
ances, and  their  picturesque  assaults  and  sieges, 
and  everything  that  makes  life  truly  charming! 
How  dreadfully  we  have  degenerated  ! " 

"  Yes,  we  have  fallen  off  deplorably,"  said  Mr. 
Carker. 

The  peculiarity  of  their  conversation  was,  that 
Mrs.  Skewton,  in  spite  of  her  ecstasies,  and  Mr. 
Carker,  in  spite  of  his  urbanity,  were  both  intent 
on  watching  Mr.  Dombey  and  Edith.  With  all 
their  conversational  endowments,  they  spoke 
somewhat  distractedly,  and  at  random  in  conse- 
quence. 

"  We  have  no  faith  left,  positively,"  said  Mrs. 
Skewton,  advancing  her  shrivelled  ear ;  for  Mr. 
Dombey  was  saying  something  to  Edith.  "  We 
have  no  faith  in  the  dear  old  barons,  who  were 
the  most  delightful  creatures — or  in  the  dear  old 
priests,  who  were  the  most  warlike  of  men — or 
even  in  the  days  of  that  inestimable  Queen  Bess, 
upon  the  wall  there,  which  were  so  extremely 
golden  I  Dear  creature  !  She  was  all  heart  ! 
And  that  charming  father  of  hers  !  I  hope  you 
dote  on  Harry  the  Eighth  ?" 

"  I  admire  him  very  much,"  said  Carker. 

"  So  bluff  !  ■'  cried  Mrs.  Skewton,  "  wasn't  he  ? 
So  burly.  So  truly  English.  Such  a  picture, 
too,  he  makes,  with  his  dear  little  peepy  eyes, 
and  his  benevolent  chin  I" 

"Ah,  ma'am!"  said  Carker,  stopping  short; 
"  but  if  you  speak  of  pictures,  there's  a  compo- 
sition I  What  gallery  in  the  world  can  produce 
the  counterpart  of  that  ?" 

As  the  smiling  gentleman  thus  spake,  he 
pointed  through  a  doorway  to  where  Mr.  Dom- 
bey and  Edith  were  standing  alone  in  the  centre 
of  another  room. 

They  were  not  interchanging  a  word  or  a 
look.  Standing  together,  arm-in-arm,  they  had 
the  appearance  of  being  more  divided  than  if 
seas  had  rolled  between  them.  There  was  a 
difference  even  in  the  pride  of  the  two,  that  re- 
moved them  farther  from  each  other  than  if  one 
had  been  the  proudest  and  the  other  the  hum- 
blest specimen  of  humanity  in  all  creation.  He, 
self-important,  unbending,  formal,  austere.  She, 
lovely  and  graceful  in  an  uncommon  degree,  but 
totally  regardless  of  herself  and  him  and  every- 
thing around,  and  spurning  her  own  attractions 
>  with  her  haughty  brow  and  lip,  as  if  they  were  a 
badge  or  livery  she  hated.  So  unmatched  were 
they,  and  opposed  :  so  forced  and  linked  to- 
gether by  a  chain  which  adverse  hazard  and 
mischance  had  forged  :  that  fancy  might  have 


imagined  the  pictures  on  the  walls  around  them 
startled  by  the  unnatural  conjunction,  and  ob- 
servant of  it  in  their  several  expressions.  Grim 
knights  and  warriors  looked  scowling  on  them. 
A  churchman,  with  his  hand  upraised,  denounced 
the  mockery  of  such  a  couple  coming  to  God's 
altar.  Quiet  waters  in  landscapes,  with  the  sun 
reflected  in  their  depths,  asked,  if  better  means 
of  escape  were  not  at  hand,  was  there  no  drown- 
ing left  ?  Ruins  cried,  "  Look  here,  and  see 
what  We  are,  wedded  to  uncongenial  Time  !  " 
Animals,  opposed  by  nature,  worried  one  ano- 
ther, as  a  moral  to  them.  Loves  and  Cupids 
took  to  flight  afraid,  and  Martyrdom  had  no 
such  torment  in  its  painted  history  of  suffering. 

Nevertheless,  Mrs.  Skewton  was  so  charmed 
by  the  sight  to  which  Mr.  Carker  invoked  her 
attention,  that  she  could  not  refrain  from  say- 
ing, half  aloud,  how  sweet,  how  very  full  of  soul 
it  was  !  Edith,  overhearing,  looked  round,  and 
flushed  indignant  scarlet  to  her  hair. 

"  My  dearest  Edith  knows  I  was  admiring 
her ! "  said  Cleopatra,  tapping  her,  almost 
timidly,  on  the  back  with  her  parasol.  "  Sweet 
pet ! " 

Again  Mr.  Carker  saw  the  strife  he  had  wit- 
nessed so  unexpectedly  among  the  trees,  .\gain 
he  saw  the  haughty  languor  and  indifference 
come  over  it,  and  hide  it  like  a  cloud. 

She  did  not  raise  her  eyes  to  him  ;  but,  with 
a  slight  peremptory  motion  of  them,  seemed  to 
bid  her  mother  come  near.  Mrs.  Skewton 
thought  it  expedient  to  understand  the  hint,  and 
advancing  quickly  with  her  two  cavaliers,  kept 
near  her  daughter  from  that  time. 

Mr.  Carker  now,  having  nothing  to  distract 
his  attention,  began  to  discourse  upon  the  pic- 
tures, and  to  select  the  best,  and  point  them  out 
to  Mr.  Dombey  :  speaking  with  his  usual  fami- 
liar recognition  of  Mr.  Dombey's  greatness,  and 
rendering  homage  by  adjusting  his  eye-glass  for 
him,  or  finding  out  the  right  place  in  his  cata- 
logue, or  holding  his  stick,  or  the  like.  These 
services  did  not  so  much  originate  with  Mr. 
Carker,  in  truth,  as  with  Mr.  Dombey  himself, 
who  was  apt  to  assert  his  chieftainship  by  say- 
ing, with  subdued  authority,  and  in  an  easy  way 
— for  him — "  Here,  Carker,  have  the  goodness 
to  assist  me,  will  you?"  which  the  smiling 
gentleman  always  did  with  pleasure. 

They  made  the  tour  of  the  pictures,  the  walls, 
crow's  nest,  and  so  forth  :  and  as  they  were  still 
one  little  party,  and  the  major  was  rather  in  the 
shade,  being  sleepy  during  the  process  of  diges- 
tion, Mr.  Carker  became  communicative  and 
agreeable.  At  first  he  addressed  himself  for  the 
most  part  to  Mrs.  Skewton ;  but  as  that  sensi- 
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live  lady  was  in  such  ecstasies  with  the  works 
of  art,  after  the  first  quarter  of  an  hour,  that  she 
could  do  nothing  but  yawn  (they  were  such 
perfect  inspirations,  she  observed  as  a  reason 
for  that  mark  of  rapture),  he  transferred  his 
attentions  to  Mr.  Dombey.  Mr.  Dombey  said 
little  beyond  an  occasional  "  Very  true,  Carker," 
or  "  Indeed,  Carker  ?  "  but  he  tacitly  encouraged 
Carker  to  proceed,  and  inwardly  approved  of 
his  behaviour  very  much :  deeming  it  as  well 
that  somebody  should  talk,  and  thinking  that 
his  remarks,  which  were,  as  one  might  say,  a 
branch  of  the  parent  establishment,  might  amuse 
Mrs.  Granger.  Mr.  Carker,  who  possessed  an 
excellent  discretion,  never  took  the  liberty  of 
addressing  that  lady  direct ;  but  she  seemed  to 
listen,  though  she  never  looked  at  him ;  and 
once  or  twice,  when  he  was  emphatic  in  his 
peculiar  .humility,  the  twilight  smile  stole  over 
her  face,  not  as  a  light,  but  as  a  deep  black 
shadow. 

Warwick  Castle  being  at  length  pretty  v/ell 
exhausted,  and  the  major  very  much  so  :  to  say 
nothing  of  Mrs.  Skewton,  whose  peculiar  de- 
monstrations of  delight  had  become  very  frequent 
indeed  :  the  carriage  was  again  put  in  requisi- 
tion, and  they  rode  to  several  admired  points  of 
view  in  the  neighbourhood.  Mr.  Dombey 
ceremoniously  observed,  of  one  of  these,  that 
a  sketch,  however  slight,  from  the  fair  hand  of 
Mrs.  Granger  would  be  a  remembrance  to  him 
of  that  agreeable  day :  though  he  wanted  no 
artificial  remembrance,  he  was  sure  (here  Mr. 
Dombey  made  another  of  his  bows),  which  he 
must  always  highly  value.  Withers  the  lean, 
having  Edith's  sketch-book  under  his  arm,  was 
immediately  called  upon  by  Mrs.  Skewton  to 
produce  the  same :  and  the  carriage  stopped, 
that  Edith  might  make  the  drawing,  which  Mr. 
Dombey  was  to  put  away  among  his  treasures. 

"  But  I  am  afraid  I  trouble  you  too  much," 
said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  By  no  means.  Where  would  you  wish  it 
taken  from  ? "  she  answered,  turning  to  him 
witli  the  same  enforced  attention  as  before. 

Mr.  Dombey,  with  another  bow,  which 
cracked  the  starch  in  his  cravat,  would  beg  to 
leave  that  to  the  artist. 

"  I  would  rather  you  chose  for  yourself,"  said 
Edith. 

"  Suppose,  then,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  we  say 
from  here.  It  appears  a  good  spot  for  the  pur- 
pose, or— Carker,  what  do  you  think  ?  " 

There  happened  to  be  in  the  foreground,  at 
some  little  distance,  a  grove  of  trees,  not  unlike 
that  in  which  Mr.  Carker  had  made  his  chain  of 
footsteps  in  the  morning,  and  with  a  seat  under 


one  tree,  greatly  resembling,  in  the  general 
character  of  its  situation,  the  point  where  his 
chain  had  broken. 

"  Might  I  venture  to  suggest  to  Mrs. 
Granger,"  said  Carker,  "  that  that  is  an  inter- 
esting— almost  a  curious — point  of  view  ?  " 

She  followed  the  direction  of  his  riding  whip 
with  her  eyes,  and  raised  them  quickly  to  his 
face.  It  was  the  second  glance  they  had  ex- 
changed since  their  introduction ;  and  would 
have  been  exactly  like  the  first,  but  that  its 
expression  was  plainer. 

"Would  you  like  that?"  said  Edith  to  Mr. 
Dombey. 

"  I  shall  be  charmed,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  to 
Edith. 

Therefore  the  carriage  was  driven  to  the  spot 
where  Mr.  Dombey  was  to  be  charmed ;  and 
Edith,  without  moving  from  her  seat,  and  open- 
ing her  sketch-book  with  her  usual  proud  indif- 
ference, began  to  sketch. 

"  My  pencils  are  all  pointless,"  she  said, 
stopping  and  turning  them  over. 

"  Pray  allow  me,"  said  Mr.  Dombey.  "  Or 
Carker  will  do  it  better,  as  he  understands  these 
things.  Carker,  have  the  goodness  to  see  to 
these  pencils  for  Mrs.  Granger." 

Mr.  Carker  rode  up  close  to  the  carriage  door 
on  Mrs.  Granger's  side,  and  letting  the  rein  fall 
on  his  horse's  neck,  took  the  pencils  from  her 
hand  with  a  smile  and  a  bow,  and  sat  in  the 
saddle  leisurely  mending  them.  Having  done 
so,  he  begged  to  be  allowed  to  hold  them,  and 
to  hand  them  to  her  as  they  were  required  ;  and 
thus  Mr.  Carker,  with  many  commendations  of 
Mrs.  Granger's  extraordinary  skill — especially 
in  trees — remained  close  at  her  side,  looking 
over  the  drawing  as  she  made  it.  Mr.  Dombey, 
in  the  meantime,  stood  bolt  upright  in  the  car- 
riage like  a  highly  respectable  ghost,  looking  on 
too  ;  while  Cleopatra  and  the  major  dallied  as 
two  ancient  doves  might  do. 

"Are  you  satisfied  with  that,  or  shall  I  finisl^ 
it  a  little  more  ?  "  said  Edith,  showing  the  sketch 
to  Mr.  Dombey. 

Mr.  Dombey  begged  that  it  might  not  be 
touched  ;  it  was  perfection. 

"It  is  most  extraordinary,"  said  Carker, 
bringing  every  one  of  his  red  gums  to  bear 
upon  his  praise.  "  I  was  not  prepared  for  any- 
thing so  beautiful,  and  so  unusual  altogether." 

This  might  have  applied  to  the  sketcher  no 
less  than  to  the  sketch  :  but  Mr.  Carker's  man- 
ner was  openness  itself — not  as  to  his  mouth 
alone,  but  as  to  his  whole  spirit.  So  it  con- 
tinued to  be  while  the  drawing  was  laid  aside 
for  Mr.  Dombey,  and  while  the  sketching  mate- 
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rials  were  put  up  ;  then  he  handed  in  the  pencils 
(which  were  received  with  a  distant  acknow- 
ledgment of  his  help,  but  without  a  look),  and 
tightening  his  rein,  fell  back,  and  followed  the 
carriage  again. 

Thinking,  perhaps,  as  he  rode,  that  even  this 
trivial  sketch  had  been  made  and  delivered  to 
its  owner  as  if  it  had  been  bargained  for  and 
bought.  Thinking,  perhaps,  that  although  she 
had  assented  with  such  perfect  readiness  to  his 
request,  her  haughty  face,  bent  over  the  draw- 
ing, or  glancing  at  the  distant  objects  repre- 
sented in  it,  had  been  the  face  of  a  proud 
woman,  engaged  in  a  sordid  and  miserable 
transaction.  Thinking,  perhaps,  of  such  things  : 
but  smiling  certainly,  and  while  he  seemed  to 
look  about  him  freely,  in  enjoyment  of  the  air 
and  exercise,  keeping  always  that  sharp  corner 
of  his  eye  upon  the  carriage. 

.\  stroll  among  the  haunted  ruins  of  Kenil- 
worth,  and  more  rides  to  more  points  of  view  : 
most  of  which,  Mrs.  Skewton  reminded  Mr. 
Dombey,  Edith  had  already  sketched,  as  he 
had  seen  in  looking  over  her  drawings  :  brought 
the  day's  expedition  to  a  close.  Mrs.  Skewton 
and  Edith  were  driven  to  their  own  lodgings  ; 
Mr.  Carker  was  graciously  invited  by  Cleopatra 
to  return  thither  with  Mr.  Dombey  and  the 
major,  in  the  evening,  to  hear  some  of  Edith's 
music ;  and  the  three  gentlemen  repaired  to 
their  hotel  to  dinner. 

The  dinner  was  the  counterpart  of  yesterday's, 
except  that  the  major  was  twenty-four  hours 
more  triumphant  and  less  mysterious.  Edith 
was  toasted  again.  Mr.  Dombey  was  again 
agreeably  embarrassed.  And  Mr.  Carker  was 
full  of  interest  and  praise. 

There  were  no  other  visitors  at  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton's.  Edith's  drawings  were  strewn  about  the 
room  a  little  more  abundantly  than  usual, 
perhaps  ;  and  Withers,  the  wan  page,  handed 
round  a  little  stronger  tea.  The  harp  was 
there;  the  piano  was  there;  and  Edith  sang 
and  played.  But  even  the  music  was  paid  by 
Edith  to  Mr.  Dombey's  order,  as  it  were,  in  the 
same  uncompromising  way.     As  thus. 

"  Edith,  my  dearest  love,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton, 
half  an  hour  after  tea,  "  Mr.  Dombey  is  dying 
to  hear  you,  I  know." 

"  Mr.  Dombey  has  life  enough  left  to  say  so 
for  himself,  mamma,  I  have  no  doubt." 

"I  shall  be  immensely  obliged,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey. 

"  What  do  you  wish  ?  " 

"  Piano  ?  "  hesitated  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Whatever  you  please.  You  have  only  to 
choose." 


Accordingly,  she  began  with  the  piano.  It 
was  the  same  with  the  harp  ;  the  same  with  her 
singing;  the  same  with  the  selection  of  the 
pieces  that  she  sang  and  played.  Such  frigid 
and  constrained,  yet  prompt  and  pointed,  acqui- 
escence with  the  wishes  he  imposed  upon  her, 
and  on  no  one  else,  was  sufficiently  remarkable 
to  penetrate  through  all  the  mysteries  of  picjuet, 
and  impress  itself  on  Mr.  Carker's  keen  atten- 
tion. Nor  did  he  lose  sight  of  the  fact  that  Mr. 
Dombey  was  evidently  proud  of  his  power,  and 
liked  to  show  it. 

Nevertheless,  Mr.  Carker  played  so  well — 
some  games  with  the  major,  and  some  with 
Cleopatra,  whose  vigilance  of  eye  in  respect  of 
Mr.  Dombey  and  Edith  no  lynx  could  have 
surpassed — that  he  even  heightened  his  position 
in  the  lady  mother's  good  graces  ;  and  when, 
on  taking  leave,  he  regretted  that  he  would  be 
obliged  to  return  to  London  next  morning, 
Cleopatra  trusted :  community  of  feeling  not 
being  met  with  every  day :  that  it  was  far  from 
being  the  last  time  they  would  meet. 

"  I  hope  so,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  with  an  ex- 
pressive look  at  the  couple  in  the  distance,  as 
he  drew  towards  the  door,  following  the  major. 
"  I  think  so." 

Mr.  Dombey,  who  had  taken  a  stately  leave 
of  Edith,  bent,  or  made  some  approach  to  a 
bend,  over  Cleopatra's  couch,  and  said,  in  a  low 
voice  : 

"  I  have  requested  Mrs.  Granger's  permission 
to  call  on  her  to-morrow  morning — for  a  pur- 
pose— and  she  has  appointed  twelve  o'clock. 
May  I  hope  to  have  the  pleasure  of  finding  you 
at  home,  madam,  afterwards  ?  " 

Cleopatra  was  so  much  fluttered  and  moved  by 
hearing  this,  of  course,  incomprehensible  speech, 
that  she  could  only  shut  her  eyes,  and  shake 
her  head,  and  give  Mr.  Dombey  her  hand ; 
which  Mr.  Dombey,  not  exactly  knowing  what 
to  do  with,  dropped. 

"Dombey,  come  along!"  cried  the  major, 
looking  in  at  the  door.  "  Damme,  sir,  old  Joe 
has  a  great  mind  to  propose  an  alteration  in  the 
name  of  the  Royal  Hotel,  and  that  it  should  be 
called  the  Three  Jolly  Bachelors,  in  honour  of 
ourselves  and  Carker."  With  this  the  major 
slapped  Mr.  Dombey  on  the  back,  and  winking 
over  his  shoulder  at  the  ladies,  with  a  frightful 
tendency  of  blood  to  the  head,  carried  him  off. 

Mrs.  Skewton  reposed  on  her  sofa,  and  Edith 
sat  apart,  by  her  harp,  in  silence.  The  mother, 
trilling  with  her  fan,  looked  stealthily  at  the 
daughter  more  than  once,  but  the  daughter, 
brooding  gloomily,  with  downcast  eyes,  was  not 
to  be  disturbed. 
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Thus  they  remained  for  a  long  hour,  without 
a  word,  until  Mrs.  Skewton's  maid  appeared, 
according  to  custom,  to  prepare  her  gradually 
for  ni"ht.  At  night  she  should  have  been  a 
skeleton,  with  dart  and  hour-glass,  rather  than  a 
woman,  this  attendant;  for  her  touch  was  as  the 
touch  of  Death.  The  painted  object  shrivelled 
underneath  her  hand;  the  form  collapsed,  the 
hair  dropped  off,  the  arched  dark  eyebrows 
changed  to  scanty  tufts  of  grey ;  the  pale  lips 
shrunk,  the  skin  became  cadaverous  and  loose ; 
an  old,  worn,  yellow,  nodding  woman,  with 
red  eyes,  alone  remained  in  Cleopatra's  place, 
huddled  up,  like  a  slovenly  bundle,  in  a  greasy 
flannel  gown. 

The  very  voice  was  changed,  as  it  addressed 
Edith,  when  they  were  alone  again. 

"  Why  don't  you  tell  me,"  it  said  sharply, 
"  that  he  is  coming  here  to-morrow  by  appoint- 
ment?'' 

"  Because  you  know  it,''  returned  Edith, 
"■  Mother." 

The  mocking  emphasis  she  laid  on  that  one 
word !     ! 

"  You  know  he  has  bought  me,"  she  resumed. 
"  Or  that  he  will  to-morrow.  He  has  considered 
of  his  bargain  ;  he  has  shown  it  to  his  friend  ; 
he  is  even  rather  proud  of  it ;  he  thinks  that  it 
will  suit  him,  and  may  be  had  sufficiently  cheap  ; 
and  he  will  buy  to-morrow.  God,  that  I  have 
lived  for  this,  and  that  I  feel  it ! " 

Compress  into  one  handsome  face  the  con- 
scious self  abasement  and  the  burning  indigna- 
tion of  a  hundred  women,  strong  in  passion  and 
in  pride  ;  and  there  it  hid  itself  with  two  white 
shuddering  arms. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  returned  the  angry 
mother.     "  Haven't  you  from  a  child " 

"  A  child  ! "  said  Edith,  looking  at  her. 
"  When  was  I  a  child  ?  What  childhood  did  you 
ever  leave  to  me  ?  I  was  a  woman — artful, 
designing,  mercenary,  laying  snares  for  men — 
before  I  knew  myself,  or  you,  or  even  under- 
stood the  base  and  wretched  aim  of  every  new 
display  I  learnt.  You  gave  birth  to  a  woman. 
Look  upon  her.     She  is  in  her  pride  to-night." 

And,  as  she  spoke,  she  struck  her  hand  upon 
her  beautiful  bosom,  as  though  she  would  have 
beaten  down  herself. 

"  Look  at  me,"  she  said,  "  who  have  never 
known  what  it  is  to  have  an  honest  heart,  and 
love.  Look  at  me,  taught  to  scheme  and  plot 
when  children  play,  and  married  in  my  youth — 
an  old  age  of  design — to  one  for  whom  I  had 
no  feeling  but  indifference.  Look  at  me,  whom 
he  left  a  widow,  dying  before  his  inheritance 
descended   to   him — a  judgment  on  you,  well 


deserved  ! — and  tell  me  what  has  been  my  life 
for  ten  years  since." 

"  We  have  been  making  every  effort  to  en- 
deavour to  secure  to  you  a  good  establishment," 
rejoined  her  mother.  "That  has  been  your 
life,  and  now  you  have  got  it." 

"  There  is  no  slave  in  a  market,  there  is  no 
horse  in  a  fair,  so  shown  and  offered  and  ex- 
amined and  paraded,  mother,  as  I  have  been,  for 
ten  sliameful  years,"  cried  Edith,  with  a  burning 
brow,  and  the  same  bitter  emphasis  on  the  one 
word.  "  Is  it  not  so  ?  Have  I  been  made  the 
by-word  of  all  kinds  of  men?  Have  fools, 
have  profligates,  have  boys,  have  dotards,  dangled 
after  me,  and  one  by  one  rejected  me,  and  fallen 
off,  because  you  were  too  plain,  with  all  your 
cunning — yes,  and  too  true,  with  all  those  false 
pretences — until  we  have  almost  come  to  be 
notorious?  The  licence  of  look  and  touch," 
she  said  with  flashing  eyes,  "  have  I  submitted 
to  it,  in  half  the  places  of  resort  upon  the  map 
of  England  ?  Have  I  been  hawked  and  vended 
here  and  there,  until  the  last  grain  of  self-respect 
is  dead  within  me,  and  I  loathe  myself?  Has 
this  been  my  late  childhood  ?  I  had  none 
before.  Do  not  tell  me  that  I  had,  to-night,  of 
all  nights  in  my  life  ] "  | 

"  You  might  have  been  well  married,"  said 
her  mother,  "  twenty  times  at  least,  Edith,  if 
you  had  given  encouragement  enough."  ' 

"  No  !  Who  takes  me,  refuse  that  I  am,  and 
as  I  well  deserve  to  be,"  she  answered,  raising 
her  head,  and  trembling  in  her  energy  of  shame 
and  stormy  pride,  "  shall  take  me,  as  this  man 
does,  with  no  art  of  mine  put  forth  to  lure  him. 
He  sees  me  at  the  auction,  and  he  thinks  it  well 
to  buy  me.  Let  him  !  When  he  came  to  view 
me— perhaps  to  bid — he  required  to  see  the 
roll  of  my  accomplishments.  I  gave  it  to  him. 
When  he  would  have  me  show  one  of  them,  to 
justify  his  purchase  to  his  men,  I  require  of  him 
to  say  which  he  demands,  and  I  exhibit  it.  I 
will  do  no  more.  He  makes  the  purchase  of 
his  own  will,  and  with  his  own  sense  of  its  worth, 
and  the  power  of  his  money  ;  and  I  hope  it  may 
never  disappoint  him.  /  have  not  vaunted  and 
pressed  the  bargain  ;  neither  have  you,  so  far 
as  I  have  been  able  to  prevent  you." 

"  You  talk  strangely  to-night,  Edith,  to  your 
ONTO  mother." 

"  It  seems  so  to  me  ;  stranger  to  me  than  to 
you,"  said  Edith.  "  But  my  education  was 
completed  long  ago.  I  am  too  old  now,  and 
have  fallen  too  low,  by  degrees,  to  take  a  new 
course,  and  to  stop  yours,  and  to  help  myself 
The  germ  of  all  that  purifies  a  woman's  breast, 
and  makes  it  true  and  good,  has  never  stirred  in 
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mine,  and  I  have  nothing  else  to  sustain  me 
when  I  despise  myself."  There  had  been  a 
touching  sadness  in  her  voice,  but  it  was  gone 
when  she  went  on  to  say,  "  So,  as  we  are  genteel 
and  poor,  I  am  content  that  we  should  be  made 
rich  by  these  means;  all  I  say  is,  I  have  kept  the 
only  purpose  I  have  had  the  strength  to  form — 
I  had  almost  said  the  power,  with  you  at  my  side, 
mother — and  have  not  tempted  this  man  on." 

"  This  man  !  You  speak,"  said  her  mother, 
"as  if  you  hated  him." 

"  And  you  thought  I  loved  him,  did  you 
not  ?  "  she  answered,  stopping  on  her  way  across 
the  room,  and  looking  round.  "Shall  I  tell 
you,"  she  continued,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on 
her  mother,  "  who  already  knows  us  thoroughly, 
and  reads  us  right,  and  before  whom  I  have  even 
less  of  self-respect  or  confidence  than  before  my 
own  inward  self:  being  so  much  degraded  by 
his  knowledge  of  me  ?  " 

"  This  is  an  attack,  I  suppose,"  returned  her 
mother  coldly,  "  on  poor,  unfortunate  what's- 
his-name — Mr.  Carker.  Your  want  of  self-respect 
and  confidence,  my  dear,  in  reference  to  that 
person  (who  is  very  agreeable,  it  strikes  me),  is 
not  likely  to  have  much  effect  on  your  esta- 
blishment. Why  do  you  look  at  me  so  hard  ? 
Are  you  ill?'' 

Edith  suddenly  let  fall  her  face  as  if  it  had 
been  stung,  and,  while  she  pressed  her  hands 
upon  it,  a  terrible  tremble  crept  over  her  whole 
frame.  It  was  quickly  gone;  and  with  her  usual 
step  she  passed  out  of  the  room. 

The  maid,  who  should  have  been  a  skeleton, 
then  reappeared,  and  giving  one  arm  to  her 
mistress,  who  appeared  to  have  taken  off  her 
manner  with  her  charms,  and  to  have  put  on 
paralysis  with  her  flannel  gown,  collected  the 
ashes  of  Cleopatra,  and  carried  them  away, 
ready  for  to-morrow's  revivification. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 


ALTERATIONS. 


quiet 

SO." 


^   ^  O  the  day  has  come  at  length,  Susan," 
^^  said  Florence  to  the  excellent  Nip- 

"<^S)   P^"^'   "^''^'^  ^^^  ^^2  going  back  to 
our  quiet  home  !  " 

Susan  drew  in  her  breath  with  an 
amount  of  expression  not  easily  de- 
bed,  and    further   relieving  her   feel- 
gs  with  a  smart  cough,  answered,  "Very 
indeed,  Miss  Floy,  no  doubt.      Excessive 


"  When  I  was  a  child,"  said  Florence  thought- 
fully, and  after  musing  for  some  moments,  "  did 
you  ever  see  that  gentleman  who  has  taken  the 
trouble  to  ride  down  here  to  speak  to  me,  now, 
three  times- — three  times  I  think,  Susan  ?  " 

"  Three  times,  miss,"  returned  the  Nipper. 
"  Once  when  you  was  out  a  walking  with  them 
Sket " 

Florence  gently  looked  at  her,  and  Miss 
Nipper  checked  herself. 

"  With  Sir  Barnet  and  his  lady,  I  mean  to 
say,  miss,  and  the  young  gentleman.  And  two 
evenings  since  then." 

"  When  I  was  a  child,  and  when  company 
used  to  come  to  visit  papa,  did  you  ever  see 
that  gentleman  at  home,  Susan?"  asked  Flo- 
rence . 

"  Well,  miss,"  returned  her  maid  after  con- 
sidering, "I  really  couldn't  say  I  ever  did. 
When  your  poor  dear  ma  died.  Miss  Floy,  I 
was  very  new  in  the  family,  you  see,  and  7ny 
element " — the  Nipper  bridled,  as  opining  that 
her  merits  had  been  always  designedly  extin- 
guished by  Mr.  Dombey — "  was  the  floor  below 
the  attics." 

"  To  b5  sure,"  said  Florence,  still  thought- 
fully;  "you  are  not  likely  to  have  known  who 
came  to  the  house.     I  quite  forgot." 

"Not,  miss,  but  what  we  talked  about  the 
family  and  visitors,"  said  Susan,  "  and  but  what 
I  heard  much  said,  although  the  nurse  before 
Mrs.  Richards  did  make  unpleasant  remarks 
when  I  was  in  company,  and  hint  at  little 
Pitchers,  but  that  could  only  be  attributed, 
poor  thing,"  observed  Susan  with  composed 
forbearance,  "  to  habits  of  intoxication,  for 
which  she  was  required  to  leave,  and  did." 

Florence,  who  was  seated  at  her  chamber 
window,  with  her  face  resting  on  her  hand,  sat 
looking  out,  and  hardly  seemed  to  hear  what 
Susan  said,  she  was  so  lost  in  thought. 

"  At  all  events,  miss,"  said  Susan,  "  I  remem- 
ber very  well  that  this  same  gentleman,  Mr. 
Carker,  was  almost,  if  not  quite,  as  great  a 
gentleman  with  your  papa  then  as  he  is  now. 
It  used  to  be  said  in  the  house  then,  miss,  that 
he  was  at  the  head  of  all  your  pa's  affairs  in  the 
City,  and  managed  the  whole,  and  that  your 
pa  minded  him  more  than  anybody,  which, 
begging  your  pardon.  Miss  Floy,  he  might  easy 
do,  for  he  never  minded  anybody  else.  I  knew 
that,  Pitcher  as  I  might  have  been." 

Susan  Nipper,  with  an  injured  remembrance 
of  the  nurse  before  Mrs.  Richards,  emphasized 
"  Pitcher"  strongly. 

"  And  that  Mr.  Carker  lias  not  fallen  off, 
miss,"  she  pursued,  "  but  has  stood  his  ground. 
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and  kept  his  credit  with  your  pa,  I  know  from 
whal  is  ahvays  said  among  our  people  by  that 
Pjr'jh,  whenever  he  comes  to  the  house,  and 
though  he's  the  weakest  weed  in  the  world, 
Miss  Floy,  and  no  one  can  have  a  moment's 


patience  with  the  man,  he  knows  what  goes  on 
in  the  City  tolerable  well,  and  says  that  your 
pa  does  nothing  without  Mr.  Carker,  and  leaves 
all  to  Mr.  Carker,  and  acts  according  to  Mr. 
Carker,  and  has  Mr.  Carker  always  at  his  elbow, 


'A  child!"     said   EDITH,    L0OKI> 


)U  K.      "WHEN   WAS   I    .\  CHILD? 
LEAVE  TO  ME?" 


WHAT  CHILDHOOD  DID    VOU   EVER 


and  I  do  believe  that  he  believes  (that  washiest 
of  Perches)  that  after  your  pa,  the  Emperor  of 
India  is  the  child  unborn  to  Mr.  Carker." 

Not  a  word  of  this  was  lost  on  Florence,  who, 
with  an  awakened  interest  in  Susan's  speech,  no 
longer  gazed  abstractedly  on  the  prospect  with- 


out, but  looked  at  her,  and  listened  with  atten- 
tion. 

"  Yes,  Susan,"  she  said  when  that  young  lady 
had  concluded.  "  He  is  in  papa's  confidence, 
and  is  his  friend,  I  am  sure." 

Florence's  mind  ran  high  on  this  theme,  and 
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had  done  for  some  days.  Mr.  Carker,  in  the 
two  visits  with  which  he  had  followed  up  his 
first  one,  had  assumed  a  confidence  between 
himself  and  her — a  right  on  his  part  to  be  mys- 
terious and  stealthy,  in  telling  her  that  the  ship 
was  still  unheard  of — a  kind  of  mildly-restrained 
power  and  authority  over  her — that  made  her 
wonder,  and  caused  her  great  uneasiness.  She 
had  no  means  of  repelling  it,  or  of  freeing  her- 
self from  the  web  he  was  gradually  winding 
about  her  ;  for  that  would  have  required  some 
art  and  knowledge  of  the  world,  opposed  to 
such  address  as  his;  and  Florence  had  none. 
True,  he  had  said  no  more  to  her  than  that  there 
was  no  news  of  the  shij),  and  that  he  feared  the 
worst ;  but  how  he  came  to  know  that  she  was 
interested  in  the  ship,  and  why  he  had  the  right 
to  signify  his  knowledge  to  her  so  insidiously 
and  darkly,  troubled  Florence  very  much. 

This  conduct  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Carker,  and 
her  habit  of  often  considering  it  with  wonder 
and  uneasiness,  began  to  invest  him  with  an  un- 
comfortable fascination  in  Florence's  thoughts. 
A  more  distinct  remembrance  of  his  features, 
voice,  and  manner :  which  she  sometimes 
courted,  as  a  means  of  reducing  him  to  the  level 
of  a  real  personage,  capable  of  e.xerting  no 
greater  charm  over  her  than  another ;  did  not 
remove  the  vague  impression.  And  yet  he  never 
frowned,  or  looked  upon  her  with  an  air  of  dis- 
like or  animosity,  but  was  always  smiling  and 
serene. 

Again,  Florence,  in  pursuit  of  her  strong  pur- 
pose with  reference  to  her  father,  and  her  steady 
resolution  to  believe  that  she  was  herself  unwit- 
tingly to  blame  for  their  so  cold  and  distant  re- 
lations, would  recall  to  mind  that  this  gentleman 
was  his  confidential  friend,  and  would  think, 
with  an  an.\ious  heart,  could  her  struggling  tend- 
ency to  dislike  and  fear  him  be  a  part  of  that 
misfortune  in  her  which  had  turned  her  father's 
love  adrift,  and  left  her  so  alone  ?  She  dreaded 
that  it  might  be ;  sometimes  believed  it  was  : 
then  she  resolved  that  she  would  try  to  conquer 
this  wrong  feeling  ;  persuaded  herself  that  she 
was  honoured  and  encouraged  by  the  notice  of 
her  father's  friend ;  and  hoped  that  patient  ob- 
servation of  him  and  trust  in  him  would  lead 
her  bleeding  feet  along  that  stony  road  which 
ended  in  her  father's  heart. 

Thus,  with  no  one  to  advise  her — for  she 
could  advise  with  no  one  without  seeming  to 
complain  against  him — gentle  Florence  tossed 
on  an  uneasy  sea  of  doubt  and  hope ;  and  Mr. 
Carker,  like  a  scaly  monster  of  the  deep,  swam 
down  below,  and  kept  his  shining  eye  upon  her. 

Florence    had  a  new  reason  in  all   this  for 


wishing  to  be  at  home  again.  Her  lonely  life 
was  better  suited  to  her  course  of  timid  hope 
and  doubt ;  and  she  feared,  sometimes,  that  in 
her  absence  she  might  miss  some  hopeful  chance 
of  testifying  her  affection  for  her  father. 
Heaven  knows,  she  might  have  set  her  mind  at 
rest,  poor  child  !  on  this  last  point ;  but  her 
slighted  love  was  fluttering  within  her,  and,  even 
in  her  sleep,  it  flew  away  in  dreams,  and  nestled, 
like  a  wandering  bird  come  home,  upon  her 
father's  neck. 

Of  Walter  she  thought  often.  Ah  !  how 
often,  when  the  night  was  gloomy,  and  the  wind 
was  blowing  round  the  house  !  But  hope  was 
strong  in  her  breast.  It  is  so  difficult  for  the 
young  and  ardent,  even  with  such  experience  as 
hers,  to  imagine  youth  and  ardour  quenched 
like  a  weak  flame,  and  the  bright  day  of  life 
merging  into  night  at  noon,  that  hope  was  strong 
yet.  Her  tears  fell  frequently  for  Walter's  suf- 
ferings, but  rarely  for  his  supposed  death,  and 
never  long. 

She  had  written  to  the  old  instrument-maker, 
but  had  received  no  answer  to  her  note  :  which, 
indeed,  required  none.  Thus  matters  stood 
with  Florence  on  the  morning  when  she  was 
going  home,  gladly,  to  her  old  secluded  life. 

Doctor  and  Mrs.  Blimber,  accompanied 
(much  against  his  will)  by  their  valued  charge. 
Master  Barnet,  were  already  gone  back  to 
Brighton,  where  that  young  gentleman  and  his 
fellow-pilgrims  to  Parnassus  were  then,  no 
doubt,  in  the  continual  resumption  of  their 
studies.  The  holiday  time  was  past  and  over  ; 
most  of  the  juvenile  guests  at  the  villa  had  taken 
their  departure  ;  and  Florence's  long  visit  was 
come  to  an  end. 

There  was  one  guest,  however,  albeit  not 
resident  within  the  house,  who  had  been  very 
constant  in  his  attention  to  the  family,  and  who 
still  remained  devoted  to  them.  This  was  Mr. 
Toots,  who,  after  renewing,  some  weeks  ago,  the 
acquaintance  he  had  had  the  happiness  of  form- 
ing with  Skettles  junior,  on  the  night  when  he 
burst  the  Blimberian  bonds  and  soared  into 
freedom  with  his  ring  on,  called  regularly  every 
other  day,  and  left  a  perfect  pack  of  cards  at  tlie 
hall-door ;  so  many,  indeed,  that  the  ceremony 
was  quite  a  deal  on  the  i)art  of  Mr.  Toots,  and 
a  hand  at  whist  on  the  part  of  the  servant. 

Mr.  Toots  likewise,  with  the  bold  and  hap]iy 
idea  of  preventing  the  family  from  forgetting 
him  (but  there  is  reason  to  suppose  that  this  c.v- 
jiedient  originated  in  the  teeming  brain  of  the 
Chicken),  had  established  a  six-oared  cutter, 
manned  by  aquatic  friends  of  the  Chicken's, 
and  steered  by  that  illustrious  character  in  per- 
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son,  who  wore  a  bright  red  fireman's  coat  for 
the  purpose,  and  concealed  the  perpetual  black 
eye  with  which  he  was  afflicted  beneath  a  green 
shade.  Previous  to  the  institution  of  this  equi- 
page, Mr.  Toots  sounded  the  Chicken  on  a  hy- 
pothetical case,  as,  supposing  the  Chicken  to  be 
enamoured  of  a  young  lady  named  Mary,  and 
to  have  conceived  the  intention  of  starting  a 
boat  of  his  own,  what  would  he  call  that  boat  ? 
The  Chicken  replied,  with  divers  strong  asseve- 
rations, that  he  would  either  christen  it  Poll  or 
The  Chicken's  Delight.  Improving  on  this 
idea,  Mr.  Toots,  after  deep  study  and  the  exer- 
cise of  much  invention,  resolved  to  call  his  boat 
The  Toots's  Joy,  as  a  delicate  compliment  to 
Florence,  of  which  no  man  knowing  the  parties, 
could  possibly  miss  the  appreciation. 

Stretched  on  a  crimson  cushion  in  his  gallant 
bark,  with  his  shoes  in  the  air,  Mr.  Toots,  in  the 
exercise  of  his  project,  had  come  up  the  river 
day  after  day,and  week  after  week,  and  had  flitted 
to  and  fro,  near  Sir  Barnet's  garden,  and  had 
caused  his  crew  to  cut  across  and  across  the 
river  at  sharp  angles,  for  his  better  exhibition  to 
any  lookers-out  from  Sir  Barnet's  windows,  and 
had  had  such  evolutions  performed  by  the 
Toots's  Joy  as  had  filled  all  the  neighbouring 
part  of  the  water-side  with  astonishment.  But, 
whenever  he  saw  any  one  in  Sir  Barnet's  garden 
on  the  brink  of  the  river,  Mr.  Toots  always 
feigned  to  be  passing  there  by  a  combination  of 
coincidences  of  the  most  singular  and  unlikely 
description. 

"  How  are  you,  Toots  ? "  Sir  Barnet  would 
say,  waving  his  hand  from  the  lawn,  while  the 
arttul  Chicken  steered  close  in  shore. 

"  How  de  do.  Sir  Barnet  ?  "  Mr.  Toots  would 
answer.  "What  a  surprising  thing  that  I  should 
see  you  here  !  " 

^Ir.  Toots,  in  his  sagacity,  always  said  this, 
as  if,  instead  of  that  being  Sir  Barnet's  house,  it 
were  some  deserted  edifice  on  the  banks  of  the 
Nile  or  Ganges. 

"  I  never  was  so  surprised  !  "  Mr.  Toots  would 
exclaim. — "  Is  Miss  Dombey  there?" 

^\  hereupon  Florence  would  appear,  perhaps. 

"  Oh,  Diogenes  is  quite  well.  Miss  Dombey," 
Mr.  Toots  would  cry.  "  I  called  to  ask  this 
morning." 

'•  Thank  you  very  much  !  "  the  pleasant  voice 
of  Florence  would  reply. 

"Won't  you  come  ashore,  Toots?"  Sir  Bar- 
net  would  say  then.  "  Come  !  you're  in  no 
hurry.     Come  and  see  us." 

"  Oh,  it's  of  no  consequence,  thank  you ! " 
Mr.  Toots  would  blushingly  rejoin.  "  1  thought 
Miss  Dombey  might  like  to  know,  that's  all. 


Good-bye ! "  And  poor  Mr.  Toots,  who  was 
dying  to  accept  the  invitation,  but  hadn't  the 
courage  to  do  it,  signed  to  the  Chicken  with  an 
aching  heart,  and  away  went  the  Joy,  cleaving 
the  water  like  an  arrow. 

The  Joy  was  lying  in  a  state  of  extraordinary 
splendour,  at  the  garden  steps,  on  the  morning 
of  Florence's  departure.  When  she  went  down- 
stairs to  take  leave,  after  her  talk  with  Susan, 
she  found  Mr.  Toots  awaiting  her  in  the  draw- 
ing-room. 

"  Oh,  how  de  do.  Miss  Dombey  ?  "  said  the 
stricken  Toots,  always  dreadfully  disconcerted 
when  the  desire  of  his  heart  was  gained,  and  he 
was  speaking  to  her.  "Thank  you,  I'm  very 
well  indeed,  I  hope  you're  the  same,  so  was 
Diogenes  yesterday." 

"  You  are  very  kind,"  said  Florence. 

"  Thank  you,  it's  of  no  consequence,"  retorted 
Mr.  Toots.  "  I  thought  perhaps  you  wouldn't 
mind,  in  this  fine  weather,  coming  home  by 
water.  Miss  Dombey.  There's  plenty  of  room 
in  the  boat  for  your  maid." 

"  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,"  said 
Florence,  hesitating.  "  I  really  am — but  I 
would  rather  not." 

"  Oh,  it's  of  no  consequence/'  retorted  Mr. 
Toots.     "  Good  morning  !  " 

"Won't  you  wait  and  see  Lady  Skettles  ? " 
asked  Florence  kindly. 

"  Oh  no,  thank  you,"  returned  Mr.  Toots, 
"it's  of  no  consequence  at  all." 

So  shy  was  Mr.  Toots  on  such  occasions,  and 
so  flurried  !  But  Lady  Skettles  entering  at  the 
moment,  Mr.  Toots  was  suddenly  seized  with  a 
passion  for  asking  her  how  she  did,  and  hoping 
she  was  very  well ;  nor  could  Mr.  Toots  by 
any  possibility  leave  off  shaking  hands  with  her 
until  Sir  Barnet  appeared  :  to  whom  he  imme- 
diately clung  with  the  tenacity  of  desperation. 

"  We  are  losing  to-day.  Toots,"  said  Sir  Bar- 
net,  turning  towards  Florence,  "  the  light  of  our 
house,  I  assure  you." 

"  Oh,  it's  of  no  conseq I  mean  yes,  to 

be  sure,"  faltered  the  embarrassed  Toots. 
"  Good  morning  ! " 

Notwithstanding  the  emphatic  natuse  of  this 
farewell,  Mr.  Toots,  instead  of  going  away,  stood 
leering  about  him  vacantly.  Florence,  to  relieve 
him,  bade  adieu,  with  many  thanks,  to  Lady 
Skettles,  and  gave  her  arm  to  Sir  Barnet. 

"  May  I  beg  of  you,  my  dear  Miss  Dombey," 
said  her  host  as  he  conducted  her  to  the  car- 
riage, "to  present  my  best  compliments  to  your 
dear  papa  ?  " 

It  was  distressing  to  Florence  to  receive  the 
commission,  for  she  felt  as  if  she  were  imposing 
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on  Sir  Barnet,  by  allowing  him  to  believe  that 
a  kindness  rendered  to  her  was  rendered  to  her 
father.  As  she  could  not  explain,  however,  she 
bowed  her  head  and  thanketl  him ;  and  again 
she  thought  that  the  dull  home,  free  from  such 
embarrassments,  and  such  reminders  of  her 
borrow,  was  her  natural  and  best  retreat. 

Such  of  her  late  friends  and  companions  as 
were  yet  remaining  at  the  villa  came  running 
from  within,  and  from  the  garden,  to  say  good- 
bye. They  were  all  attached  to  her,  and  very 
earnest  in  taking  leave  of  her.  Even  the  house- 
hold were  sorry  for  her  going,  and  the  servants 
came  nodding  and  curtsying  round  the  carriage 
door.  As  Florence  looked  round  on  the  kuid 
faces,  and  saw  among  them  those  of  Sir  Barnet 
and  his  lady,  and  of  Mr.  Toots,  who  was  chuck- 
ling and  staring  at  her  from  a  distance,  she  was 
reminded  of  the  night  when  Paul  and  she  had 
come  from  Doctor  Blimber's  :  and,  when  the 
carriage  drove  away,  her  face  was  wet  with 
tears. 

Sorrowful  tears,  but  tears  of  consolation  too  ; 
for  all  the  softer  memories  connected  with  the 
dull  old  house  to  which  she  was  returning  made 
it  dear  to  her  as  they  rose  up.  How  long  it 
seemed  since  she  had  wandered  through  the 
silent  rooms  :  since  she  had  last  crept,  softly 
and  afraid,  mto  those  her  father  occupied  :  since 
she  had  felt  the  solemn  but  yet  soothing  influ- 
ence of  the  beloved  dead  in  every  action  of  her 
daily  life  !  This  new  farewell  reminded  her, 
besides,  of  her  parting  with  poor  Walter  :  of  his 
looks  and  words  that  night :  and  of  the  gracious 
blending  she  had  noticed  in  him  of  tenderness 
for  those  he  left  behind,  with  courage  and  high 
spirit.  His  little  history  was  associated  with 
the  old  house,  too,  and  gave  it  a  new  claim  and 
hold  upon  her  heart. 

Even  Susan  Nipper  softened  towards  the 
home  of  so  many  years  as  they  were  on  their 
way  towards  it.  Gloomy  as  it  was,  and  rigid 
justice  as  she  rendered  to  its  gloom,  she  forgave 
it  a  great  deal.  "I  shall  be  glad  to  see  it 
again,  I  don't  deny,  miss,"  said  the  Nipper. 
"There  ain't  much  in  it  to  boast  of,  but  I  wouldn't 
have  it  burnt  or  jjuUed  down  neither  !  " 

"  You'll  be  glad  to  go  through  the  old  rooms, 
won't  you,  Susan  ?"  said  Florence,  smiling. 

"  Well,  miss,"  returned  the  Nipper,  softening 
more  and  more  towards  the  house  as  they  ap- 
proached it  nearer,  "  I  won't  deny  but  what  I 
shall,  though  1  shall  hate  'em  again  to-morrow, 
very  likely." 

Florence  felt  that,  for  her,  there  was  greater 
peace  within  it  than  elsewhere.  It  was  better 
and    easier  to  keep  her  secret  shut  up   there, 


among  the  tall  dark  walls,  than  to  carry  it  abroad 
into  the  light,  and  try  to  hide  it  from  a  crowd  of 
happy  eyes.  It  was  better  to  pursue  the  study 
of  her  loving  heart  alone,  and  find  no  new  dis- 
couragements in  loving  hearts  about  her.  It 
was  easier  to  hope,  and  pray  and  love  on,  all 
uncared  for,  yet  with  constancy  and  patience,  in 
the  tranquil  sanctuary  of  such  remembrances  : 
although  it  mouldered,  rusted,  and  decayed 
about  her :  than  in  a  new  scene,  let  its  gaiety 
be  what  il  would.  She  welcomed  back  her  old 
enchanted  dream  of  life,  and  longed  for  the  old 
dark  door  to  close  upon  her  once  again. 

Full  of  such  thoughts,  they  turned  into  the 
long  and  sombre  street.  Florence  was  not  on 
that  side  of  the  carriage  which  was  nearest  to 
jier  home,  and,  as  the  distance  lessened  between 
them  and  it,  she  looked  out  of  her  window  for 
the  children  over  the  way. 

She  was  thus  engaged,  when  an  exclamation 
from  Susan  caused  her  to  turn  quickly  round. 

"  Why  gracious  me  !  "  cried  Susan,  breathless, 
'•  where's  our  house?" 

"  Our  house  !  "  said  Florence. 

Susan,  drawing  in  her  head  from  the  window, 
thrust  it  out  again,  drew  it  in  again  as  the 
carriage  stopped,  and  stared  at  her  mistress  in 
amazement. 

There  was  a  labyrinth  of  scaffolding  raised  all 
round  the  house,  from  the  basement  to  the  roof. 
Loads  of  bricks  and  stones,  and  heaps  of  mortar, 
and  piles  of  wood,  blocked  up  half  the  width 
and  length  of  the  broad  street  at  the  side. 
Ladders  were  raised  against  the  walls  ;  labourers 
were  climbing  up  and  down  ;  men  were  at  work 
upon  the  steps  of  the  scaftblding  ;  painters  and 
decorators  were  busy  inside  ;  great  rolls  of  orna- 
mental paper  were  being  delivered  from  a  cart 
at  the  door;  an  upholsterer's  waggon  also  stopped 
the  way ;  no  furniture  was  to  be  seen  through 
the  gaping  and  broken  windows  in  any  of  the 
rooms ;  nothing  but  workmen,  and  the  imple- 
ments of  their  several  trades,  swarming  from  the 
kitchens  to  the  garrets.  Inside  and  outside 
alike  :  bricklayers,  painters,  carpenters,  masons  : 
hammer,  hod,  brush,  pickaxe,  saw,  and  trowel : 
all  at  work  together,  in  full  chorus. 

Florence  descended  from  the  coach,  half 
doubting  if  it  were,  or  could  be,  tlie  right  house, 
until  she  recognised  Towlinson,  with  a  sunburnt 
face,  standing  at  the  door  to  receive  her. 

"There  is  nothing  the  matter?"  inquired 
Florence. 

"  Oh  no,  miss ! " 

"  There  are  great  alterations  going  on." 

"  Yes,  miss,  great  alterations,"  said  Towlinson. 

Florence  passed  him  as  if  she  were  in  a  dream, 
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and  liurried  up-stairs.  The  garish  light  was  in 
the  long-darkened  drawing-room,  and  there  were 
steps  and  platforms,  and  men  in  paper  caps,  in 
the  high  places.  Her  mother's  picture  was  gone 
with  the  rest  of  the  movables,  and  on  the  niark 
where  it  had  been  was  scrawled  in  chalk,  "  This 
room  in  panel.  Green  and  gold."  The  stair- 
case was  a  labyrinth  of  posts  and  planks  like  the 
outside  of  the  house,  and  a  whole  Olympus  of 
plumbers  and  glaziers  was  reclining  in  various 
attitudes  on  the  sky-light.  Her  own  room  was 
not  yet  touched  within,  but  there  were  beams 
and  boards  raised  against  it  without,  balking  the 
daylight.  She  went  up  swiftly  to  that  other 
bedroom,  where  the  little  bed  was ;  and  a  dark 
giant  of  a  man,  with  a  pipe  in  his  mouth,  and 
his  head  tied  up  in  a  pocket-handkerchief,  was 
staring  in  at  the  window 

It  was  here  that  Susan  Nipper,  who  had  been 
in  quest  of  Florence,  found  her,  and  said,  would 
she  go  down-stairs  to  her  papa,  who  wished  to 
speak  to  her  ? 

"At  home!  and  wishing  to  speak  to  me!" 
cried  Florence,  trembling. 

Susan,  who  was  infinitely  more  distraught  than 
Florence  herself,  repeated  her  errand  ;  and  Flo- 
rence, pale  and  agitated,  hurried  down  again 
without  a  moment's  hesitation.  She  thought 
upon  the  way  down,  would  she  dare  to  kiss  him? 
The  longing  of  her  heart  resolved  her,  and  she 
thought  she  would. 

Her  father  might  have  heard  that  heart  beat 
when  it  came  into  his  presence.  One  instant, 
and  it  would  have  beat  against  his  breast 

But  he  was  not  alone.  There  were  two  ladies 
there  ;  and  Florence  stopped.  Striving  so  hard 
with  her  emotion,  that  if  her  brute  friend  Di 
had  not  burst  in  and  over\vhelmed  her  with  his 
caresses  as  a  welcome  home— at  which  one  of 
the  ladies  gave  a  little  scream,  and  that  diverted 
her  attention  from  herself — she  would  have 
swooned  upon  the  floor. 

"  Florence,"  said  her  father,  putting  out  his 
hand  :  so  stiffly  that  it  held  her  off:  "  how  do 
you  do?" 

Florence  took  the  hand  between  her  own,  and 
putting  it  timidly  to  her  lips,  yielded  to  its  with- 
drawal. It  touched  the  door,  in  shutting  it, 
with  quite  as  much  endearment  as  it  had  touched 
her. 

"What  dog  is  that?"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  dis- 
pleased. 

"  It  is  a  dog,  papa,  from  Brighton." 

"Well!"  said  Mr.  Dombey;  and  a  cloud 
passed  oyer  his  face,  for  he  understood  her. 

"  He  is  very  good-tempered,"  said  Florence, 
addressing  herself  with  her  natural  grace  and 


sweetness  to  the  two  lady  strangers.      "  He  is 
only  glad  to  see  me.     Pray  forgive  him." 

She  saw  in  the  glance  they  interchanged  that 
the  lady  who  had  screamed,  and  who  was  seated, 
was  old ;  and  that  the  other  lady,  who  stood 
near  her  papa,  was  very  beautiful,  and  of  an 
elegant  figure. 

"  Mrs.  Skewton,"  said  her  father,  turning  to 
the  first,  and  holding  out  his  hand,  "  this  is  my 
daughter  Florence." 

"  Charming,  I  am  sure,"  observed  the  lady, 
putting  up  her  glass.  "  So  natural  !  My  dar- 
ling Florence,  you  must  kiss  me,  if  you  please." 

Plorence,  having  done  so,  turned  towards  the 
other  lady,  by  whom  her  father  stood  waiting. 

"  Edith,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  this  is  my 
daughter  Florence.  Florence,  this  lady  will 
soon  be  your  mamma." 

Florence  started,  and  looked  up  at  the  beau- 
tiful face  in  a  conflict  of  emotions,  among  which 
the  tears  that  name  awakened  struggled  for  a 
moment  with  surprise,  interest,  admiration,  and 
an  indefinable  sort  of  fear.  Then  she  cried  out, 
"  Oh,  papa,  may  you  be  happy !  may  you  be 
very,  very  happy  all  your  life ! "  and  then  fell 
weeping  on  the  lady's  bosom. 

There  was  a  short  silence.  The  beautiful 
lady,  who  at  first  had  seemed  to  hesitate  whether 
or  no  she  should  advance  to  Florence,  held  her 
to  her  breast,  and  pressed  the  hand  with  which 
she  clasped  her,  close  about  her  waist,  as  if  to 
reassure  her  and  comfort  her.  Not  one  word 
passed  the  lady's  lips.  She  bent  her  head  down 
over  Florence,  and  she  kissed  her  on  the  cheek, 
but  she  said  no  word. 

"  Shall  we  go  on  through  the  rooms,"  said 
Mr.  Dombey,  "  and  see  how  our  workmen  are 
doing  ?     Pray  allow  me,  my  dear  madam." 

He  said  this  in  offering  his  arm  to  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton,  who  had  been  looking  at  Florence  through 
her  glass,  as  though  picturing  to  herself  what  she 
might  be  made,  by  the  infusion — from  her  own 
copious  storehouse,  no  doubt — of  a  little  more 
Heart  and  Nature.  Florence  was  still  sobbing 
on  the  lady's  breast,  and  holding  to  her,  when 
Mr.  Dombey  was  heard  to  say  from  the  con- 
servatory : 

"  Let  us  ask  Edith.     Dear  me,  where  is  .she  ?  " 

"Edith,  my  dear!"  cried  Mrs.  Skewton, 
"  where  are  you  ?  Looking  for  Mr.  Dombey 
somewhere,  I  know.     We  are  here,  my  love." 

The  beautiful  lady  released  her  hold  of  Flo- 
rence, and  pressing  her  lips  once  more  upon 
her  face,  withdrew  hurriedly,  and  joined  them. 
Florence  remained  standing  in  the  same  place  : 
happy,  sorry,  joyful,  and  in  tears,  she  knew  not 
how  or  how  long,  but  all  at  once  :  when  her  new 
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mamma  came  back,  and  took  her  in  her  arms 
again. 

"  Florence,"  said  the  lady  hurriedly,  and 
looking  into  her  face  with  great  earnestness, 
"  you  will  not  begin  by  hating  me  ?" 

"  By  hating  you,  mamma  !  "  cried  Florence, 
winding  her  arm  round  her  neck,  and  returning 
the  look. 

'•  Hush  !  Begin  by  thinking  well  of  me,"  said 
the  beautiful  lady.  "  Begin  by  believing  that  I 
will  try  to  make  you  happy,  and  that  I  am  pre- 
pared to  love  you,  Florence.  Good-bye.  We 
shall  meet  again  soon.  Good-bye  !  Don't  stay 
here  now." 

Again  she  pressed  her  to  her  breast — she  had 
spoken  in  a  rapid  manner,  but  firmly — and  Flo- 
rence saw  her  rejoin  them  in  the  other  room. 

And  now  Florence  began  to  hope  that  she 
would  learn  from  her  new  and  beautiful  mamma 
how  to  gain  her  father's  love  ;  and  in  her  sleep 
that  night,  in  her  lost  old  home,  her  own  mamma 
smiled  radiantly  upon  the  hope,  and  blessed  it. 
Dreaming  Florence  ! 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

THE  OPENING   OF  THE   EYES   OF   MRS.    CHICK. 

-^c»!-t-  /^  jgg  TOX,  all  unconscious  of  any  such 
rare  appearances,  in  connection  with 
Mr.  Dombey's  house,  as  scaffoldings 
and  ladder.?,  and  men  with  their 
heads  tied  up  in  pocket-handker- 
. -j/yj  chiefs,  glaring  in  at  the  windows  like 

-p^^pjf  flying  genii  or  strange  birds,  having 
KW^i.,  breakfasted  one  morning,  at  about  this 
eventful  period  of  time,  on  her  customary  viands  ; 
to  wit,  one  French  roll  rasped,  one  egg  new  laid 
(or  warranted  to  be),  and  one  little  pot  of  tea, 
wherein  was  infused  one  little  silver  scoop-full  of 
that  herb  on  behalf  of  Miss  Tox,  and  one  little 
silver  scoop-full  on  behalf  of  the  teapot — a 
flight  of  fancy  in  which  good  housekeepers  de- 
light ;  went  up-stairs  to  set  forth  the  Bird  Waltz 
on  the  harpsichord,  to  water  and  arrange  the 
plants,  to  dust  the  knick-knacks,  and,  according 
to  her  daily  custom,  to  make  her  little  drawing- 
room  the  garland  of  Princess's  Place. 

Miss  Tox  endued  herself  with  the  pair  of 
ancient  gloves,  hke  dead  leaves,  in  which  she 
was  accustomed  to  perform  these  avocations — 
hidden  from  human  sight  at  other  times  in  a 
table  drawer — and  went  methodically  to  work  ; 
beginning  with  the  Bird  Waltz  ;  passing,  by  a 
natural  association  of  ideas,  to  her  bird — a  very 
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high-shouldered  canary,  stricken  in  years,  and 
much  rumpled,  but  a  piercing  singer,  as  Prin- 
cess's Place  well  knew  ;  taking,  next  in  order, 
the  little  china  ornaments,  paper  fly-cages,  and 
so  forth ;  and  coming  round,  in  good  time,  to 
the  plants,  which  generally  required  to  be  snipped 
here  and  there  with  a  pair  of  scissors,  for  some 
botanical  reason  that  was  very  powerful  with 
Miss  Tox. 

Miss  Tox  was  slow  in  coming  to  the  plants 
this  morning.  The  weather  was  warm,  the 
wind  southerly ;  and  there  was  a  sigh  of  the 
summer-time  in  Princess's  Place,  that  turned 
Miss  Tox's  thoughts  upon  the  country.  The 
potboy  attached  to  the  Princess's  Arms  had 
come  out  with  a  can,  and  trickled  water,  in  a 
flowing  pattern,  all  over  Princess's  Place,  and 
it  gave  the  weedy  ground  a  fresh  scent — quite  a 
growing  scent,  Miss  Tox  said.  There  was  a 
tiny  blink  of  sun  peeping  in  from  the  great 
street  round  the  corner,  and  the  smoky  sparrows 
hopped  over  it,  and  back  again,  brightening  as 
they  passed  ;  or  bathed  in  it  like  a  stream,  and 
became  glorified  sparrows,  unconnected  with 
chimneys.  Legends  in  praise  of  Ginger  Beer, 
with  pictorial  representations  of  thirsty  cus- 
tomers submerged  in  the  effervescence,  or 
stunned  by  the  flying  corks,  were  conspicuous 
in  the  window  of  the  Princess's  Arms.  They 
were  making  late  hay  somewhere  out  of  town  ; 
and  though  the  fragrance  had  a  long  way  to 
come,  and  many  counter-fragrances  to  contend 
with  among  the  dwellings  of  the  poor  (may  God 
reward  the  worthy  gentlemen  who  stickle  for 
the  plague  as  part  and  parcel  of  the  wisdom  of 
our  ancestors,  and  who  do  their  little  best 
to  keep  those  dwellings  miserable  !),  yet  it  was 
wafted  faintly  into  Princess's  Place,  whispering 
of  Nature  and  her  wholesome  air,  as  such  things 
will,  even  unto  prisoners  and  captives,  and  those 
who  are  desolate  and  oppressed. 

Miss  Tox  sat  down  upon  the  window-seat, 
and  thought  of  her  good  papa  deceased — Mr. 
Tox,  of  the  Customs  Department  of  the  public 
service ;  and  of  her  childhood,  passed  at  a  sea- 
port, among  a  considerable  quantity  of  cold  tar, 
and  some  rusticity.  She  lell  into  a  softened 
remembrance  of  meadows  in  old  time,  gleaming 
with  buttercups,  like  so  many  inverted  firma- 
ments of  golden  stars  ;  and  how  she  had  made 
chains  of  dandelion  stalks  for  youthful  vowers 
of  eternal  constancy,  dressed  chiefly  in  nankeen; 
and  how  soon  those  fetters  had  withered  and 
broken. 

Sitting  on  the  window-seat,  and  looking  out 
upon  the  sparrows  and  the  blink  of  sun.  Miss 
Tox  thought  likewise  of  her  good  mamma  de- 
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ceased— sister  to  the  oirner  of  the  powdered 
head  and  pigtail — of  her  virtues,  and  her  rheu- 
matism. And  when  a  man  with  bulgy  legs,  and 
a  rough  voice,  and  a  heavy  basket  on  his  head 
that  crushed  his  hat  into  a  mere  black  muffin, 
came  crying  flowers  down  Princess's  Place, 
making  his  timid  little  roots  of  daisies  shudder 
in  the  vibration  of  every  yell  he  gave,  as  though 
he  had  been  an  ogre  hawking  little  children, 
summer  recollections  were  so  strong  upon  Miss 
Tox  that  she  shook  her  head,  and  murmured, 
she  would  be  comparati\-ely  old  before  she 
knew  it — which  seemed  likely. 

In  her  pensive  mood,  I\Iiss  Tox's  thoughts 
went  wandering  on  Mr.  Dombey's  track ;  pro- 
bably because  the  major  had  returned  home  to 
his  lodgings  opposite,  and  had  just  bowed  to 
her  from  his  window.  What  other  reason  could 
Miss  Tox  have  for  connecting  Mr.  Dombey 
with  her  summer  days  and  dandelion  fetters  ? 
\Vas  he  more  cheerful?  thought  Miss  Tox. 
Was  he  reconciled  to  the  decrees  of  fate? 
Would  he  ever  marry  again  ;  and  if  yes,  whom  ? 
What  sort  of  person  now  ? 

A  flush — it  was  warm  weaUier — overspread 
Miss  Tox's  face  as,  while  entertaining  these 
meditations,  she  turned  her  head,  and  was  sur- 
prised by  the  reflection  of  her  thoughtful  image 
in  the  chimney-glass.  Anothei  flush  succeeded 
when  she  saw  a  little  carriage  drive  into  Prin- 
cess's Place,  and  make  straight  for  her  own 
door.  Miss  Tox  arose,  took  up  her  scissors 
hastily,  and  so  coming,  at  last,  to  the  plants, 
was  very  busy  with  them  when  ]\Irs.  Chick 
entered  the  room. 

"  How  is  my  sweetest  friend  ? "  exclaimed 
Miss  Tox  with  open  arms. 

A  little  stateliness  was  mingled  with  Miss  To.n.'s 
sweetest  friend's  demeanour,  but  she  kissed  Miss 
Tox,  and  said,  "  Lucretia,  thank  you,  I  am  pretty 
well.     I  hope  you  are  the  same.     Hem  ! " 

Mrs.  Chick  was  labouring  under  a  peculiar 
little  monosyllabic  cough,  a  sort  of  primer,  or 
easy  introduction  to  the  art  of  coughing. 

"  You  call  very  early,  and  how  kind  that  is, 
my  dear!"  pursued  Miss  Tox.  "Now  have 
you  breakfasted  ?  " 

"  Thank  you,  Lucretia,"  said  Mis.  Chick,  "  I 
hnve.  I  took  an  early  breakfast  "^die  good 
lady  seemed  curious  on  the  subject  of  Princess's 
Place,  and  looked  all  round  it  as  she  spoke — 
"  with  my  brother,  who  has  come  home." 

'•'He  is  better,  I  trust,  my  love?"  faltered 
Miss  Tox. 

"  Ht;  is  gready  better,  thank  you.     Hem  ! " 

'•  My  dear  Louisa  must  be  careful  of  that 
cough,"  remarked  Miss  Tox. 


"  It's  nothing,"  returned  Mrs.  Chick.  "  It'fe 
merely  change  of  weather.  We  must  expect 
change." 

•'  Of  weather?"  asked  Miss  Tox  in  her  sim- 
plicity. 

"  Of  everything,"  returned  Mrs.  Chick.  "Of 
course  we  must.  It's  a  world  of  change.  Any 
one  would  surprise  me  very  much,  Lucretia,  and 
■would  greatly  alter  my  opinion  of  their  under- 
standing, if  they  attempted  to  contradict  or 
evade  what  is  so  perfectly  evident.  Change  !  " 
exclaimed  Mrs.  Chick  with  severe  philosophy. 
"  Why,  my  gracious  me,  what  is  there  that  does 
;/('/  change  ?  Even  the  silkworm,  who  I  am 
sure  might  be  supposed  not  to  trouble  itself 
about  such  subjects,  changes  into  all  sorts  of 
unexpected  things  continually." 

"  My  Louisa,"  said  the  mild  Miss  Tox,  "  is 
ever  happy  in  her  illustrations. " 

"  You  are  so  kind,  Lucretia,"  returned  Mrs. 
Chick,  a  little  softened,  "  as  to  say  so,  and  to 
think  so,  I  believe.  I  hope  neither  of  us  may 
ever  have  any  cause  to  lessen  our  opinion  of  the 
other,  Lucretia." 

"  I  am  sure  of  it,"  returned  Miss  Tox. 

Mrs.  Chick  coughed  as  before,  and  drew  lines 
on  the  carpet  with  the  ivory  end  of  her  parasol. 
Miss  Tox,  who  had  experience  of  her  fair  friend, 
and  knew  that  under  the  pressure  of  any  slight 
fatigue  or  vexation  she  was  prone  to  a  discursive 
kind  of  irritability,  availed  herself  of  the  pause 
to  change  the  subject. 

"  Pardon  me,  my  dear  Louisa,"  said  Miss 
Tox,  "  but  have  I  caught  sight  of  the  manly 
form  of  Mr.  Chick  in  the  carriage  ?  " 

"  He  is  there,"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  "  but  pray 
leave  him  there.  He  has  his  newspaper,  and 
would  be  quite  contented  for  the  next  two  hours. 
Go  on  with  your  flowers,  Lucretia,  and  allow 
me  to  sit  here  and  rest." 

"  My  Louisa  knows,"  observed  Miss  Tox, 
"  that,  between  friends  like  ourselves,  any  ap- 
proach to  ceremony  would  be  out  of  the  ques- 
tion.     Therefore "      Therefore   Miss   Tox 

finished  the  sentence,  not  in  words,  but  action  ; 
and  putting  on  her  gloves  again,  which  she  had 
taken  off,  and  arming  herself  once  more  with 
her  scissors,  began  to  snip  and  clip  among  the 
leaves  with  microscopic  industry. 

"Florence  has  returned  home  also,"  said 
Mrs.  Chick,  after  sitdng  silent  for  some  time, 
with  her  head  on  one  side,  and  her  parasol 
sketching  on  the  floor  ;  "  and  really  Florence  is 
a  great  deal-  too  old  now  to  continue  to  lead 
that  solitary  life  to  which  she  has  been  accus- 
tomed. Of  course  she  is.  There  can  be  no 
doubt    about    it.      I   should   have   very   little 
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respect,  indeed,  for  anybody  who  could  advo- 
cate a  different  opinion.  Whatever  my  wishes 
might  be,  I  con/d  tiof  respect  them.  We  cannot 
•command  our  feeHngs  to  such  an  extent  as 
that." 

Miss  Tox  assented,  without  being  particular 
as  to  the  inteUigibility  of  the  proposition. 

"  If  she's  a  strange  girl,"  said  Mrs.  Chick, 
"  and  if  my  brother  Paul  cannot  feel  perfectly 
comfortable  in  her  society,  after  all  the  sad 
things  that  have  happened,  and  all  the  terrible 
disappointments  that  have  been  undergone, 
then,  what  is  the  reply  ?  That  he  must  make 
an  effort.  That  he  is  bound  to  make  an  effort. 
We  ha\e  always  been  a  family  remarkable  for 
effort.  Paul  is  at  the  head  of  the  family ;  al- 
most the  only  representative  of  it  left — for  what 
am  I  ? — /  am  of  no  consequence " 

"  My  dearest  love  !  "  remonstrated  Miss  Tox. 

Mrs.  Chick  dried  her  eyes,  which  were,  for 
the  moment,  overflowing  ;  and  proceeded  : 

"  — And  consequently  he  is  more  than  ever 
bound  to  make  an  effort.  And  though  his 
having  done  so  comes  upon  me  with  a  sort  of 
shock — for  mine  is  a  very  weak  and  foolish 
nature ;  which  is  anything  but  a  blessing,  I  am 
sure  ;  I  often  wish  my  heart  was  a  marble  slab, 
or  a  paving-stone " 

"  My  sweet  Louisa  !"  remonstrated  Miss  Tox 
again. 

.  "  — Still,  it  is  a  triumph  to  me  to  know  that 
he  is  so  true  to  himself,  and  to  his  name  of 
Dombey ;  although,  of  course,  I  always  knew 
he  would  be.  I  only  hope,"  said  Mrs.  Chick 
after  a  pause,  "  that  she  may  be  worthy  of  the 
name  too." 

Miss  Tox  filled  a  little  green  watering-pot 
from  a  jug,  and  happening  to  look  up  when  she 
had  done  so,  was  so  surprised  by  the  amount  of 
expression  Mrs.  Chick  had  conveyed  into  her 
face,  and  was  bestowing  upon  her,  that  she  put 
the  little  watering-pot  on  the  table  for  the  pre- 
sent, and  sat  down  near  it. 

"  My  dear  Louisa,"  said  Miss  Tox,  "  will  it 
be  the  least  satisfaction  to  you  if  I  venture  to 
observe,  in  reference  to  that  remark,  that  I,  as 
a  liumble  indi\  idual,  think  your  sweet  niece  in 
every  way  most  promising  ?  " 

"What  do  you  mean,  Lucretia?"  returned 
Mrs.  Chick  with  increased  stateliness  of  manner. 
"  To  what  remark  of  mine,  my  dear,  do  you 
refer?"      - 

"  Her  being  worthy  of  her  name,  my  love," 
replied  Miss  Tox. 

'•If,"  said  Mrs.  Chick  with  solemn  patience, 
"  I  have  not  expressed  myself  with  clearness, 
Lucretia,  the  fault,  of  course,  is  mine.     There 


is,  perhaps,  no  reason  why  I  should  express  my- 
self at  all,  except  the  intimacy  that  has  subsisted 
between  us,  and  which  I  very  much  hope, 
Lucretia — confidently  hope — nothing  will  occur 
to  disturb.  Because,  why  should  I  do  any- 
thing else?  There  is  no  reason;  it  would  be 
absurd.  But  I  wish  to  express  myself  clearly, 
Lucretia  ;  and  therefore,  to  go  back  to  that  re- 
mark, I  must  beg  to  say  that  it  was  not  intended 
to  relate  to  Florence  in  any  way." 

"  Indeed  !  "  returned  Miss  Tox. 

"  No,"  said  Mrs.  Chick  shortlj'  and  deci- 
sively. 

'•  Pardon  me,  my  dear."  rejoined  her  meek 
friend ;  "  but  I  cannot  have  understood  it.  I 
fear  I  am  dull." 

Mrs.  Chick  looked  round  the  room  and  over 
the  way;  at  the  plants,  at  the  bird,  at  the 
watering-pot,  at  almost  everything  within  view, 
except  Miss  Tox ;  and  finally,  dropping  her 
glance  upon  Miss  Tox,  for  a  moment,  on  its 
way  to  the  ground,  said,  looking  meanwhile  ^^■ith 
elevated  eyebrows  at  the  carpet : 

"  When  I  speak,  Lucretia,  of  her  being  worthy 
of  the  name,  I  speak  of  my  brother  Paul's 
second  wife.  I  believe  I  have  already  said,  in 
effect,  if  not  in  the  very  words  I  now  use,  that 
it  is  his  intention  to  marry  a  second  wife." 

Miss  Tox  left  her  seat  in  a  hurry,  and  re- 
turned to  her  plants ;  clipping  among  the  stems 
and  leaves  with  as  little  favour  as  a  barber  work- 
ing at  so  many  pauper  heads  of  hair. 

"  Whether  she  will  be  fully  sensible  of  the  dis- 
tinction conferred  upon  her,"  said  Mrs.  Chick  in 
a  lofty  tone,  "  is  quite  another  question.  I 
hope  she  may  be.  AVe  are  bound  to  think  well 
of  one  another  in  this  world,  and  I  hope  she 
may  be.  I  have  not  been  advised  with,  myself. 
If  I  had  been  advised  with,  I  have  no  doubt  my 
advice  would  have  been  cavalierly  received,  and 
therefore  it  is  infinitely  better  as  it  is.  I  much 
prefer  it  as  it  is." 

Miss  Tox,  with  head  bent  down,  still  clipped 
among  the  plants.  Mrs.  Chick,  with  energetic 
shakings  of  her  own  head  from  time  to  time, 
continued  to  hold  forth,  as  if  in  defiance  of 
somebod)'. 

"  If  my  brother  Paul  had  consuUed  witli  mo, 
which  he  sometimes  does— or  rather,  sometimes 
used  to  do ;  for  he  will  naturally  do  that  no 
more  now,  and  this  is  a  circumstance  which  I 
regard  as  a  relief  from  responsibility,"  said  Mrs. 
Chick  hysterically,  "  for  I  thank  Heaven  I  am 
not  jealous  :"  here  Mrs.  Chick  again  shed  tears: 
"if  my  brother  Paul  had  come  to  me,  and  had  said, 
'  Louisa,  what  kind  of  qualities  would  you  ad- 
vise me  to  look  out  for  in  a  wife  ? '  I  should  ccr- 
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tainly  have  answered,  '  Paul,  you  must  have 
family,  you  must  have  beauty,  you  must  have 
dignity,  you  must  have  connection.'  Those  are 
the  words  I  should  have  used.  You  might 
have  led  me  to  the  block  immediately  after- 
wards," said  Mrs.  Chick,  as  if  that  consequence 


were  highly  probable,  "  but  I  should  have  used 
them.  I  should  have  said,  '  Paul !  You  to 
marry  a  second  time  without  family !  You  to 
marry  without  beauty  !  You  to  marry  without 
dignity !  You  to  marry  without  connection  ! 
There  is  nobody  in  the  world,  not  mad,  who- 
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could  dream  of  daring  to  entertain  such  a  pre- 
posterous idea  ! ' " 

Miss  Tox  stopped  clipping;  and,  with  her 
head  among  the  plants,  listened  attentively. 
Perhaps  Miss  To.\  thought  tliere  was  hope  in 
this  exordium,  and  in  the  warmth  of  Mrs.  Chick. 


"  I  should  have  adopted  this  course  of  argu- 
ment," pursued  the  discreet  lady,  "because  I 
trust  I  am  not  a  fool.  I  make  no  claim  to  be 
considered  a  person  of  superior  intellect — though 
1  believe  some  people  have  been  extraordinary 
enough  to  consider  me  so;  one  so  little  humoured 
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as  I  am  would  very  soon  be  disabused  of  any 
such  notion  ;  but  I  trust  I  am  not  a  downright 
fool.  And  to  tell  me,"  said  Mrs.  Chick  with  in- 
effable disdain,  "  that  my  brother,  Paul  Dombey, 
could  ever  contemplate  the  possibility  of  uniting 
himself  to  anybody — I  don't  care  who  " — she 
was  more  sharp  and  emphatic  in  that  short  clause 
than  in  any  other  part  of  her  discourse — "  not 
possessing  these  requisites,  would  be  to  insult 
what  understanding  I  have  got,  as  much  as  if  I 
was  to  be  told  that  I  was  born  and  bred  an 
elephant.  Which  I  wwvbe  told  next,"  said  Mrs. 
Chick  with  resignation.  "  It  wouldn't  surprise 
rae  at  all.     I  expect  it.'' 

In  the  moment's  silence  that  ensued,  Miss 
Tox's  scissors  gave  a  feeble  clip  or  two  ;  but 
Miss  Tox's  face  was  still  invisible,  and  Miss 
Tox's  morning  gown  was  agitated.  Mrs.  Chick 
looked  sideways  at  her,  through  the  intervening 
plants,  and  went  on  to  say,  in  a  tone  of  bland 
/:onviction,  and  as  one  dwelling  on  a  point  of 
fact  that  hardly  required  to  be  stated  : 

"  Therefore,  of  course  my  brother  Paul  has 
done  what  was  to  be  expected  of  him,  and  what 
anybody  might  have  foreseen  he  would  do,  if  he 
entered  the  marriage  state  again.  I  confess  it 
takes  me  rather  by  surprise,  however  gratifying ; 
because,  when  Paul  went  out  of  town,  I  had  no 
idea  at  all  that  he  would  form  any  attachment 
out  of  town,  and  he  certainly  had  no  attachment 
when  he  left  here.  However,  it  seems  to  be 
■extremely  desirable  in  every  point  of  view.  I 
have  no  doubt  the  mother  is  a  most  genteel  and 
elegant  creature,  and  I  have  no  right  whatever 
to  dispute  the  policy  of  her  living  with  them  : 
which  is  Paul's  affair,  not  mine  :  and  as  to  Paul's 
choice,  herself,  I  have  only  seen  her  picture  yet, 
but  that  is  beautiful  indeed.  Her  name  is  beau- 
tiful too,"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  shaking  her  head 
with  energy,  and  arranging  herself  in  her  chair  ; 
"  Edith  is  at  once  uncommon,  as  it  strikes  me, 
and  distinguished.  Consequently,  Lucretia,  I 
have  no  doubt  you  will  be  happy  to  hear  that 
the  marriage  is  to  take  place  immediately — of 
course  you  will ; "  great  emphasis  again  :  "  and 
that  you  are  delighted  with  this  change  in  the 
condition  of  my  brother,  who  has  shown  you  a 
great  deal  of  pleasant  attention  at  various  times." 

Miss  Tox  made  no  verbal  answer,  but  took 
up  the  little  watering-pot  with  a  trembling  hand, 
and  looked  vacantly  round,  as  if  considering 
what  article  of  furniture  would  be  imjiroved  by 
the  contents.  The  room-door  opening  at  this 
crisis  of  Miss  Tox's  feelings,  she  started,  laughed 
aloud,  and  fell  into  the  arms  of  the  person  enter- 
ing ;  happily  insensible  alike  of  Mrs.  Chick's 
indignant  countenance,  and  of  the  major  at  his 


window  over  the  way,  who  had  his  double-bar- 
relled eye-glass  in  full  action,  and  whose  face 
and  figure  were  dilated  with  Mephistophilean 
joy. 

Not  so  the  expatriated  native,  amazed  sup- 
porter of  Miss  Tox's  swooning  form,  who,  com- 
ing straight  up -stairs  with  a  polite  inquiry 
touching  Miss  Tox's  health  (in  exact  pursuance 
of  the  major's  malicious  instructions),  had  acci- 
dentally arrived  in  the  very  nick  of  time  to  catch 
the  delicate  burden  in  his  arms,  and  to  receive 
the  contents  of  the  little  watering-pot  in  his 
shoe ;  both  of  which  circumstances,  coupled 
with  his  consciousness  of  being  closely  watched 
by  the  wrathful  major,  who  had  threatened  the 
usual  penalty  in  regard  of  every  bone  in  his  skin 
in  case  of  any  failure,  combined  to  render  him  a 
moving  spectacle  of  mental  and  bodily  distress. 

For  some  moments  this  afflicted  foreigner  re- 
mained clasping  Miss  Tox  to  his  heart,  with  an 
energy  of  action  in  remarkable  opposition  to  his 
disconcerted  face,  while  that  poor  lady  trickled 
slowly  down  upon  him  the  very  last  sprinklings 
of  the  little  watering-pot,  as  if  he  were  a  delicate 
exotic  (which,  mdeed,  he  was),  and  might  be 
almost  expected  to  blow  while  the  gentle  rain 
descended.  Mrs.  Chick,  at  length  recovering 
sufficient  presence  of  mind  to  interpose,  com- 
manded him  to  drop  Miss  Tox  upon  the  sofa 
and  withdraw  ;  and  the  exile  promptly  obeying, 
she  applied  herself  to  promote  Miss  Tox's  re- 
covery. 

But  none  of  that  gentle  concern  which  usually 
characterises  the  daughters  of  Eve  in  their  tend- 
ing of  each  other ;  none  of  that  freemasonry  in 
fainting,  by  which  they  are  generally  bound 
together  in  a  mysterious  bond  of  sisterhood  ; 
was  visible  in  Mrs.  Chick's  demeanour.  Rather, 
like  the  executioner  who  restores  the  victim  to 
sensation  previous  to  proceeding  with  the  tor- 
ture (or  was  wont  to  do  so  in  the  good  old  times 
for  which  all  true  men  wear  perpetual  mourning), 
did  Mrs.  Chick  administer  the  smelling-bottle, 
the  slapping  on  the  hands,  the  dashing  of  cold 
water  on  the  lace,  and  the  other  proved  remedies. 
And  when,  at  length,  Miss  Tox  opened  her  eyes, 
and  gradually  became  restored  to  animation  and 
consciousness,  Mrs.  Chick  drew  oft"  as  from  a 
criminal,  and,  reversing  the  precedent  of  the 
murdered  King  of  Denmark,  regarded  her  more 
in  anger  than  in  sorrow. 

"Lucretia!"  said  Mrs.  Chick.  "I  will  not 
attempt  to  disguise  what  I  feel.  My  ej'es  are 
opened  all  at  once.  I  wouldn't  have  believed 
this,  if  a  saint  had  told  it  to  me." 

"  I  am  foolish  to  give  way  to  faintness,"  Miss 
Tox  faltered.     "  I  shall  be  better  presently." 
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"  You  will  be  better  presently,  Lucretia  ! " 
repeated  Mrs.  Chick  with  exceeding  scorn.  "  Do 
you  suppose  I  am  blind  ?  Do  you  imagine  I 
am  in  my  second  childhood  ?  No,  Lucretia  ! 
I  am  obliged  to  you  !" 

Miss  Tox  directed  an  imploring,  helpless  kind 
of  look  towards  her  friend,  and  put  her  handker- 
chief before  her  face. 

•'  If  any  one  had  told  me  this  yesterday,"  said 
Mrs.  Chick  with  majesty,  "or  even  half  an  hour 
ago,  I  should  have  been  tempted,  I  almost  be- 
lieve, to  strike  them  to  the  earth.  Lucretia  Tox, 
my  eyes  are  opened  to  you  all  at  once.  The 
scales  " — here  Mrs.  Chick  cast  down  an  imagi- 
nary pair,  such  as  are  commonly  used  in  grocers' 
shops — "  have  fallen  from  my  sight.  The  blind- 
ness of  my  contidence  is  past,  Lucretia.  It  has 
been  abused  and  played  upon,  and  evasion  is 
quite  out  of  the  question  now,  I  assure  you." 

"  Oh  !  to  what  do  you  allude  so  cruelly,  my 
love  ?"  asked  Miss  Tox  through  her  tears. 

"  Lucretia,"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  "  ask  your  own 
heart.  I  must  entreat  you  not  to  address  me  by 
any  such  familiar  term  as  you  have  just  used, 
if  you  please.  I  have  some  self-respect  left, 
though  you  may  think  otherwise." 

"  Oh,  Louisa  !"  cried  Miss  Tox.  "  How  can 
you  speak  to  me  like  that  ?" 

"  How  can  I  speak  to  you  like  that  ?"  re- 
torted Mrs.  Chick,  who,  in  default  of  having  any 
particular  argument  to  sustain  herself  upon,  re- 
lied principally  on  such  repetitions  for  her  most 
withering  effects.  "  Like  that !  You  may  well 
say  like  that,  indeed  !" 

Miss  Tox  sobbed  pitifully. 

"  The  idea  !"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  "  of  your  hav- 
ing basked  at  my  brother's  fireside  like  a  serpent, 
and  wound  )'Ourself,  through  me,  almost  into  his 
confidence,  Lucretia,  that  you  might,  in  secret, 
entertain  designs  upon  him,  and  dare  to  aspire 
to  contemplate  the  possibility  of  his  uniting 
himself  to  you  !  Why,  it  is  an  idea,"  said  Mrs. 
Chick  with  sarcastic  dignity,  "  the  absurdity  of 
which  almost  relieves  its  treachery." 

"  Pray,  Louisa,"  urged  Miss  Tox,  "  do  not 
say  such  dreadful  things." 

"  Dreadful  things  !  "  repeated  Mrs.  Chick. 
"  Dreadful  things  !  Is  it  not  a  fact,  Lucretia, 
that  you  have  just  now  been  unable  to  command 
your  feelings  even  before  me,  whose  eyes  you 
had  so  completely  closed  ?" 

"  I  have  made  no  complaint,"  sobbed  Miss 
Tox.  "  I  have  said  nothing.  If  I  have  been  a 
little  ''overpowered  by  your  news,  Louisa,  and 
have  ever  had  any  lingering  thought  that  Mr. 
Dombey  was  inclined  to  be  particular  towards 
me,  surely  yon  will  not  condemn  me." 


"  She  is  going  to  say,"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  ad- 
dressing herself  to  the  whole  of  the  furniture,  in 
a  comprehensive  glance  of  resignation  and  ap- 
peal, "  she  is  going  to  say — I  know  it — that  I 
have  encouraged  her !" 

"  I  don't  wish  to  exchange  reproaches,  dear 
Louisa,"  sobbed  Miss  Tox.  "  Nor  do  I  wish  to 
complain.     But,  in  my  own  defence " 

"  Yes,"  cried  Mrs.  Chick,  looking  round  the 
room  with  a  prophetic  smile,  "  that's  what  she's 
going  to  say.  1  knew  it.  You  had  better  say 
it.  Say  it  openly!  Be  open,  Lucretia  Tox," 
said  Mrs.  Chick  with  desperate  sternness,  "what- 
ever you  are." 

"  — In  my  own  defence,"  faltered  Miss  Tox, 
"  and  only  in  my  own  defence  against  your 
unkind  words,  my  dear  Louisa,  I  would  merely 
ask  you  if  you  haven't  often  favoured  such  a 
fancy,  and  even  said  it  might  happen,  for  any- 
thing we  could  tell  ?" 

"There  is  a  point,"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  rising, 
not  as  if  she  were  going  to  stop  at  the  floor,  but 
as  if  she  were  about  to  soar  up  high  into  her 
native  skies,  "  beyond  which  endurance  becomes, 
ridiculous,  if  not  culpable.  I  can  bear  much  ; 
but  not  too  much.  What  spell  was  on  me  when 
I  came  into  this  house  this  day,  I  don't  know  ; 
but  I  had  a  presentiment — a  dark  presentiment," 
said  Mis.  Chick  with  a  shiver,  "  that  something 
was  going  to  happen.  Well  may  I  have  had 
that  foreboding,  Lucretia,  when  my  confidence 
of  many  years  is  destroyed  in  an  instant,  when 
my  eyes  are  opened  all  at  once,  and  when  I  find 
you  revealed  in  your  true  colours.  Lucretia,  I 
have  been  mistaken  in  you.  It  is  better  for  us 
both  that  this  subject  should  end  here.  I  wish 
you  well,  and  I  shall  ever  wish  you  well.  But, 
as  an  individual  who  desires  to  be  true  to  her- 
self in  her  own  poor  position,  whatever  that 
position  may  be,  or  may  not  be—  and  as  the 
sister  of  my  brother — and  as  the  sister-in-law  of 
my  brother's  wife — and  as  a  connection  by  mar- 
riage of  my  brother's  wife's  mother — may  I  be 
permitted  to  add,  as  a  Dombey  ? — I  can  wish 
you  nothing  else  but  good  morning." 

These  words,  delivered  with  cutting  suavity, 
tempered  and  chastened  by  a  lofty  air  of  moral 
rectitude,  carried  the  speaker  to  the  door.  There 
she  inclined  her  head  in  a  ghostly  and  statue- 
like manner,  and  so  withdrew  to  her  carriage,  to 
seek  comfort  and  consolation  in  the  arms  of  Mr. 
Chick,  her  lord. 

Figuratively  speaking,  that  is  to  say ;  for  the 
arms  of  Mr.  Chick  were  full  of  his  newspaper. 
Neither  did  that  gentleman  address  his  eyes  to- 
wards his  wife  otherwise  than  by  stealth.  Neither 
did  he  olier  any  consolation  whatever.    In  short, 


he  sat  reading,  and  humming  fag-ends  of  tunes, 
and  sometimes  glancing  furtively  at  her  without 
delivering  himself  of  a  word,  good,  bad,  or  in- 
different. 

In  the  meantime  Mrs.  Chick  sat  swelling  and 
bridling,  and  tossing  her  head,  as  if  she  were 
still  repeating  that  solemn  formula  of  farewell  to 
Lucretia  Tox.  At  length  she  said  aloud,  "  Oil 
the  extent  to  which  her  eyes  had  been  opened 
that  day  !" 

"  To  which  your  eyes  have  been  opened,  my 
dear  !"  repeated  Mr.  Chick. 

"  Oh,  don't  talk  to  me  ! "  said  Mrs.  Chick. 
"  If  you  can  bear  to  see  me  in  this  state,  and 
not  ask  me  what  the  matter  is,  you  had  better 
hold  your  tongue  for  ever." 

"  What  is  tiie  matter,  my  dear  ? "  asked  Mr. 
Chick. 

"  To  think,"  said  Mrs.  Chick  in  a  state  of 
soliloquy,  "  that  she  should  ever  have  conceived 
the  base  idea  of  connecting  herself  with  our 
family  by  a  marriage  with  Paul  !  To  think  that 
when  she  was  playing  at  horses  with  that  dear 
child  who  is  now  in  his  grave — I  never  liked  it 
at  the  time — she  should  have  been  hiding  such 
a  double-faced  design  !  I  wonder  she  was  never 
afraid  that  something  would  happen  to  her. 
She  is  fortunate  if  nothing  does." 

"  I  really  thought,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Chick 
slowly,  after  rubbing  the  bridge  of  his  nose  for 
some  time  with  his  newspaper,  "that  you  had 
gone  on  the  same  tack  yourself,  all  along,  until 
this  morning;  and  had  thought  it  would  be  a 
convenient  thing  enough,  if  it  could  have  been 
brought  about." 

Mrs.  Chick  instantly  burst  into  tears,  and  told 
Mr.  Chick  that,  if  he  wished  to  trample  upon 
her  with  his  boots,  he  had  better  do  it. 

"  But  with  Lucretia  Tox  I  have  done,"  said 
Mrs.  Chick,  after  abandoning  herself  to  her  feel- 
ings for  some  minutes,  to  Mr.  Chick's  great 
terror.  "  I  can  bear  to  resign  Paul's  confidence 
in  favour  of  one  who,  I  hope  and  trust,  may  be 
deserving  of  it,  and  with  whom  he  has  a  perfect 
right  to  replace  poor  Fanny  if  he  chooses ;  I 
can  bear  to  be  informed,  in  Paul's  cool  manner, 
of  such  a  change  in  his  plans,  and  never  to  be 
consulted  until  all  is  settled  and  determined ; 
but  deceit  I  can //('/bear,  and  with  Lucretia  Tox 
I  have  done.  It  is  better  as  it  is,"  said  Mrs. 
Chick  piously;  "much  better.  It  would  have 
been  a  long  time  before  I  could  have  accommo- 
dated myself  comfortably  with  her,  after  this ; 
and  I  really  don't  know,  as  Paul  is  going  to  be 
very  grand,  and  these  are  people  of  condition, 
that  she  would  have  been  quite  presentable,  and 
might  not  have  compromised  myself.     There's 


a  providence  in  everything ;  everything  works 
for  the  best ;  I  have  been  tried  to-day,  but,  upon 
the  whole,  I  don't  regret  it." 

In  which  Christian  spirit  Mrs.  Chick  dried 
her  eyes,  and  smoothed  her  lap,  and  sat  as  be- 
came a  person  calm  under  a  great  wrong.  Mr. 
Chick,  feeling  his  unworthiness,  no  doubt,  took 
an  early  opportunity  of  being  set  down  at  a 
street  corner  and  walking  away  whistling,  with 
his  shoulders  very  much  raised,  and  his  hands 
in  his  pockets. 

While  poor  excommunicated  Miss  Tox,  who, 
if  she  were  a  fawner  and  toad-eater,  was  at  least 
an  honest  and  a  constant  one,  and  had  ever 
borne  a  faithful  friendship  towards  her  im- 
peacher,  and  had  been  truly  absorbed  and  swal- 
lowed up  in  devotion  to  the  magnificence  of  Mr. 
Dombey — while  poor  excommunicated  Miss  Tox 
watered  her  plants  with  her  tears,  and  felt  that 
it  was  winter  in  Princess's  Place. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE  INTERVAL   BEFOKE  THE  MARRIAGE. 

LTHOUGH    the   enchanted   house 

was  no  more,  and  the  working  world 
had  broken  into  it,  and  was  ham- 
mering and  crashing  and  tramping 
.  ._  up  and  down  stairs  all  day  long, 
§"  keeping  Diogenes  in  an  incessant  pa 
'^5v  roxysm  of  barking  from  sunrise  to  sun- 
•^>^  set — evidently  convinced  that  his  enemy 
had  got  the  better  of  him  at  last,  and  was  then 
sacking  the  premises  in  triumphant  defiance — 
there  was,  at  first,  no  other  great  change  in  the 
method  of  Florence's  life.  At  night,  when  the 
workpeople  went  away,  the  house  was  dreary  and 
deserted  again ;  and  Florence,  listening  to  their 
voices  echoing  through  the  hall  and  staircase  as 
they  departed,  pictured  to  herself  the  cheerful 
homes  to  which  they  were  returning,  and  the 
children  who  were  waiting  for  them,  and  was 
glad  to  think  that  they  were  merry  and  well 
pleased  to  go. 

She  welcomed  back  the  evening  silence  as  an 
old  friend,  but  it  came  now  with  an  altered  face, 
and  looked  more  kindly  on  her.  Fresh  hope 
was  in  it.  The  beautiful  lady  who  had  soothed 
and  caressed  her,  in  the  very  room  in  which  her 
heart  had  been  so  wrung,  was  a  spirit  of  promise 
to  her.  Soft  shadows  of  the  bright  life  dawning, 
when  her  father's  affection  should  be  graduallv 
won,  and  all,  or  much,  should  be  restored  of 
what   she   had   lost  on  the  dark   day  when  a 
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mother's  love  had  faded  with  a  mother's  last 
breath  on  her  cheek,  moved  about  her  in  the 
twilight,  and  were  welcome  compan)'.  Peeping 
at  the  rosy  children  her  neighbours,  it  was  a  new 
and  precious  sensation  to  think  that  they  might 
soon  speak  together  and  kno\v  each  other  :  when 
she  v.ould  not  fear,  as  of  old,  to  show  herself 
before  them,  lest  they  should  be  grieved  to  see 
her  in  her  black  dress  sitting  there  alone  ! 

In  her  thoughts  of  her  new  mother,  and  in  the 
love  and  trust  overflowing  her  pure  heart  towards 
her,  Florence  loved  her  own  dead  mother  more 
and  more.  She  had  no  fear  of  setting  up  a  rival 
in  her  breast.  The  new  flower  sprang  from  the 
deep-planted  and  long-cherished  root,  she  knew. 
Every  gentle  word  that  had  fallen  from  the  lips 
of  the  beautiful  lady  sounded  to  Florence  like 
an  echo  of  the  voice  long  hushed  and  silent. 
How  could  she  love  that  memory  less  for  living 
tenderness,  when  it  was  her  memory  of  all  pa- 
rental tenderness  and  love? 

Florence  was,  one  day,  sitting  reading  in  her 
room,  and  thinking  of  the  lady  and  her  promised 
visit  soon — for  her  book  turned  on  a  kindred 
subject — when,  raising  her  eyes,  she  saw  her 
standing  in  the  doorway. 

"  Mamma  !  "  cried  Florence,  joyfully  meeting 
her.     "  Come  again  !  " 

"  Not  mamma  yet,"  returned  the  lady  with  a 
serious  smile,  as  she  encircled  Florence's  neck 
with  her  arm. 

"  But  very  soon  to  be,"  cried  Florence. 
"  Very  soon  now,  Florence  :  very  soon." 
Edith  bent  her  head  a  little  so  as  to  press  the 
blooming  cheek  of  Florence  against  her  own, 
and  for  some  feu-  moments  remained  thus  silent. 
There  was  something   so   very   tender   in  her 
manner,  that  Florence  was  even  more  sensible 
of  it  than  on  the  first  occasion  of  their  meeting. 
She  led  Florence  to  a  chair  beside  her,  and 
•sat  down  ;  Florence  looking  in  her  face,  quite 
wondering  at  its  beautv,  and  willingly  leaving 
her  hand  in  hers. 

"  Have  you  been  alone,  Florence,  since  I  was 
here  last?" 

"  Oh  yes  !  "  smiled  Florence  hastily. 
She  hesitated  and   cast  down   her  eyes  ;  for 
licr  new  mamma  was  very  earnest  in  her  look, 
and  the  look  was  intently  and  thoughtfully  fixed 
upon  her  face. 

"  I — I— am  used  to  be  alone,"  said  Florence. 
■'  I  don't  mind  it  at  all.  Di  and  I  pass  whole 
<  lays  together  sometimes."  Florence  might  have 
;,aid  whole  weeks  and  months. 
"  Is  Di  your  maid,  love  ?  " 
^'  My  dog,  mamma,"  said  Florence,  laughing. 
"  Susan  is  my  maid." 


'"■  And  these  are  your  rooms,"  said  Edith, 
looking  round.  "  I  was  not  shown  these  rooms 
the  other  day.  We  must  have  them  improved, 
Florence.  They  shall  be  made  the  prettiest  in 
the  house." 

"  If  I  might  change  them,  mamma,"  returned 
Florence,  "  there  is  one  up-stairs  I  should  like 
much  better." 

"Is  this  not  high  enough,  dear  girl?"  asked 
Edith,  smiling. 

"  The  other  was  my  brother's  room,"  said 
Florence,  "  and  I  am  very  fond  of  it.  I  would 
have  spoken  to  papa  about  it  when  I  came 
home,  and  found  the  workmen  here,  and  ever)-- 

thing  changing ;  but " 

Florence  dropped  her  eyes,  lest  the  same  look 
should  make  her  falter  again. 

"  — But  I  was  afraid  it  might  distress  him  ; 
and  as  you  said  you  would  be  here  again  soon, 
mamma,  and  are  the  mistress  of  everything,  I 
determined  to  take  courage  and  ask  you." 

Edith  sat  looking  at  her,  with  her  brilliant 
eyes  intent  upon  her  face,  until,  Florence  raising 
her  own,  she,  in  her  turn,  withdrew  her  gaze,  anil 
turned  it  on  the  ground.  It  was  then  that 
FlorCDce  thought  how  different  this  lady's  beauty 
was  from  what  she  had  supposed.  She  had 
thought  it  of  a  proud  and  lofty  kind ;  yet  her 
manner  was  so  subdued  and  gentle,  that  if  she 
had  been  of  Florence's  own  age  and  character, 
it  scarcely  could  have  invited  confidence  more. 
Except  wlien  a  constrained  and  singular  re- 
serve crept  over  her  ;  and  then  she  seemed  (but 
Florence  hardly  understood  this,  though  she 
could  not  choose  but  notice  it,  and  think  about 
it)  as  if  she  were  humbled  before  Florence,  and 
ill  at  ease.  When  she  had  .said  that  she  was 
not  her  mamma  yet,  and  when  Florence  had 
called  her  the  mistress  of  everything  there,  this 
change  in  her  was  quick  and  startling  ;  and  now, 
while  the  eyes  of  Florence  rested  on  her  face, 
she  sat  as  though  she  would  have  shrunk  and 
hidden  from  her,  rather  than  as  one  about  to 
love  and  cherish  her,  in  right  of  such  a  near 
connection. 

She  gave  Florence  her  ready  promise  about 
her  new  room,  and  said  she  would  give  directions 
about  it  herself.  She  then  asked  some  (juestions 
concerning  poor  Paul ;  and,  when  they  had  sat 
in  conversation  for  some  time,  told  Florence  she 
had  come  to  take  her  to  her  own  home. 

"  We  ha\-e  come  to  London  now,  my  mother 
and  I,"  said  Edith,  "  and  you  shall  stay  with  us 
until  I  am  married.  I  wish  that  we  should 
know  and  trust  each  other,  Florence." 

"You  are  ver)'  kind  to  me,"  said  Florence, 
"  dear  mamma.      How  much  I  thank  you  !  " 
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"  Let  me  say  now,  for  it  may  be  the  best 
opportunity,"  continued  Edith,  looking  round  to 
see  that  they  were  quite  alone,  and  speaking  in 
a  lower  voice,  "  that  when  I  am  married,  and 
have  "■one  away  for  some  weeks,  I  shall  be  easier 
nt  heart  if  you  will  come  home  here.  No  matter 
who  invites  you  to  stay  elsewhere,  come  home 

iiere.     It  is  better  to  be  alone  than What 

I  would  say  is,"  she  added,  checking  herself, 
"  that  I  know  well  you  are  best  at  home,  dear 
Florence." 

"  I  will  come  home  on  the  very  day,  mamma." 

"  Do  so.  I  rely  on  that  promise.  Now  pre- 
pare to  come  with  me,  dear  girl.  You  will  find 
me  down-stairs  when  you  are  ready." 

Slowly  and  thouglitfully  did  Edith  wander 
alone  througli  the  mansion  of  which  she  was  so 
soon  to  be  the  lady  :  and  little  heed  took  she  of 
all  the  elegance  and  splendour  it  began  to  dis- 
play. The  same  indomitable  haughtiness  of 
soul,  the  same  proud  scorn  expressed  in  eye 
and  lip,  the  same  fierce  beauty,  only  tamed  by 
a  sense  of  its  own  little  worth,  and  of  the  little 
worth  of  everything  around  it,  went  through  the 
grand  saloons  and  halls,  that  had  got  loose 
among  the  shady  trees,  and  raged  and  rent 
themselves.  The  mimic  roses  on  the  walls  and 
floors  were  set  round  with  sharp  thorns,  that 
tore  her  breast ;  m  every  scrap  of  gold,  so 
dazzling  to  the  eye,  she  saw  some  hateful  atom 
of  her  purchase-money  ;  the  broad  high  mirrors 
showed  her,  at  full  length,  a  woman  with  a  noble 
quality  yet  dwelling  in  hernature,  who  was  too 
lalse  to  her  better  self,  and  too  debased  and 
lost,  to  save  herself.  She  believed  that  all  this 
was  so  pi  lin,  more  or  less,  to  all  eyes,  that  she 
liad  no  resource  or  power  of  self  assertion  but  in 
pride :  and  with  this  pride,  which  tortured  her 
own  heart  night  and  day,  she  fought  her  fate 
out,  braved  it,  and  defied  it. 

Was  this  the  woman  whom  Florence  —  an 
innocent  girl,  strong  only  in  her  earnestness  and 
simple  truth — could  so  impress  and  quell,  that  by 
her  side  she  was  another  creature,  widi  her  tem- 
pest of  passion  hushed,  and  her  very  pride  itself 
subdued  ?  \Vas  this  the  woman  who  now  sat 
beside  her  in  a  carriage,  with  her  arms  entwined, 
and  who,  while  she  courted  and  entreated  her 
to  love  and  trust  her,  drew  her  fair  head  to 
nestle  on  her  breast,  and  would  have  laid  down 
life  to  shield  it  from  wrong  or  harm  ? 

Oh,  F.dith  !  it  were  well  to  die,  indeed,  at 
.such  a  time  !  Better  and  happier  far,  perhaps, 
to  die  so,  Edith,  than  to  live  on  to  the  end  ! 

The  Honourable  Mrs.  Skewton,  who  was 
thinking  of  anything  rather  than  of  such  senti- 
ments— for,  like  many  genteel  persons  who  have 


existed  at  various  times,  she  set  her  face  against 
death  altogether,  and  objected  to  the  mention 
of  any  such  low  and  levelling  upstart — had 
borrowed  a  house  in  Brook  Street,  Grosvenor 
Square,  from  a  stately  relative  (one  of  the  Feenix 
brood),  who  was  out  of  town,  and  who  did  not 
object  to  lending  it,  in  the  handsomest  manner, 
for  nuptial  purposes,  as  the  loan  implied  his 
final  release  and  acquittance  from  all  further 
loans  and  gifts  to  Mrs.  Skewton  and  her  daugh- 
ter. It  being  necessary,  for  the  credit  of  the 
family,  to  make  a  handsome  appearance  at  such 
a  time,  Mrs.  Skewton,  with  the  assistance  of  an 
accommodating  tradesman  resident  in  the  parish 
of  Mary-le-bone,  who  lent  out  all  sorts  of  articles 
to  the  nobility  and  gentry,  from  a  service  of 
plate  to  an  army  of  footmen,  clapped  into  this 
iiouse  a  silver-headed  butler  (who  was  charged 
extra  on  that  account,  as  having  the  appearance 
of  an  ancient  family  retainer),  two  very  tall 
young  men  in  livery,  and  a  select  staff  of  kitchen 
servants  ;  so  that  a  legend  arose,  down-stairs, 
that  Withers  the  page,  released  at  once  from  his 
numerous  household  duties,  and  from  the  pro- 
pulsion of  the  wheeled  chair  (inconsistent  with 
the  metropolis),  had  been  several  times  observed 
to  rub  his  eyes  and  pinch  his  limbs,  as  if  he 
misdoubted  his  having  overslept  himself  at  the 
Leamington  milkman's,  and  being  still  in  a 
celestial  dream,  A  variety  of  requisites  in  plate 
and  china  being  also  conveyed  to  the  same 
establishment  from  the  same  convenient  source, 
with  several  miscellaneous  articles,  including  a 
neat  chariot  and  a  pair  of  bays,  Mrs.  Skewton 
cushioned  herself  on  the  principal  sofii,  in  the 
Cleopatra  attitude,  and  held  her  court  in  fair 
state. 

"  And  how,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  on  the  en- 
trance of  her  daughter  and  her  charge,  "  is  my 
charming  Florence  ?  You  must  come  and  kiss 
me,  Florence,  if  you  please,  my  love." 

Florence  was  timtdly  stooping  to  pick  out  a 
place  in  the  white  part  of  Mrs.  Skewton's  face, 
when  that  lady  presented  her  ear,  and  relieved 
her  of  her  difficulty. 

"  Edith,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  "  [losi- 

tively,  I Stand  a  little  more  in  the  liglit, 

my  sweetest  Florence,  for  a  moment." 

Florence  blushingly  complied. 

"  You  don't  remember,  dearest  Edith,"  said 
her  mother,  "  what  you  were  when  you  were 
about  the  same  age  as  our  exceedingly  pre- 
cious Florence,  or  a  few  years  younger?" 

"  I  have  long  forgotten,  mother." 

"  For  positively,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton,  "  I  do  think  that  I  see  a  decided  resem- 
blance to  what  you  were  then,  in  our  extremely 
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fascinating  young  friend.  And  it  shows,"  said 
Mrs.  Skewton  in  a  lower  voice,  which  conveyed 
her  opinion  that  Florence  was  in  a  ver}'  un- 
finished state,  "  what  cultivation  will  do." 

"  It  does,  indeed,"  was  Edith's  stern  reply. 

Her  mother  eyed  her  sharply  for  a  moment, 
and  feeling  herself  on  unsafe  ground,  said,  as  a 
diversion : 

"  My  charming  Florence,  you  must  come  and 
kiss  me  once  more,  if  you  please,  my  love." 

Florence  complied,  of  couise,  and  again  im- 
printed her  lips  on  Mrs.  Skewton's  ear. 

"  And  you  have  heard,  no  doubt,  my  darling 
pet,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  detaining  her  hand, 
••  that  your  papa,  whom  we  all  perfectly  adore 
and  dote  upon,  is  to  be  married  to  my  dearest 
Edith  this  day  week?" 

"  I  knew  it  would  be  very  soon,"  returned 
Florence,  "but  not  exactly  when." 

"  My  darling  Edith,"  urged  her  mother  gaily, 
"is  it  possible  you  have  not  told  Florence?" 

"Why  should  I  tell  Florence?"  she  returned, 
so  suddenly  and  harshly,  that  Florence  could 
scarcely  believe  it  was  the  same  voice. 

Mrs.  Skewton  then  told  Florence,  as  another 
and  safer  diversion,  that  her  father  was  coming 
to  dinner,  and  that  he  would  no  doubt  be 
charmingly  surprised  to  see  her-;  as  he  had 
spoken  last  night  of  dressing  in  the  City,  and 
had  known  nothing  of  Edith's  design,  the  exe- 
cution of  which,  according  to  Mrs.  Skewton's 
expectation,  would  throw  him  into  a  perfect 
ecstasy.  Florence  was  troubled  to  hear  this  ; 
and  her  distress  became  so  keen,  as  the  dinner 
hour  approached,  that  if  she  had  known  how  to 
frame  an  entreaty  to  be  suffered  to  return  home, 
without  involving  her  father  in  her  explanation, 
she  would  have  hurried  back  on  foot,  bareheaded, 
breathless,  and  alone,  rather  than  incur  the  risk 
of  meeting  his  displeasure. 

As  the  time  drew  nearer,  she  could  hardly 
breathe.  She  dared  not  c-fj^proach  a  window, 
lest  he  should  see  her  from  the  street.  She 
dared  not  go  up-stairs  to  hide  her  emotion,  lest, 
in  passing  out  at  the  door,  she  should  meet 
him  unexpectedly ;  besides  which  dread,  she 
felt  as  though  she  never  could  come  back  again 
if  she  were  summoned  to  his  presence.  In  this 
conflict  of  her  fears,  she  was  sitting  by  Cleopatra's 
couch,  endeavouring  to  understand  and  to  reply 
to  the  bald  discourse  of  that  lady,  when  she 
heard  his  foot  upon  the  stair. 

"  I  hear  him  now  1  "  cried  Florence,  starting. 
"  He  is  coming  !  " 

Cleopatra,  who  in  her  juvenility  was  always 
playfully  disposed,  and  who  in  her  self-engross- 
ment did   not  trouble  herself  about  the  nature 


of  this  agitation,  pushed  Florence  behind  her 
couch,  and  dropped  a  shawl  over  her,  prepara- 
tory to  giving  Mr.  Dombey  a  rapture  of  surprise. 
It  was  so  quickly  done  that  in  a  moment  Flo- 
rence heard  his  awful  step  in  the  room. 

He  saluted  his  intended  mother-in-law  and 
his  intended  bride.  The  strange  sound  of  his 
voice  thrilled  throueh  the  whole  frame  of  his 
child. 

"  My  dear  Dombey,"  said  Cleopatra,  "  come 
here  and  tell  me  how  your  pretty  Florence  is." 

"  Florence  is  very  well,"  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
advancing  towards  the  couch. 

"  At  home  ?  " 

"  At  home,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  My  dear  Dombey,"  returned  Cleopatra  wiih 
bewitching  vivacity  ;  "  now  are  you  sure  you  are 
not  deceiving  me?  I  don't  know  what  my 
dearest  Edith  will  say  to  me  when  I  make  such 
a  declaration,  but,  upon  my  honour,  I  am  afraid 
you  are  the  falsest  of  men,  my  dear  Dombey.'' 

Though  he  had  been  ;  and  had  been  detected 
on  the  spot  in  the  most  enormous  falsehood 
that  was  ever  said  or  done ;  he  could  hardly 
have  been  more  disconcerted  than  he  was  when 
Mrs.  Skewton  plucked  the  shawl  away,  and 
Florence,  pale  and  trembling,  rose  before  him 
like  a  ghost.  He  had  not  yet  recovered  his 
presence  of  mind  when  Florence  had  run  up  to 
him,  clasped  her  hands  round  his  neck,  kissed 
his  face,  and  hurried  out  of  the  room.  Fie 
looked  round  as  if  to  refer  the  matter  to  some- 
body else,  but  Edith  had  gone  after  Florence 
instantly. 

"  Now,  confess,  my  dear  Dombey,"  said  Mrs. 
Skewton,  giving  him  her  hand,  "  that  you  never 
were  more  surprised  and  pleased  in  your  life." 

"  I  never  was  more  surprised,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey. 

"  Nor  pleased,  my  dearest  Dombey  ? "  re- 
turned Mrs.  Skewton,  holding  up  her  fan. 

"  I — yes,  I  am  exceedingly  glad  to  meet  Flo- 
rence here,"  said  Mr.  Dombey.  He  appeared 
to  consider  gravely  about  it  for  a  moment,  and 
then  said,  more  decidedly,  "  Yes,  I  really  am 
very  glad  indeed  to  meet  Florence  here." 

"  Yovl  wonder  how  she  comes  here,"  said  Mrs. 
Skewton,  "  don't  you?" 

■'Edith,  perhaps "suggested  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  .\h  !  wicked  guesser  !  "  replied  Cleopatra, 
shaking  her  head.  "  Ah  1  cunning,  cunning 
man!  One  shouldn't  tell  these  things;  your 
sex,  my  dear  Dombey,  are  so  vain,  and  so  apt 
to  abuse  our  weaknesses ;  but,  you  know,  my 
open  soul Very  well  :  immediately." 

This  was  addressed  to  one  of  the  very  tall 
young  men  who  announced  dinner. 
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"  But  Edith,  my  dear  Dombey,"  she  continued 
in  a  whisper,  "  when  she  cannot  have  you  near 
her — and,  as  I  tell  her,  she  cannot  expect  that 
always — will  at  least  have  near  her  something 
or  somebody  belonging  to  you.  Well,  how  ex- 
tremely natural  that  is !  And,  in  this  spirit, 
nothing  would  keep  her  from  riding  off  to-day 
to  fetch  our  darling  Florence.  Well,  how  ex- 
cessively charming  that  is  !  " 

As  she  waited  for  an  answer,  Mr.  Dombey 
answered,  "  Eminently  so." 

"  Bless  you,  my  dear  Dombey,  for  that  proof 
of  heart  1 "  cried  Cleopatra,  squeezing  his  hand. 
'•  But  I  am  growing  too  serious  !  Take  me 
down-stairs,  like  an  angel,  and  let  us  see  what 
these  people  intend  to  give  us  for  dinner.  Bless 
you,  dear  Dombey  ! " 

Cleopatra  skipping  off  her  coucli  with  tole- 
rable briskness  after  the  last  benediction,  Mr. 
Dombey  took  her  arm  in  his,  and  led  her  cere- 
moniously down-stairs ;  one  of  the  very  tall 
young  men  on  hire,  whose  organ  of  veneration 
was  imperfectly  developed,  thrusting  his  tongue 
into  his  cheek,  for  the  entertainment  of  the  other 
very  tall  young  man  on  hire,  as  the  couple 
turned  into  the  dining-room. 

Florence  and  Edith  were  already  there,  and 
.sitting  side  by  side.  Florence  would  have  risen 
when  her  father  entered,  to  resign  her  chair  to 
him ;  but  Edith  openly  put  her  hand  upon  her 
arm,  and  Mr.  Dombey  took  an  opposite  place 
at  the  round  table. 

The  conversation  was  almost  entirely  sustained 
by  Mrs.  Skewton.  Florence  hardly  dared  to 
raise  her  eyes,  lest  they  should  reveal  the  traces 
of  tears  ;  far  less  dared  to  speak ;  and  Edith 
never  uttered  one  word,  unless  in  answer  to  a 
question.  Verily,  Cleopatra  worked  hard  for 
the  establishment  that  was  so  nearly  clutched  ; 
and  verily  it  should  have  been  a  rich  one  to 
reward  her ! 

"  And  so  your  preparations  are  nearly  finished 
at  last,  my  dear  Dombey?"  said  Cleopatra, 
when  the  dessert  was  put  upon  the  table,  and 
the  silver-headed  butler  had  withdrawn.  "  Even 
the  lawyer's  prejjarations  !  " 

"  Yes,  madam,"  replied  Mr.  Dombey ;  "  the 
deed  of  settlement,  the  professional  gentlemen 
inform  me,  is  now  ready,  and,  as  I  was  men- 
tioning to  you,  Edith  has  only  to  do  us  the 
favour  to  suggest  her  own  time  for  its  execution." 

Edith  sat  like  a  handsome  statue ;  as  cold,  as 
silent,  and  as  still. 

"  My  dearest  love,"  said  Cleopatra,  "  do  you 
hear  what  Mr.  Dombey  says?  Ah,  my  dear 
Dombey  !  "  aside  to  that  gentleman,  "  how  her 
absence,  as  the  time  approaches,  reminds  me  of 


the  days  when  that  most  agreeable  of  creatures, 
her  papa,  was  in  your  situation  !  " 

"  I  liave  nothing  to  suggest.  It  shall  be  when 
you  please,"  said  Edith,  scarcely  looking  over 
the  table  at  Mr.  Dombey. 

"To-morrow?"  suggested  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  If  you  please." 

"  Or  would  next  day,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  suit 
your  engagements  better  ?  " 

"  I  have  no  engagements.  I  am  always  at 
your  disposal.     Let  it  be  when  you  like." 

"  No  engagements,  my  dear  Edith  !  "  remon- 
strated her  mother,  "  when  you  are  in  a  most 
terrible  state  of  flurry  all  day  long,  and  have  a 
thousand  and  one  appointments  with  all  sorts  of 
tradespeople ! " 

'•  They  are  of  your  making,"  returned  Edith, 
turning  on  her,  with  a  slight  contraction  of  her 
brow.  "  You  and  Mr.  Dombey  can  arrange 
between  you." 

"  Very  true  indeed,  my  love,  and  most  con- 
siderate of  you  !  "  said  Cleopatra.  "  My  darling 
Florence,  you  must  really  come  and  kiss  me 
once  more,  if  you  please,  my  dear  !  " 

Singular  coincidence  that  these  gushes  of  in- 
terest in  Florence  hurried  Cleopatra  away  from 
almost  every  dialogue  in  which  Edith  had  a 
share,  however  trifling  !  Florence  had  certainly 
never  undergone  so  much  embracing,  and  per- 
haps had  never  been,  unconsciously,  so  useful 
in  her  life. 

Mr.  Dombey  was  far  from  quarrelling,  in  his 
own  breast,  with  the  manner  of  his  beautiful 
betrothed.  He  liad  that  good  reason  for  sym- 
pathy with  haughtiness  and  coldness  which  is 
found  in  a  fellow-feeling.  It  flattered  him  to 
think  how  these  deferred  to  him  in  Edith's  case, 
and  seemed  to  have  no  will  apart  from  his.  It 
flattered  him  to  picture  to  himself  this  proud 
and  stately  woman  doing  the  honours  of  his 
house,  and  chilling  his  guests  after  his  own  man- 
ner. The  dignity  of  Dombey  and  Son  would 
be  heightened  and  maintained,  indeed,  in  such 
hands. 

So  thought  Mr.  Dombey  when  he  was  left 
alone  at  the  dining-table,  and  mused  upon  his 
past  and  future  fortunes :  finding  no  uncon- 
geniality  in  an  air  of  scant  and  gloomy  state 
that  jjervaded  tlie  room,  in  colour  a  dark  brown, 
with  black  hatchments  of  pictures  blotching  the 
walls,  and  twenty-four  black  chairs,  with  almost 
as  many  nails  in  them  as  so  many  coffins,  wait- 
ing like  mutes  upon  the  threshold  of  the  Turkey 
car])et ;  and  two  exhausted  negroes  holding  up 
two  withered  branches  of  candelabra  on  the 
sideboard,  and  a  musty  smell  prevailing,  as  if 
the  ashes  of  ten  thousand  dinners  were  entombed 
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in  the  sarcophagus  below  it.  The  owner  of  the 
liouse  lived  much  abroad  ;  the  air  of  England 
seldom  agreed  long  with  a  member  of  the  Feenix 
family;  and  the  room  had  gradually  put  itself 
into  deeper  and  still  deeper  mourning  for  him, 
until  it  was  become  so  funereal  as  to  want  no- 
thing but  a  body  in  it  to  be  quite  complete. 

No  bad  representation  of  the  body,  for  the 
nonce,  in    his    unbending   form,   if  not   in    his 


attitude,  Mr.  Dombey  looked  down  into  the 
cold  depths  of  the  Dead  Sea  of  mahogany  on 
which  the  fruit  dishes  and  decanters  lay  at 
anchor ;  as  if  the  subjects  of  his  thoughts  were 
rising  towards  the  surface  one  by  one,  and 
plunging  down  again.  Edith  was  there  in  all 
her  majesty  of  brow  and  figure  ;  and  close  to 
her  came  Florence,  with  her  timid  head  turned 
to  him,  as  it  had  been,  for  an  instant,  when  she 


'ONE  OF  THE  VERY  TALL  YOUNG  MEN  ON  HIRE,  WHOSE  ORGAN  OF  VENERATION  WAS  IMPERFECTLY 
DEVELOPED,  THRUSTING  HIS  TONGUE  INTO  HIS  CHEEK,  FOR  THE  ENTERTAINMENT  OF  THE  OTHER 
VERY  TALL  YOUNG  MAN   ON  HIRE,  AS  THE  COUPLE  TURNED   INTO  THE  DINING-ROOM." 


left  the  room  ;  and  Edith's  eyes  upon  her,  and 
Edith's  hand  put  out  protectingly.  A  little 
figure  in  a  low  arm-chair  came  springing  next 
into  the  light,  and  looked  upon  him  wonder- 
ingly,  with  its  bright  eyes  and  its  old-young  face, 
gleaming  as  in  the  flickering  of  an  evening  fire. 
Again  came  Florence  close  upon  it,  and  absorbed 
his  whole  attention.  Whether  as  a  foredoomed 
difficulty  and  disappointment  to  him  ;  whether 
as  a  rival  who  had  crossed  him  in  his  way.  and 
might  again;  whether  as  his  child,  of  whom,  in 


his  successful  wooing,  he  could  stoop  to  think, 
as  claiming,  at  such  a  time,  to  be  no  more 
estranged ;  or  whether  as  a  hint  to  him  that  the 
mere  appearance  of  caring  for  his  own  blood 
should  be  maintained  in  his  new  relations ;  he 
best  knew.  Indifferently  well,  perhaps,  at  best ; 
for  marriage  company  and  marriage  altars,  and 
ambitious  scenes — still  blotted  here  and  there 
with  Florence — always  Florence — turned  up  so 
fast,  and  so  confusedly,  that  he  rose,  and  went 
up-stairs,  to  escape  them. 


THE  JO  YFUL  DA  V  APPRO  A  CHES. 
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It  was  quite  late  at  night  before  candies  were 
brought ;  for  at  present  they  made  Mrs.  Sl^ew- 
ton's  head  ache,  she  comiilained  ;  and  in  the 
meantime  Florence  and  Mrs.  Skewton  tallied 
together  (Cleopatra  being  very  anxious  to  keep 
her  close  to  herself),  or  Florence  touched  the 
piano  softly  for  Mrs.  Skewton's  delight ;  to 
make  no  mention  of  a  few  occasions,  in  the 
course  of  the  evening,  when  that  affectionate 
lady  was  impelled  to  solicit  another  kiss,  and 
which  always  happened  after  Edith  had  said 
anything.  They  were  not  many,  however,  for 
Edith  sat  apart  by  an  open  window  during  the 
whole  time  (in  spite  of  her  mother's  fears  that 
she  would  take  cold),  and  remained  there  until 
Mr.  Dombey  took  leave.  He  was  serenely 
gracious  to  Florence  when  he  did  so;  and 
Florence  went  to  bed  in  a  room  within  Edith's, 
so  happy  and  hopeful,  that  she  thought  of  her 
late  self  as  if  it  were  some  other  poor  deserted 
girl  who  was  to  be  pitied  for  her  sorrow ;  and, 
in  her  pity,  sobbed  herself  to  sleep. 

The  week  fled  fast.  There  were  drives  to 
milliners,  dressmakers,  jewellers,  lawyers,  florists, 
pastrycooks ;  and  Florence  was  always  of  the 
party.  Florence  was  to  go  to  the  wedding.  Flo- 
rence was  to  cast  off  her  mourning,  and  to  wear 
a  brilliant  dress  on  the  occasion.  The  milliner's 
intentions  on  the  subject  of  this  dress — the 
milliner  was  a  Frenchwoman,  and  greatly  re- 
sembled Mrs.  Skewton — were  so  chaste  and 
elegant,  that  Mrs.  Skewton  bespoke  one  like  it 
for  herself  The  milliner  said  it  would  become 
her  to  admiration,  and  that  all  the  world  would 
take  her  for  the  young  lady's  sister. 

The  week  fled  faster.  Edith  looked  at  nothing 
and  cared  for  nothing.  Her  rich  dresses  came 
home,  and  were  tried  on,  and  were  loudly  com- 
mended by  Mrs.  Skewton  and  the  milliners,  and 
were  put  away  without  a  word  from  her.  Mrs. 
Skewton  made  their  plans  for  every  day,  and 
executed  them.  Sometimes  Edith  sat  in  the 
carriage  when  they  went  to  make  purchases ; 
sometimes,  when  it  was  absolutely  necessary, 
she  went  into  the  shops.  But  Mrs.  Skewton 
conducted  the  whole  business,  whatever  it  hap- 
pened to  be  ;  and  Edith  looked  on  as  uninter- 
ested and  with  as  much  apparent  indifference  as 
if  she  had  no  concern  in  it.  Florence  might 
perhaps  have  thought  she  was  haughty  and  list- 
less, but  that  she  was  never  so  to  her.  So 
Florence  quenched  her  wonder  in  her  gratitude 
whenever  it  broke  out,  and  soon  subdued  it. 

The  week  fled  faster.  It  had  nearly  winged 
its  flight  away.  The  last  night  of  the  week,  the 
night  before  the  marriage,  was  come.  In  the 
dark  room — for  Mrs.   Skewton's  head  was  no 


better  yet,  though  she  expected  to  recover  per- 
manently to-morrow — were  that  lady,  Edith, 
and  Mr.  Dombey.  Edith  was  at  her  open  win- 
dow, looking  out  into  the  street ;  Mr.  Dombey 
and  Cleopatra  were  talking  softly  on  the  sofa. 
It  was  growing  late ;  and  Florence,  being 
fatigued,  had  gone  to  bed. 

"  My  dear  Dombey,"  said  Cleopatra,  "  you 
will  leave  me  Florence  to-morrow,  when  you 
deprive  me  of  my  sweetest  Edith  ?  " 

Mr.  Dombey  said  he  would  with  pleasure. 

"  To  have  her  about  me  here  while  you  are 
both  at  Paris,  and  to  think  that,  at  her  age,  I  am 
assisting  in  the  formation  of  her  mind,  my  dear 
Dombey,"  said  Cleopatra,  "  will  be  a  perfect 
balm  to  me  in  the  extremely  shattered  state  to 
wliich  I  shall  be  reduced." 

Edith  turned  her  head  suddenly.  Her  listless 
manner  was  exchanged,  in  a  moment,  to  one  of 
burning  interest,  and,  unseen  in  the  darkness, 
she  attended  closely  to  their  conversation. 

Mr.  Dombey  would  be  delighted  to  leave 
Florence  in  such  admirable  guardianship. 

"  My  dear  Dombey,"  returned  Cleopatra,  "  a 
thousand  thanks  for  your  good  opinion.  I 
feared  you  were  going,  with  malice  aforethought, 
as  the  dreadful  lawyers  say — those  horrid  proses! 
— to  condemn  me  to  utter  solitude." 

"  Why  do  me  so  great  an  injustice,  my  dear 
madam? "said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Because  my  charming  Florence  tells  me  so 
positively  she  must  go  iiome  to-morrow,''  re- 
turned Cleopatra,  "that  I  began  to  be  afraid, 
my  dearest  Dombey,  you  were  quite  a  Bashaw." 

"  I  assure  you,  madam  !  "  said  Mr.  Dombey. 
"  I  have  laid  no  commands  on  Florence ;  and  if 
I  had,  there  are  no  commands  like  your  wish." 

"  My  dear  Dombey,"  replied  Cleopatra,  "what 
a  courtier  you  are !  Though  I'll  not  say  so,  either ; 
for  courtiers  have  no  heart,  and  yours  pervades 
your  charming  life  and  character.  And  are  you 
really  going  so  early,  my  dear  Dombey?" 

Oh,  indeed  !  it  was  late,  and  Mr.  Dombey 
feared  he  must. 

"Is  this  a  fact,  or  is  it  all  a  dream?"  lisped  Cleo- 
patra. "Can  I  believe,  my  dearest  Dombey,  that 
you  are  coming  back  to-morrow  morning  to  de- 
privemeof  mysweetcompanion;  myown  Edith?" 

Mr.  Dombey,  who  was  accustomed  to  take 
things  literally,  reminded  Mrs.  Skewton  that 
they  were  to  meet  first  at  the  church. 

"  The  pang,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  "  of  con- 
signing a  child,  even  to  you,  my  dear  Dombey, 
is  one  of  the  most  excruciating  imaginable  ;  and 
combined  witli  a  naturally  delicate  constitution, 
and  the  extreme  stupidity  of  the  pastrycook  who 
has  undertaken  the  breakfast,  is  almost  too  much 
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for  my  poor  strength.  But  I  shall  rally,  my  dear 
Dombej-,  in  the  morning;  do  not  fear  forme, 
or  be  uneasy  on  my  account.  Heaven  bless  you  ! 
My  dearest  Edith  !  "  she  cried  archly.  "  Some- 
body is  going,  pet." 

Edith,  who  had  turned  her  head  again  towards 
the  window,  and  whose  interest  in  their  conver- 
sation had  ceased,  rose  up  in  her  place,  but 
m.ade  no  advance  towards  him,  and  said  nothing. 
Mr.  Dombey,  with  a  lofty  gallantry  adapted  to 
his  dignity  and  the  occasion,  betook  his  creaking 
boots  towards  her,  put  her  hand  to  his  lips,  and 
said,  "  To-morrow  morning  I  shall  have  the 
happiness  of  claiming  this  hand  as  Mrs.  Dom- 
bey's,"  and  bowed  himself  solemnly  out. 

Mrs.  Skewton  rang  for  candles  as  soon  as  the 
house-door  had  closed  upon  him.  M'ith  the 
candles  appeared  her  maid,  with  the  juvenile 
dress  that  was  to  delude  the  world  to-morrow. 
The  dress  had  savage  retribution  in  it,  as  such 
dresses  ever  have,  and  made  her  infinitely  older 
and  more  hideous  than  her  greasy  flannel  gown. 
But  Mrs.  Skewton  tried  it  on  with  mincing  satis- 
faction ;  smirked  at  her  cadaverous  self  in  the 
glass,  as  she  thought  of  its  killing  effect  upon 
the  major ;  and  suffering  her  maid  to  take  it  off 
again,  and  to  prepare  her  for  repose,  tumbled 
into  ruins  like  a  house  of  painted  cards. 

All  this  time  Edith  remained  at  the  dark 
■window,  looking  out  into  the  street.  When  she 
and  her  mother  were  at  last  left  alone,  she 
moved  from  it  for  the  first  time  that  evening,  and 
came  opposite  to  her.  The  yawning,  shaking, 
peevish  figure  of  the  mother,  with  her  eyes 
raised  to  confront  the  proud,  erect  form  of  the 
daughter,  whose  glance  of  fire  was  bent  down- . 
w-ard  upon  her,  had  a  conscious  air  upon  it,  that 
no  levity  or  temper  could  conceal. 

"  I  am  tired  to  death,"  said  she.  "  You  can't 
be  trusted  for  a  moment.  You  are  worse  than  a 
child.  Child  !  No  child  would  be  half  so  ob- 
stinate and  undutiful." 

"  Listen  to  me,  mother,"  returned  Edith,  pass- 
ing these  words  by  with  a  scorn  that  would  not 
descend  to  trifle  with  them.  "  You  must  remain 
alone  here  until  I  return." 

"  Must  remain  alone  here,  Edith,  until  you 
return  ?  "  repeated  her  mother. 

"  Or  in  that  name  upon  which  I  shall  call  to- 
morrow to  witness  what  I  do,  so  falsely  and  so 
shamefully,  I  swear  I  will  refuse  the  hand  of 
this  man  in  the  church.  If  I  do  not,  may  I  fall 
dead  upon  the  pavement !  " 

The  mother  answered  with  a  look  of  quick 
alarm,  in  no  degree  diminished  by  the  look  she 
met. 

"  It  is  enough  !  "  said  Edith  steadily,  '■  that  we 


are  what  we  are.  I  will  have  no  youth  and  truth 
dragged  down  to  my  level.  I  will  have  no  guile- 
less nature  undermined, corrui^ted, and  perverted, 
to  amuse  the  leisure  of  a  world  of  mothers.  You 
know  my  meaning.     Florence  must  go  home." 

"  You  are  an  idiot,  Edith,"  cried  her  angry 
mother.  ''Do  you  e.xpect  there  can  ever  be 
peace  for  you  in  that  house  till  she  is  married, 
and  away  ?  " 

"Ask  me,  or  ask  yourself,  if  I  ever  expect 
peace  in  that  house,"  said  her  daughter,  "and 
you  know  the  answer." 

"And  am  I  to  be  told  to-night,  after  all  my 
pains  and  labour,  and  when  you  are  going, 
through  me,  to  be  rendered  independent,"  her 
mother  almost  shrieked  in  her  passion,  while 
her  palsied  head  shook  like  a  leaf,  "'  that  there 
is  corru]5tion  and  contagion  in  me,  and  that  I 
am  not  fit  company  for  a  girl  ?  AVhat  are  you, 
pray  ?     What  are  you  ?  " 

"  I  have  put  the  question  to  myself,"  said 
Edith,  ashy  pale,  and  pointing  to  the  window, 
"  more  than  once  when  I  have  been  sitting 
there,  and  something  in  the  faded  likeness  of 
my  sex  has  wandered  past  outside ;  and  God 
knows  I  have  met  with  my  reply.  Oh,  mother, 
mother,  if  you  had  but  left  mc  to  my  natural 
heart  when  I  too  was  a  girl — a  younger  girl  than 
Florence — how  different  I  might  have  been  !  " 

Sensible  that  any  show  of  anger  was  useless 
here,  her  mother  restrained  herself,  and  fell  a 
whimpering,  and  bewailed  that  she  had  lived 
too  long,  and  that  her  only  child  had  cast  her 
off,  and  that  duty  towards  parents  was  forgotten 
in  these  evil  days,  and  that  she  had  heard  un- 
natural taunts,  and  cared  for  life  no  longer. 

"  If  one  is  to  go  on  living  through  continual 
scenes  like  this,"  she  whined,  "  I  am  sure  it 
would  be  much  better  for  me  to  think  of  some 
means  of  putting  an  end  to  my  existence.  Oh  ! 
The  idea  of  your  being  my  daughter,  Edith,  and 
addressing  me  in  such  a  strain  !  " 

"  Between  us,  mother,"  returned  Edith  mourn- 
fully, "  the  time  for  mutual  reproaches  is  past." 

"Then  why  do  you  revive  it?"  whimpered 
her  mother.  "  You  know  that  you  are  lacerating 
me  in  the  cruellest  manner.  You  know  how 
sensitive  I  am  to  unkindness.  At  such  a  mo- 
ment, too,  when  I  have  so  much  to  think  of, 
and  am  naturally  anxious  to  appear  to  the  best 
advantage  !  I  wonder  at  you,  Edith.  To  make 
your  mother  a  fright  upon  your  wedding-day  !" 

Edith  bent  the  same  fixed  look  upon  her  as 
slie  sobbed  and  rubbed  her  eyes ;  and  said  in 
the  same  low,  steady  voice,  which  had  neither 
risen  nor  fallen  since  she  first  addressed  her,  "  I 
have  said  that  Florence  must  go  home." 
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"  Let  her  go  !"  cried  the  afflicted  and  affrighted 
parent  hastily.  "  I  am  sure  I  am  wilhng  she 
should  go.     AVhat  is  the  girl  to  me?  " 

"  She  is  so  much  to  me,  that  rather  than  com- 
municate, or  suffer  to  be  communicated,  to  her 
one  grain  of  the  evil  that  is  in  my  breast,  mother, 
I  would  renounce  you,  as  I  would  (if  you  gave  me 
cause)  renounce  him  in  the  church  to-mcrrow," 
replied  Edith.  ''■  Leave  her  alone.  She  shall 
not,  while  I  can  interpose,  be  tampered  with 
and  tainted  by  the  lessons  I  have  learned.^  This 
is  no  hard  condition  on  this  bitter  night." 

••  If  you  had  proposed  it  in  a  filial  manner, 
Edith,"  whined  her  mother,  '^  perhaps  not ; 
very  likely  not.  But  such  extremely  cutting 
words " 

"  They  are  past  and  at  an  end  between  us 
now,"  said  Edith.  "Take  your  own  waj-, 
mother ;  share  as  you  please  in  v/hat  you  have 
gained  ;  spend,  enjoy,  make  much  of  it ;  and  be 
as  happy  as  you  will.  The  object  of  our  lives  is 
won.  Henceforth  let  us  wear  it  silently.  My 
lips  are  closed  upon  the  past  from  this  hour.  I 
forgive  you  your  part  in  to-morrow's  wickedness. 
May  God  forgive  my  own  !" 

Without  a  tremor  in  her  voice  or  frame,  and 
passing  onward  with  a  foot  that  set  itself  upon 
the  neck  of  every  soft  emotion,  she  bade  her 
mother  good  niglit,  and  repaired  to  her  own 
room. 

But  not  to  rest :  for  there  was  no  rest  in  the 
tumult  of  her  agitation  when  alone.  To  and 
fro,  and  to  and  fro,  and  to  and  fro  again,  five 
hundred  times,  among  the  splendid  preparations 
for  her  adornment  on  the  morrow ;  with  her 
(lark  hair  shaken  down,  her  dark  eyes  flashing 
with  a  raging  light,  her  broad  white  bosom  red 
with  the  cruel  grasp  of  the  relentless  hand  with 
which  she  spurned  it  from  her,  pacing  up  and 
down  with  an  averted  head,  as  if  she  would 
avoid  the  sight  of  her  own  fair  person,  and 
divorce  herself  from  its  companionship.  Thus, 
in  the  dead  time  of  the  night  before  her  bridal, 
Edith  Granger  wrestled  with  her  unquiet  spirit, 
tearless,  friendless,  silent,  proud,  and  uncom- 
plaining. 

At  length  it  happened  that  she  touched  the 
open  door  which  led  into  the  room  where  Flo- 
rence lay. 

Slie  started,  stopped,  and  looked  in. 

A  light  was  burning  there,  and  showed  her 
Florence  in  her  bloom  of  innocence  and  beauty, 
fast  asleep.  Edith  held  her  breath,  and  felt 
herself  drawn  on  towards  her. 

Drawn  nearer,  nearer,  nearer  yet ;  at  last, 
drawn  so  near,  that  stooping  down,  she  pressed 
her  lips  to  the  gentle  hand  that  lay  outside  the 


bed,  and  put  it  softly  to  her  neck.  Its  touch 
was  like  the  prophet's  rod  of  old  upon  the  rock. 
Her  tears  sprung  forth  beneath  it,  as  she  sunk 
upon  her  knees,  and  laid  her  aching  head  and 
streaming  hair  upon  the  pillow  by  its  side. 

Thus  Edith  Granger  passed  the  night  before 
her  bridal.  Thus  the  sun  found  her  on  her 
bridal  morning. 


CHAPTER  XXXL 

THE  WEDDING. 

AWN,  with  its  passionless  blank  face, 
steals  shivering  to  the  church  be- 
neath which"  lies  the  dust  of  little 
Paul  and  his  mother,  and  looks  in 
at  the  windows.  It  is  cold  and 
k.  Night  crouches  yet  upon  the 
pavement,  and  broods,  sombre  and 
heayy,  in  nooks  and  corners  of  the 
building.  The  steeple  clock,  perched  up  above 
the  houses,  emerging  from  beneath  another  of 
the  countless  ripples  in  the  tide  of  time  that 
regularly  roll  and  break  on  the  eternal  shore,  is 
greyly  visible  like  a  stone  beacon,  recording 
how  the  sea  flows  on  ;  but  within  doors,  dawn, 
at  first,  can  only  peep  at  night,  and  see  that  it  is 
there. 

Hovering  feebly  round  the  church,  and  look- 
ing in,  dawn  moans  an.l  weeps  for  its  short 
reign,  and  its  tears  trickle  on  the  window  glass, 
and  the  trees  against  the  church  wall  bow  their 
heads,  and  wring  their  many  hands  in  sympathy. 
Night,  growing  pale  before  it.  gradually  fades  out 
of  the  church,  but  lingers  in  the  vaults  below, 
and  sits  upon  the  coffins.  And  now  comes 
bright  daj',  burnishing  the  steeple  clock,  an<l 
reddening  the  spire,  and  drying  up  the  tears  of 
dawn,  and  stifling  its  complaining;  and  the 
scared  dawn,  following  the  night,  and  chasing  it 
from  its  last  refuge,  shrinks  into  the  vaults  itself, 
and  hides,  with  a  frightened  face,  among  die 
dead,  until  night  returns,  refreshed,  to  drive  it  out. 
And  now,  the  mice,  who  ha\e  been  busier 
with  the  Prayer-books  than  their  proper  owners, 
and  with  the  hassocks,  more  worn  by  their  little 
teeth  than  by  human  knees,  hide  their  bright 
eyes  in  their  holes,  and  gather  close  together  in 
affright  at  the  resounding  clashing  of  the  church- 
door.  For  the  beadle,  that  man  of  power,  comes 
early  this  morning  with  the  sexton;  and  Mrs. 
Miff,  the  wheezy  little  pew-opener — a  mighty 
dry  old  lady,  sparely  dressed,  with  not  an  inch 
of  fulness  anywhere  about  her — is  also  here,  and 
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has  been  waiting  at  the  church-gate  half  an  hour, 
as  her  place  is,  for  the  beadle. 

A  vinegar)' face  has  Mrs.  Miff,  and  a  mortified 
bonnet,  and  eke  a  thirsty  soul  for  si.xpences  and 
shillings.  Beckoning  to  stray  peoi)le  to  come 
into  pews  has  given  Mrs.  Miff  an  air  of  mystery  ; 
and  there  is  reservation  in  the  eye  of  Mrs.  Miff, 
as  always  knowing  of  a  softer  seat,  but  having 
her  suspicions  of  the  fee.  There  is  no  such  fact 
as  Mr.  Miff,  nor  has  there  been  these  twenty 
years,  and  Mrs.  Miff  would  rather  not  allude  to 
him.  He  held  some  bad  opinions,  it  would 
seem,  about  free-seats;  and  though  Mrs.  Miff 
hopes  he  may  be  gone  upward,  she  couldn't 
positively  undertake  to  say  so. 

Busy  is  Mrs.  Miff  this  morning  at  the  church- 
door,  beating  and  dusting  the  altar  cloth,  the 
carpet,  and  the  cushions ;  and  much  has  Mrs. 
Miff  to  say  about  the  wedding  they  are  going  to 
have.  Mrs.  Miff  is  told  that  the  new  furniture 
and  alterations  in  the  house  cost  full  five  thou- 
sand pound,  if  they  cost  a  penny  ;  and  Mrs. 
Miff  has  heard,  upon  the  best  authority,  that  the 
lady  hasn't  got  a  sixpence  wherewithal  to  bless 
herself.  Mrs.  Miff  remembers,  likewise,  as  if  it 
had  happened  yesterday,  the  first  wife's  funeral, 
and  then  the  christening,  and  then  the  other 
funeral;  and  Mrs.  Miff  says,  By-the-bye,  she'll 
soap-and-water  that  'ere  tablet  presently,  against 
the  company  arrive.  Mr.  Sownds,  the  beadle, 
who  is  sitting  in  the  sun  upon  the  church  steps 
all  this  time  (and  seldom  does  anything  else, 
except,  in  cold  weather,  sitting  by  the  fire), 
approves  of  Mrs.  Miff's  discourse,  and  asks  if 
Mrs.  Miff  has  heard  it  said  that  the  lady  is  un- 
common handsome  ?  The  information  Mrs. 
Miff  has  received  being  of  this  nature,  Mr. 
Sownds  the  beadle,  who,  though  orthodox  and 
corpulent,  is  still  an  admirer  of  female  beauty, 
observes,  with  unction.  Yes,  he  hears  she  is  a 
spanker — an  expression  that  seems  somewhat 
forcible  to  Mrs.  Miff,  or  would  from  any  lips  but 
those  of  Mr.  Sownds  the  beadle. 

In  Mr.  Dombey's  house,  at  this  same  time, 
there  is  great  stir  and  bustle,  more  especially 
among  the  women  :  not  one  of  whom  has  had 
a  wink  of  sleep  since  four  o'clock,  and  all  of 
whom  were  full  dressed  before  six.  Mr.  Tow- 
linson  is  an  object  of  greater  consideration  than 
usual  to  the  housemaid,  and  the  cook  says  at 
breakfast-time  that  one  wedding  makes  many, 
which  the  housemaid  can't  believe,  and  don't 
think  true  at  all.  Mr.  Towlinson  reserves  his 
sentiments  on  this  question;  being  rendered 
something  gloomy  by  the  engagement  of  a 
foreigner  with  whiskers  (Mr.  Towlinson  is  whis- 
kerless  himself),  who  has  been  hired  to  accom- 


pany the  happy  pair  to  Paris,  and  who  is  busy 
packing  the  new  chariot.  In  respect  of  this 
personage,  Mr.  Towlinson  admits,  presently, 
that  he  never  knew  of  any  good  that  ever  come 
of  foreigners  ;  and  being  charged  by  the  ladies 
with  prejudice,  says,  Look  at  Bonaparte,  who 
was  at  the  head  of  'em,  and  see  what  he  was 
always  up  to  !  Which  the  housemaid  says  is 
very  true. 

The  pastrj'cook  is  hard  at  work  in  the  funereal 
room  in  Brook  Street,  and  the  very  tall  young 
men  are  busy  looking  on.  One  of  the  very  tall 
young  men  already  smells  of  sherry,  and  his  eyes 
have  a  tendency  to  become  fixed  in  his  head, 
and  to  stare  at  objects  without  seeing  them. 
The  very  tall  young  man  is  conscious  of  this 
failing  in  himself;  and  informs  his  comrade  that 
it's  his  "  exciseman."  The  very  tall  young  man 
w.iuld  say  excitement,  but  his  speech  is  hazy. 

The  men  who  play  the  bells  have  got  scent 
of  the  marriage ;  and  the  marrow-bones  and 
cleavers  too ;  and  a  brass  band  too.  The  first 
are  practising  in  a  back-settlement  near  Battle 
Bridge ;  the  second  put  themselves  in  commu- 
nication, through  their  chief,  with  Mr.  Towlin- 
son, to  whom  they  offer  terms  to  be  bought  off; 
and  the  third,  in  the  person  of  an  artful  trom- 
bone, lurks  and  dodges  round  the  corner,  waiting 
for  some  traitor  tradesman  to  reveal  the  place 
and  hour  of  breakfast  for  a  bribe.  Expectation 
and  excitement  extend  further  yet,  and  take  a 
wider  range.  From  Balls  Pond  Mr.  Perch 
brings  Mrs.  Perch  to  spend  the  day  with  Mr. 
Dombey's  servants,  and  accompany  them,  sur- 
reptitiously, to  see  the  wedding.  In  Mr.  Toots's 
lodgings,  Mr.  Toots  attires  himself  as  if  he  were 
at  least  the  bridegroom  :  determined  to  behold 
the  spectacle  in  splendour  from  a  secret  corner 
of  the  gallery,  and  thither  to  convey  the  Chicken. 
For  it  is  Mr.  Toots's  desperate  intent  to  point 
out  Florence  to  the  Chicken,  then  and  there, 
and  openly  to  say,  "  Now,  Chicken,  I  will  not 
deceive  you  any  longer ;  the  friend  I  have  some- 
times mentioned  to  you  is  myself:  Miss  Dom- 
bey  is  the  object  of  my  passion  ;  what  are  your 
opinions.  Chicken,  in  this  state  of  things,  and  what, 
on  the  spot,  do  you  advise  ?  "  The  so-much-to- 
be-astonished  Chicken,  in  the  meanwhile,  dips 
his  beak  into  a  tankard  of  strong  beer  in  Mr. 
Toots's  kitchen,  and  pecks  up  two  pounds  of 
beefsteaks.  In  Princess's  Place,  Miss  Tox  is 
up  and  doing ;  for  she  too,  though  in  sore  dis- 
tress, is  resolved  to  put  a  shilling  in  the  hands 
of  Mrs.  Miff,  and  see  the  ceremony,  which  has  a 
cruel  fascination  for  her,  from  some  lonely  cor- 
ner. The  quarters  of  the  Wooden  Midshipinan 
are  all  alive  ;  for  Captain  Cuttle,  in  his  ankle- 
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jacks  and  with  a  huge  shirt  collar,  is  seated  at 
his  breakfast,  listening  to  Rob  the  Grinder  as  he 
reads  the  marriage  service  to  him  beforehand, 
under  orders,  to  the  end  that  the  captain  may 
perfectly  understand  the  solemnity  he  is  about  to 


witness  :  for  which  purpose  the  captain  gravely 
lays  injunctions  on  his  chaplain,  from  time  to 
time,  to  '•  put  about,"  or  to  "  overhaul  that  'ere 
article  again,"  or  to  stick  to  his  own  duty,  and 
leave  the  Amens  to  him,  the  captain;  one  of 


"  SHE  STARTED,  STOPPED,  AND  LOOKED  IN." 


which  he  repeats,  whenever  a  pause  is  made  by 
Rob  the  Grinder,  with  sonorous  satisfaction. 

Besides  all  this,  and  much  more,  twenty  nur- 
sery-maids in  Mr.  Dombey's  street  alone  have 
promised  twenty  families  of  little  women,  whose 
instinctive  interests  in  nuptials  dates  from  their 
cradles,  that  they  shall  go  and  see  the  marriage. 

DOXIBEY  AND    SoN,    IS. 


Truly,  Mr.  Sownds  the  beadle  has  good  reason 
to  feel  himself  in  office,  as  he  suns  his  portly 
figure  on  the  church  steps,  waiting  for  the  mar- 
riage hour.  Truly  Mrs.  Miff  has  cause  to  pounce 
on  an  unlucky  dwarf  child,  with  a  giant  baby, 
who  peeps  in  at  the  porch,  and  drive  her  forth 
with  indignation. 
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Cousin  Feenix  has  come  over  from  abroad 
expressly  to  attend  the  marriage.  Cousin  Feenix 
was  a  man  about  town  forty  years  ago ;  but  he 
is  still  so  juvenile  in  figure  and  in  manner,  and 
so  well  got  up,  that  strangers  are  amazed  when 
they  discover  latent  wrinkles  in  his  lordship's 
face,  and  crows'  feet  in  his  eyes  ;  and  when  they 
first  observe  him,  not  exactly  certain,  as  he  walks 
across  a  room,  of  going  quite  straight  to  where 
he  wants  to  go.  But  Cousin  Feenix,  getting  up 
at  half-past  seven  o'clock  or  so,  is  quite  another 
thing  from  Cousin  Feenix  got  up  :  and  very  dim 
indeed  he  looks  while  being  shaved  at  Long's 
Hotel,  in  Bond  Street. 

Mr.  Dombey  leaves  his  dressing-room,  amidst 
a  general  whisking  away  of  the  women  on  the 
staircase,  who  disperse  in  all  directions,  with  a 
great  rustling  of  skirts,  except  Mrs.  Perch,  who 
being  (but  that  she  always  is)  in  an  interesting 
situation,  is  not  nimble,  and  is  obliged  to  face 
him,  and  is  ready  to  sink  with  confusion  as 
she  curtsies ; — may  Heaven  avert  all  evil  conse- 
quences from  the  house  of  Perch  !  Mr.  Dombey 
walks  up  to  the  drawing-room  to  bide  his  time. 
Gorgeous  are  Mr.  Dombey's  new  blue  coat, 
fawn-coloured  pantaloons,  and  lilac  waistcoat ; 
and  a  whisper  goes  about  the  house  that  Mr. 
Dombey's  hail  is  curled. 

A  double  knock  announces  the  arrival  of  the 
major,  who  is  gorgeous  too,  and  wears  a  whole 
geranium  in  his  button-hole,  and  has  his  hair 
curled  tight  and  crisp,  as  well  the  native  knows. 

"  Dombey  !  "  says  the  major,  putting  out  both 
hands,  "  how  are  you?" 

"  Major,"  says  Mr.  Dombey,  "  how  are  You?" 

"  By  Jove,  sir,"  says  the  major,  "  Joey  B.  is 
in  such  case  this  morning,  sir," — and -here  he 
hits  himself  hard  upon  the  breast, — "  in  such 
case  this  morning,  sir,  that,  damme,  Dombey, 
he  has  half  a  mind  to  make  a  double  marriage 
of  it,  sir,  and  take  the  mother." 

Mr.  Dombey  smiles ;  but  faintly,  even  for 
him ;  for  Mr.  Dombey  feels  that  he  is  going  to 
be  related  to  the  mother,  and  that,  under  those 
circumstances,  she  is  not  to  be  joked  about. 

"  Dombey,"  says  the  major,  seeing  this,  "  I 
give  you  joy.  I  congratulate  you,  Dombey. 
By  the  Lord,  sir,"  says  the  major,  "you  are 
more  to  be  envied,  this  day,  than  any  man  in 
England  !  " 

Here,  again,  Mr.  Dombey's  assent  is  qualified; 
because  he  is  going  to  confer  a  great  distinction 
on  a  lady ;  and,  no  doubt,  she  is  to  be  envied 
most. 

"  As  to  Edith  Granger,  sir,''  pursues  the  major, 
"  there  is  not  a  woman  in  all  'Europe  but  might 
— and  would,  sir,  you  will  allow  Bagstock  to  add 


■^and  would — give  her  ears,  and  her  ear-rings 
too,  to  be  in  Edith  Granger's  place." 

"  You  are  good  enough  to  say  so,  major," 
says  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Dombey,"  returns  the  major,  "you  know  it. 
Let  us  have  no  false  delicacy.  You  know  it. 
Do  you  know  it,  or  do  you  not,  Dombey  ?  "  says 
the  major,  almost  in  a  passion. 

"  Oh,  really,  major " 

"Damme,  sir,"  retorts  the  major,  "do  you 
know  that  fact,  or  do  you  not?  Dombey  !  Is 
old  Joe  your  friend  ?  Are  we  on  that  footing  ol 
unreserved  intimacy,  Dombey,  that  may  justify 
a  man — a  blunt  old  Joseph  B.,  sir — in  speak- 
ing out ;  or  am  I  to  take  open  order,  Dombey. 
and  to  keep  my  distance,  and  to  stand  on 
forms  ?  " 

'■  My  dear  Major  Bagstock,"  says  Mr.  Dombey 
with  a  gratified  air,  "  you  are  quite  warm." 

"By  Gad,  sir,"  says  the  major,  "I  am  warm. 
Joseph  B.  does  not  deny  it,  Dombey.  He  is 
warm.  This  is  an  occasion,  sir,  that  calls  forth 
all  the  honest  sympathies  remaining  in  an  old, 
infernal,  battered,  used-up,  invalided  J.  B.  car- 
case. And  1  tell  you  what,  Dombey — at  such 
a  time  a  man  must  blurt  out  what  he  feels,  or 
put  a  muzzle  on  ;  and  Joseph  Bagstock  tells  you 
to  your  face,  Dombey,  as  he  tells  his  club  behind 
your  back,  that  he  never  will  be  muzzled  when 
Paul  Dombey  is  in  question.  Now,  damme, 
sir,"  concludes  the  major  with  great  firmness, 
'*  what  do  you  make  of  that  ?  " 

-"  Major,"  says  Mr.  Dombey,  "I  assure  you  that 
I  -am  really  obliged  to  you.  I  had  no  idea  of 
checking  your  too  partial  friendship." 

"  Not  too  partial,  sir  ! "  exclaims  the  choleric 
major.     "  Dombey,  I  deny  it !  "    ■.! 

"  Your  friendship  I  will  say,  then,''  pursues 
Mr.  Dombey,  "  on  any  account.  Nor  can  I  for- 
get, major,  ou'^uch  an  occasion  as  the  present, 
how  much  I  am  indebted  to  it." 

"  Dombey,"  says  the  major,  with  appropriate 
action,  "  that  is  the  hand  of  Joseph  Bagstock  ; 
of  plain  old  Joey  B.,  sir,  if  you  like  that  better  ! 
That  is  the  hand  of  which  his  Royal  Highness 
the  late  Duke  of  York  did  me  the  honour  to 
observe,  sir,  to  his  Royal  Highness  the  late 
Duke  of  Kent,  that  it  was  the  hand  of  Josh ;  a 
rough  and  tough,  and  possibly  an  up-to-snufi", 
old  vagabond. '  Dombey,  may  the  present  mo- 
ment be  the  least  unhappy  of  our  lives  !  God 
bless  you  !  " 

Now  enters  Mr.  Carker,  gorgeous  likewise, 
and  smiling  like  a  wedding-guest  indeed.  He 
can  scarcely  let  Mr.  Dombey's  hand  go,  he  is  so 
congratulatory;  and  he  shakes  the  major's  hand 
so    heartily  at  the  same   time,   that  his    voice 


EVERYBODY  IS  READY. 


shakes  too,  in  accord  with  his  amis,  as  it  comes 
sliding  from  between  his  teeth. 

"The  very  day  is  auspicious,"  says  Mr. 
Carker.  "  The  brightest  and  most  genial 
weather  !     I  hope  I  am  not  a  moment  late  ?  " 

"  Punctual  to  your  time,  sir,"  says  the  major. 

"  I  am  rejoiced,  I  am  sure,"  says  Mr. 
Carker.  "  1  was  afraid  I  might  be  a  few 
seconds  after  the  appointed  time,  for  I  was 
delayed  by  a  procession  of  waggons ;  and  I 
took  the  liberty  of  riding  round  to  Brook 
Street  " — this  to  Mr.  Dombey — "  to  leave  a 
few  poor  rarities  of  flowers  for  Mrs.  Dombey. 
A  man  in  my  position,  and  so  distinguished 
as  to  be  invited  here,  is  proud  to  offer  some 
homage  in  acknowledgment  of  his  vassalage : 
and,  as  I  have  no  doubt  Mrs.  Dombey  is  over- 
whelmed with  what  is  costly  and  magnificent," 
— with  a  strange  glance  at  his  patron, — "  I 
hope  the  very  poverty  of  my  offering  may  find 
favour  for  it." 

"  Mrs.  Dombey  that  is  to  be,"  returns  Mr. 
Dombey  condescendingly,  "  will  be  very  sensible 
of  your  attention,  Carker,  I  am  sure." 

"  And  if  she  is  to  be  Mrs.  Dombey  this  morn- 
ing, sir,"  says  the  major,  putting  down  his  coffee- 
cup,  and  looking  at  his  watch,  "  it's  high  time 
we  were  off!" 

Forth,  in  a  barouche,  ride  Mr.  Dombey, 
Major  Bagstock,  and  Mr.  Carker  to  the  church. 
Mr.  Sownds  the  beadle  has  long  risen  from  the 
steps,  and  is  in  waiting  with  his  cocked-hat  in 
his  hand.  Mrs.  Miff  curtsies  and  proposes 
chairs  in  the  vestry.  l\Ir.  Dombey  prefers  re- 
maining in  the  church.  As  he  looks  up  at  the 
organ,  Miss  Tox  in  the  gallery  shrinks  behind 
the  fat  leg  of  a  cherubim  on  a  monument,  with 
cheeks  like  a  young  Wind.  Captain  Cuttle,  on 
the  contrary,  stands  up,  and  waves  his  hook,  in 
token  of  welcome  and  encouragement.  Mr. 
Toots  informs  the  Chicken,  behind  his  hand,  that 
the  middle  gentleman,  he  in  the  fawn-coloured 
pantaloons,  is  the  father  of  his  love.  The 
Chicken  hoarsely  whispers  Mr.  Toots  that  he's 
as  stiff  a  cove  as  ever  he  see,  but  that  it  is 
within  the  resources  of  Science  to  double  him  up 
with  one  blow  in  the  waistcoat. 

Mr.  Sownds  and  Mrs.  Mift'  are  eyeing  Mr. 
Dombey  from  a  little  distance,  when  the  noise 
of  approaching  wheels  is  heard,  and  Mr.  Sownds 
goes  out,  Mrs.  Miff  meeting  Mr.  Dombey's 
eye  as  it  is  withdrawn  from  the  presumptuous 
maniac  up-stairs,  who  .salutes  him  with  so  much 
urbanity,  drops  a  curtsy,  and  informs  him  that 
she  believes  his"gt>od  lady"  is  come.  Then, 
there  is  a  crowding  and  a  whispering  at  the  door, 
and  the  good  lady  enters  with  a  hauglUy  step. 


There  is  no  sign  upon  her  face  of  last  night's 
suffering  ;  there  is  no  trace  in  her  manner  of  the 
woman  on  the  bended  knees,  reposing  her  wild 
head  upon  the  pillow  of  the  sleeping  girl.  That 
girl,  all  gentle  and  lovely,  is  at  her  side — a  strik- 
ing contrast  to  her  own  disdainful  and  defiant 
figure,  standing  there,  composed,  erect,  inscru- 
table of  will,  resplendent  and  majestic  in  the 
zenith  of  its  charms,  yet  beating  down,  and 
treading  on,  the  admiration  that  it  challenges. 

There  is  a  pause  while  Mr.  Sownds  the  beadle 
glides  into  the  vestry  for  the  clergyman  and 
clerk.  At  this  juncture,  Mrs.  Skewton  speaks  to 
Mr.  Dombey  ;  more  distinctly  and  emphatically 
than  her  custom  is,  and  moving,  at  the  same 
time,  close  to  Edith. 

"My  dear  Dombey,"  says  the  good  mamma, 
"  I  fear  I  must  relinquish  darling  Florence  after 
all,  and  suflfer  her  to  go  home,  as  she  herself 
proposed.  After  my  loss  of  to-day,  my  dear 
Dombey,  I  feel  I  shall  not  have  spirits,  even  for 
her  society." 

"  Had  she  not  better  stay  with  you  ?  "  returns 
the  bridegroom. 

"  I  think  not,  my  dear  Dombey.  No,  I  think 
not.  I  shall  be  better  alone.  Besides,  my  dearest 
Edith  will  be  her  natural  and  constant  guardian 
when  you  return,  and  I  had  better  not  encroach 
upon  her  trust,  perhaps.  She  might  be  jealous. 
Eh,  dear  Editli  ?  " 

The  aftectionate  mamma  presses  her  daugh- 
ter's arm  as  she  says  this  :  perhaps  entreating 
her  attention  earnestly. 

"  To  be  serious,  my  dear  Dombe}-,"  she  re- 
sumes, "  I  will  relinquish  our  dear  child,  and 
not  inflict  my  gloom  upon  her.  We  have 
settled  that  just  now.  She  fully  understands, 
dear  Dombey.  Edith,  my  dear,  she  fully  under- 
stands.'' 

Again  the  good  mother  presses  her  daughter's 
arm.  Mr.  Dombey  offers  no  additional  remon- 
strance ;  for  the  clergyman  and  clerk  appear ; 
and  Mrs.  Mift",  and  Mr.  Sownds  the  beadle, 
group  the  party  in  their  proper  places  at  the 
altar  rails. 

"  Who  giveth  this  woman  to  be  married  to 
this  man  ?  " 

Cousin  Feenix  does  that.  He  has  come  from 
Baden-Baden  on  purpose.  "  Confound  it," 
Cousin  Feenix  says — good-natured  creature, 
Cousin  Feeni.x — "when  we  do  get  a  rich  City 
fellow  into  the  family,  let  us  show  him  some 
attention;  let  us  do  something  for  him." 

"7  give  this  woman  to  be  married  to  this 
man,"  saith  Cousin  Feenix,  therefore.  Cousin 
Feenix,  meaning  to  go  in  a  straight  line,  but 
turning  off  sideways  by  reason  of  his  wilful  legs. 
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gives  the  wrong  woman  to  be  married  to  this 
man  at  first — to  wit,  a  bridesmaid  of  some  con- 
dition, distantly  connected  with  the  family,  and 
ten  years  Mrs.  Skewton's  junior — but  Mrs.  Miff, 
interposing  her  mortified  bonnet,  de.\terously 
turns  him  back,  and  runs  him,  as  on  casters,  full 
at  the  "good  lady  ;"  whom  Cousin  Feenix  giveth 
to  be  married  to  this  man  accordingly. 

And  will  they  in  the  sight  of  Heaven ? 

Ay,  that  they  will :  Mr.  Uombey  says  he  will. 
And  what  says  Edith  ?     She  will. 


So,  from  that  day  forivard,  for  better  for  worse, 
for  richer  for  poorer,  in  sickness  and  in  health, 
to  love  and  to  cherish,  till  death  do  them  part, 
they  plight  their  troth  to  one  another,  and  are 
married. 

In  a  firm,  free  hand  the  bride  subscribes  her 
name  in  the  register  when  they  adjourn  to  the 
vestry.  "  There  an't  a  many  ladies  comes  here," 
Mrs.  Miff  says  with  a  curtsy — to  look  at  Mrs. 
Miff,  at  such  a  season,  is  to  make  her  mortified 
bonnet   go   down   with   a    dip — "writes    their 


IN   A   HR.M,    FREE   HAND  THE   BRIDE  SUBSCRIBES   HER   NAME   IN    THE   KEGISltK. 


names  like  this  good  lady  !  "  Mr.  Sownds  the 
beadle  thinks  it  is  a  truly  spanking  signature, 
and  worthy  of  the  writer — this,  however,  between 
himself  and  conscience. 

Florence  signs  too,  but  unapplauded,  for  her 
hand  shakes.  All  the  party  sign  ;  Cousin  Feenix 
last :  who  puts  his  noble  name  into  a  wrong 
place,  and  enrolls  himself  as  having  been  born 
that  morning. 

The  major  now  salutes  the  bride  right  gal- 
lantly, and  carries  out  that  branch  of  military 


tactics  in  reference  to  all  the  ladies:  notwith- 
standing Mrs.  Skewton's  being  extremely  hard 
to  kiss,  and  squeaking  shrilly  in  the  sacred  edifice. 
The  example  is  followed  by  Cousin  Feenix,  and 
even  by  Mr.  Dombey.  Lastly,  Mr.  Carker,  with 
his  white  teeth  glistening,  approaches  Edith  more 
as  if  he  meant  to  bite  her  than  to  taste  the  sweets 
that  linger  on  her  lips. 

There  is  a  glow  upon  her  proud  cheek,  and 
a  flashing  in  her  eyes,  that  may  be  meant  to 
stay  him ;  but   it    does  not,  for  he  salutes  her 
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as  the  rest  have  done,  and  wishes  her  all  happi- 
ness. 

"  If  wishes,"  says  he  in  a  low  voice,  "are  not 
superfluous,  applied  to  such  a  union." 

"  I  thank  you,  sir,"  she  answers,  with  a  curled 
iip  and  a  heaving  bosom. 

But,  does  Edith  feel  still,  as  on  the  night 
when  she  knew  that  I\Ir.  Dombey  would  return 
to  offer  his  alliance,  that  Carker  knows  her  tho- 
roughly, and  reads  her  right,  and  that  she  is 
more  degraded  by  his  knowledge  of  her  than 
by  aught  else  ?  Is  it  for  this  reason  that  her 
haughtiness  shrinks  beneath  his  smile,  like  snow 
within  the  hand  that  grasps  it  firmly,  and  that 
her  imperious  glance  droops  in  meeting  his,  and 
seeks  the  ground? 

"  I  am  proud  to  see,"  says  Mr.  Carker,  widi  a 
servile  stooping  of  his  neck,  which  the  revela- 
tions making  by  his  eyes  and  teeth  proclaim  to 
be  a  lie,  "  1  am  proud  to  see  that  my  humble 
offering  is  graced  by  Mrs.  Dombey's  hand,  and 
permitted  to  hold  so  favoured  a  place  in  so 
joyful  an  occasion." 

Though  she  bends  her  head  in  answer,  there 
is  something  in  the  momentary  action  of  her 
hand,  as  if  she  would  crush  the  flowers  it  holds, 
and  fling  them,  with  contempt,  upon  the  ground. 
But,  she  puts  the  hand  through  the  arm  of  her 
new  husband,  who  has  been  standing  near,  con- 
versing with  the  major,  and  is  proud  again,  and 
motionless,  and  silent. 

The  carriages  are  once  more  at  the  church- 
door.  Mr.  Dombey,  with  his  bride  upon  his 
arm,  conducts  her  through  the  twenty  families 
of  little  women  who  are  on  the  steps,  and  every 
one  of  whom  remembers  the  fashion  and  the 
colour  of  her  every  article  of  dress  from  that 
moment,  and  reproduces  it  on  her  doll,  who  is 
for  ever  being  married.  Cleopatra  and  Cousin 
'Feenix  enter  the  same  carriage.  The  major 
hands  into  a  second  carriage  Florence,  and  the 
bridesmaid  who  so  narrowly  escaped  being  given 
away  by  mistake,  and  then  enters  it  himself,  and 
is  followed  by  Mr.  Carker.  Horses  prance  and 
caper ;  coachmen  and  footmen  shine  in  fluttering 
favours,  flowers,  and  new-made  liveries.  Away 
they  dash  and  rattle  through  the  streets ;  and, 
as  they  pass  along,  a  thousand  heads  are  turned 
to  look  at  them,  and  a  thousand  sober  moralists 
revenge  themselves  for  not  being  married  too, 
that  morning,  by  reflecting  that  these  people 
little  think  such  happiness  can't  last. 

Miss  Tox  emerges  from  behind  the  cherubim's 
leg  when  all  is  quiet,  and  comes  slowly  down 
from  the  gallery.  Miss  Tox's  eyes  are  red, 
and  her  pocket-handkerchief  is  damp.  She  is 
wounded,  but  not  exasperated,  and  she  hopes 


they  may  be  happy.  She  quite  admits  to  her- 
self the  beauty  of  the  bride,  and  her  own  com- 
paratively feeble  and  faded  attractions  ;  but  the 
stately  image  of  Mr.  Dombey,  in  his  lilac  waist- 
coat and  his  fawn-coloured  pantaloons,  is  present 
to  her  mind,  and  Miss  Tox  weeps  afresh,  behind 
her  veil,  on  her  way  home  to  Princess's  Place. 
Captain  Cuttle,  having  joined  in  all  the  amens 
and  responses  with  a  devout  growl,  feels  much 
improved  by  his  religious  exercises  ;  and,  in  a 
peaceful  frame  of  mind,  pervades  the  body  of  the 
church,  glazed  hat  in  hand,  and  reads  the  tablet 
to  the  memory  of  little  Paul.  The  gallant  Mr. 
Toots,  attended  by  the  faithful  Chicken,  leaves 
the  building  in  torments  of  love.  The  Chicken 
is  as  yet  unable  to  elaborate  a  scheme  for  win- 
ning Florence,  but  his  first  idea  has  gained  pos- 
session of  him,  and  he  thinks  the  doubling  up 
of  Mr.  Dombey  would  be  a  move  in  the  right 
direction.  Mr.  Dombey's  servants  come  out  of 
their  hiding-places,  and  prepare  to  rush  to  Brook 
Street,  when  they  are  delayed  by  symptoms  of 
indisposition  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Perch,  who 
entreats  a  glass  of  water  and  becomes  alarming ; 
Mrs.  Perch  gets  better  soon,  however,  and  is 
borne  away ;  and  Mrs.  Mift",  and  Mr.  Sownds 
the  beadle,  sit  upon  the  steps  to  count  what  they 
have  gained  by  the  affair,  and  talk  it  over,  while 
the  sexton  tolls  a  funeral. 

Now,  the  carriages  arrive  at  the  bride's  resi- 
dence, and  the  players  on  the  bells  begin  to 
jingle,  and  the  band  strikes  up,  and  Mr.  Punch, 
that  model  of  connubial  bliss,  salutes  his  wife. 
Now,  the  people  run  and  push,  and  press  round 
in  a  gaping  throng,  while  Wx.  Dombey,  leading 
Mrs.  Dombey  by  the  hand,  advances  solemnly 
into  the  Feenix  halls.  Now,  the  rest  of  the 
wedding-party  alight,  and  enter  after  them.  And 
why  does  Mr.  Carker,  passing  through  the  peo[)le 
to  the  hall-door,  think  of  the  old  woman  who 
called  to  him  in  the  grove  that  morning.'  Or 
why  does  Florence,  as  she  passes,  think,  with  a 
tremble,  of  her  childhood,  when  she  was  lost, 
and  of  the  visage  of  good  Mrs.  Brown  ? 

Now,  there  are  more  congratulations  on  this 
happiest  of  days,  and  more  company,  thougii 
not  much ;  and  now  they  leave  the  drawing- 
room,  and  range  themselves  at  table  in  the  dark 
brown  dining-room,  which  no  confectioner  can 
brighten  up,  let  Tiim  garnish  the  exhausted 
negroes  with  as  many  flowers  and  love-knots  as 
he  will. 

The  pastrycook  has  done  his  duty  like  a  man, 
though,  and  a  rich  breakfast  is  set  forth.  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Chick  have  joined  the  party,  among 
others.  Mrs.  Chick  admires  that  Edith  should 
be,  by  nature,  such  a  perfect  Dombey  ;  and  is 
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affable  and  confidential  to  Mrs.  Skewton,  whose 
mind  is  relieved  of  a  great  load,  and  who  takes 
her  share  of  the  champagne.  Tlie  very  tall 
young  man,  who  suffered  from  excitement  early, 
is  better  :  but  a  vague  sentiment  of  repentance 
has  seized  upon  him,  and  he  hates  the  other  very 
tall  young  man,  and  wrests  dishes  from  him  by 
violence,  and  takes  a  grim  delight  in  disobliging 
the  company.  The  company  are  cool  and  calm, 
and  do  not  outrage  the  black  hatchments  of  pic- 
tures looking  down  upon  them  by  any  excess  of 
mirth.  Cousin  Feenix  and  the  major  are  the 
gayest  there ;  but  Mr.  Carker  has  a  smile  for  the 
whole  table.  He  has  an  especial  smile  for  the 
bride,  who  very,  very  seldom  meets  it. 

Cousin  Feenix  rises  when  the  company  have 
breakfasted,  and  the  servants  have  left  the  room  ; 
and  wonderfully  young  he  looks,  with  his  white 
WTistbands  almost  covering  his  hands  (otherwise 
rather  bony),  and  the  bloom  of  the  champagne 
in  his  cheeks. 

"  Upon  my  honour,"  says  Cousin  Feenix, 
"  although  it's  an  unusual  sort  of  thing  in  a 
private  gentleman's  house,  I  must  beg  leave  to 
call  upon  you  to  drink  what  is  usually  called  a — 
in  fact,  a  toast." 

The  major  very  hoarsely  indicates  his  ap- 
proval. Air.  Carker,  bending  his  head  forward 
over  the  table  in  the  direction  of  Cousin  Feenix, 
smiles  and  nods  a  great  many  times. 

"  A — in  fact,  it's  not  a "  Cousin  Feenix 

beginning  again,  thus,  comes  to  a  dead  stop. 

"  Hear,  hear ! "  says  the  major  in  a  tone  of 
conviction. 

Mr.  Carker  softly  claps  his  hands,  and  bend- 
ing forward  over  the  table  again,  smiles  and  nods 
a  great  many  more  times  than  before,  as  if  he 
were  particularly  struck  by  this  last  observation, 
and  desired  personally  to  express  his  sense  of 
the  good  it  has  done  him. 

"  It  is,"  says  Cousin  Feenix,  "  an  occasion,  in 
fact,  when  the  general  usages  of  life  may  be  a 
little  departed  from  without  impropriety ;  and 
although  I  never  was  an  orator  in  my  life,  and 
when  I  was  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and 
had  the  honour  of  seconding  the  address,  was 
— ;in  fact,  laid  up  for  a  fortnight  with  the  con- 
sciousness of  failure " 

The  major  and  Mr.  Carker  are  so  much  de- 
lighted by  this  fragment  of  personal  history,  that 
Cousin  Feenix  laughs,  and,  addressing  them 
individually,  goes  on  to  say  : 

"  And,  in  point  of  fact,  when  I  was  devilish 
ill— still,  you  know,  I  feel  that  a  duty  devolves 
upon  me.  And  when  a  duty  devolves  upon  an 
Englishman,  he  is  bound  to  get  out  of  it,  in  my 
opinion,  in  the  best  way  he  can.     Well!  our 


family  has  had  the  gratification,  to-day,  of  con- 
necting itself,  in  the  person  of  my  lovely  and 
accomplished  relative,  whom  I  now  see — in 
point  of  fact,  present " 

Here  there  is  general  applause. 

"  Present,"  repeats  Cousin  Feenix,  feeling 
that  it  is  a  neat  point  which  will  bear  repetition, 
— "  with  one  who — that  is  to  say,  with  a  man  at 
whom  the  finger  of  scorn  can  never — in  fact,  with 
my  honourable  friend  Dombey,  if  he  will  allow 
me  to  call  him  so." 

Cousin  Feenix  bows  to  Mr.  Dombey;  Mr. 
Dombey  solemnly  returns  the  bow ;  everybody 
is  more  or  less  gratified  and  affected  by  this  ex- 
traordinary, and  perhaps  unprecedented,  appeal 
to  the  feelings. 

"  I  have  not,"  says  Cousin  Feenix,  "  enjoyed 
those  opportunities  which  I  could  have  desired, 
of  cultivating  the  acquaintance  of  my  friend 
Dombey,  and  studying  those  quahties  which  do 
equal  honour  to  his  head,  and,  in  point  of  fact, 
to  his  heart ;  for  it  has  been  my  misfortune  to 
be,  as  we  used  to  say  in  my  time  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  when  it  was  not  the  custom  to 
allude  to  the  Lords,  and  when  the  order  of  par- 
liamentary proceedings  was  perhaps  better  ob- 
served than  it  is  now — to  be  in — in  point  of  fact," 
says  Cousin  Feenix,  cherishing  his  joke  with  great 
slyness,  and  finally  bringing  it  out  with  a  jerk, 
"  '  in  another  place  ! '  " 

The  major  falls  into  convulsions,  and  is  re- 
covered with  difficulty. 

"  But  I  know  sufficient  of  my  friend  Dombey," 
resumes  Cousin  Feenix  in  a  graver  tone,  as  if  he 
had  suddenly  become  a  sadder  and  a  wiser  man, 
"  to  know  that  he  is,  in  point  of  fact,  what  may 
be  emphatically  called  a — a  merchant — a  British 
merchant — and  a — and  a  man.  And  although 
I  have  been  resident  abroad  for  some  years  (it 
would  give  me  great  pleasure  to  receive  my 
friend  Dombej',  and  everybody  here,  at  Baden- 
Baden,  and  to  have  an  opportunity  of  making 
'em  known  to  the  Grand  Duke),  still  I  know 
enough,  I  flatter  myself,  of  my  lovely  and  ac- 
complished relative,  to  know  that  she  possesses 
every  requisite  to  make  a  man  happy,  and  that 
her  marriage  with  my  friend  Dombey  is  one  of 
inclination  and  aflection  on  both  sides." 

Many  smiles  and  nods  from  Mr.  Carker. 

"  Therefore,"  says  Cousin  Feenix,  "  I  con- 
gratulate the  family  of  which  I  am  a  member  on 
the  acquisition  of  my  friend  Dombey.  _  I  con- 
gratulate my  friend  Dombey  on  his  union  with 
my  lovely  and  accomplished  relative,  who  pos- 
sesses every  requisite  to  make  a  man  happy ; 
and  I  take  the  liberty  of  calling  on  you  all,  in 
point  of  fact,  to  congratulate  both  my  friend 
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Dombey  and  my  lovely  and  accomplished  rela- 
tive on  the  present  occasion." 

The  speech  of  Cousin  Feenix  is  received  with 
great  applause,  and  Mr.  Dombey  returns  thanks 
on  behalf  of  himself  and  Mrs.  Dombey.  J.  B. 
shortly  afterwards  proposes  Mrs.  Skewton.  The 
breakfast  languishes  when  that  is  done,  the  vio- 
lated hatchments  are  avenged,  and  Edith  rises 
to  assume  her  travelling  dress. 

All  the  servants,  in  the  meantime,  have  been 
breakfasting  below.  Champagne  has  grown  too 
common  among  them  to  be  mentioned,  and 
roast  fowls,  raised  pies,  and  lobster  salad  have 
become  mere  drugs.  The  very  tall  young  man 
has  recovered  his  spirits,  and  again  alludes  to 
the  exciseman.  His  comrade's  eye  begins  to 
emulate  his  own,  and  he  too  stares  at  objects 
without  taking  cognizance  thereof.  There  is  a 
general  redness  in  the  faces  of  the  ladies ;  in  the 
face  of  Mrs.  Perch  particularly,  who  is  joyous 
and  beaming,  and  lifted  so  far  above  the  cares 
of  life,  that  if  she  were  asked  just  now  to  direct  a 
wayfarer  to  Balls  Pond,  where  her  own  cares 
lodge,  she  would  have  some  difficulty  in  recall- 
ing the  way.  Mr.  Towlinson  has  proposed  the 
happy  pair ;  to  which  the  silver-headed  butler 
has  responded  neatly,  and  with  emotion  ;  for  he 
half  begins  to  think  he  h  an  old  retainer  of  the 
family,  and  that  he  is  bound  to  be  affected  by 
these  changes.  The  whole  party,  and  especially 
the  ladies,  are  very  frolicsome.  Mr.  Dombey's 
cook,  who  generally  takes  the  lead  in  society, 
has  said,  It  is  impossible  to  settle  down  after 
this,  and  why  not  go,  in  a  party,  to  the  play  ? 
Everybody  (Mrs.  Perch  included)  has  agreed  to 
this ;  even  the  native,  who  is  tigerish  in  his 
drink,  and  who  alarms  the  ladies  (Mrs.  Perch 
particularly)  Ijy  the  rolling  of  his  eyes.  One  of 
the  very  tall  young  men  has  even  proposed  a 
ball  after  the  play,  and  it  presents  itself  to  no 
one  (Mrs.  Perch  included)  in  the  light  of  an  im- 
possibility. Words  have  arisen  between  the 
housemaid  and  Mr.  Towlinson ;  she,  on  the 
authority  of  an  old  saw,  asserting  marriages  to 
be  made  in  heaven  :  he  affecting  to  trace  the 
manufacture  elsewhere ;  he  supposing  that  she 
says  so,  because  she  thinks  of  being  married  Jier 
own  self;  she  saying.  Lord  forbid,  at  any  rate, 
that  slie  should  ever  marry  him.  To  calm 
these  flying  taunts,  the  silver-headed  butler 
rises  to  propose  the  health  of  Mr.  Towlinson, 
whom  to  know  is  to  esteem,  and  to  esteem  is  to 
wish  well  settled  in  life  with  the  object  of  his 
choice,  wherever  (here  the  silver-headed  butler 
eyes  the  housemaid)  she  may  be.  Mr.  Towlin- 
son returns  thanks  in  a  speech  replete  with 
feeling,    of    which    the    peroration    turns    on 


foreigners,  regarding  whom  he  says  they  may 
find  favour,  sometimes,  with  weak  and  incon- 
stant intellects  that  can  be  led  away  by  hair, 
but  all  he  hopes  is,  he  may  never  hear  of  no 
foreigner  never  boning  nothing  out  of  no  travel- 
ling chariot.  The  eye  of  Mr.  Towlinson  is  so 
severe  and  so  expressive  here,  that  the  house- 
maid is  turning  hysterical,  when  she  and  all  the 
rest,  roused  by  the  intelligence  that  the  Bride 
is  going  away,  hurry  up-stairs  to  witness  her  de- 
parture. 

The  chariot  is  at  the  door ;  the  Bride  is  de- 
scending to  the  hall,  where  Mr.  Dombey  waits 
for  her.  Florence  is  ready  on  the  staircase  to 
depart  too  ;  and  Miss  Nipper,  who  has  held  a 
middle  state  between  the  parlour  and  the 
kitchen,  is  prepared  to  accompany  her.  As 
Edith  appears,  Florence  hastens  towards  her, 
to  bid  her  farewell. 

Is  Edith  cold,  that  she  should  tremble  ?  Is 
there  anything  unnatural  or  unwholesome  in 
the  toucji  of  Florence,  that  the  beautiful  form 
recedes  and  contracts,  as  if  it  could  not  bear 
'  it  ?  Is  there  so  much  hurry  in  this  going  away, 
that  Edith,  with  a  wave  of  her  hand,  sweeps 
on,  and  is  gone  ? 

Mrs.  Skewton,  overpowered  by  her  feelings  as 
a  mother,  sinks  on  her  sofa  in  the  Cleopatra 
attitude,  when  the  clatter  of  the  chariot  wheels 
is  lost,  and  sheds  several  tears.  The  major, 
coming  with  the  rest  of  the  company  from  table, 
endeavours  to  comfort  her ;  but  she  will  not  be 
comforted  on  any  terms,  and  so  the  major 
takes  his  leave.  Cousin  Feenix  takes  his  leave, 
and  jNIr.  Carker  takes  his  leave.  The  guests  all 
go  away.  Cleopatra,  left  alone,  feels  a  little 
giddy  from  her  strong  emotion,  and  falls  asleep. 

Giddiness  prevails  below-stairs  too.  The 
very  tall  young  man,  whose  excitement  came  on 
so  soon,  appears  to  have  his  head  glued  to  the 
table  in  the  pantry,  and  cannot  be  detached 
from  it.  A  violent  revulsion  has  taken  place  in 
the  spirits  of  Mrs.  Perch,  who  is  low  on  account 
of  Mr.  Perch  ;  and  tells  cook  that  she  fears  he 
is  not  so  much  attached  to  his  home  as  he  used 
to  be,  when  they  were  only  nine  in  family.  Mr. 
Towlinson  has  a  singing  in  his  ears,  and  a  large 
wheel  going  round  and  round  inside  his  head. 
The  housemaid  wishes  it  wasn't  wicked  to  wish 
that  one  was  dead. 

There  is  a  general  delusion  likewise,  in  these 
lower  regions,  on  the  subject  of  time  ;  everybody 
conceiving  that  it  ought  to  be,  at  the  earliest, 
ten  o'clock  at  night,  whereas  it  is  not  yet  three 
in  the  afternoon.  A  shadowy  idea  of  wicked- 
ness committed  haunts  every  individual  in  the 
party  ;  and  each  one  secretly  thinks  the  other  a 
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companion  in  guilt,  whom  it  would  be  agreeable 
to  avoid.  No  man  or  woman  has  the  hardihood 
to  hint  at  the  projected  visit  to  the  play.  Any 
one  reviving  the  notion  of  the  ball  would  be 
scouted  as  a  malignant  idiot. 

Mrs.  Skewton  sleeps  up-stairs  two  hours  after- 
wards, and  naps  are  not  yet  over  in  the  kitchen. 
The  hatchments  in  the  dining-room  look  down 
on  crumbs,  dirty  plates,  spillings  of  wine,  half- 
thawed  ice,  stale  discoloured  heel-taps,  scraps  of 
lobster,  drum-sticks  of  fowls,  and  pensive  jellies, 
gradually  resolving  themselves  into  a  lukewarm, 
gummy  soup.  The  marriage  is,  by  this  time, 
almost  as  denuded  of  its  show  and  garnish  as 
the  breakfast.  Mr.  Dombey's  servants  moralise 
so  much  about  it,  and  are  so  reiientant  over 
their  early  tea  at  home,  that,  by  eight  o'clock  or 
so,  they  settle  down  into  confirmed  seriousness ; 
and  Mr.  Perch,  arriving  at  that  time  from  the 
City,  fresh  and  jocular,  with  a  white  waistcoat 
and  a  comic  song,  ready  to  spend  the  evening, 
and  prepared  for  any  amount  of  dissipation,  is 
amazed  to  find  himself  coldly  received,  and 
Mrs.  Perch  but  poorly,  and  to  have  the  pleasing 
duty  of  escorting  that  lady  home  by  the  next 
omnibus. 

Night  closes  in.  Florence,  having  rambled 
througli  the  handsome  house,  from  room  to 
room,  seeks  her  own  chamber,  where  the  care 
of  Edith  has  surrounded  her  with  luxuries  and 
comforts  ;  and,  divesting  herself  of  her  hand- 
some dress,  puts  on  her  old  simple  mourning 
for  dear  Paul,  and  sits  down  to  read,  with 
Diogenes  winking  and  blinking  on  the  ground 
beside  her.  But  Florence  cannot  read  to-night. 
The  house  seems  strange  and  new,  and  there 
are  loud  echoes  in  it.  There  is  a  shadow  on  her 
heart  :  she  knows  not  why  or  what :  but  it  is 
lieavy.  Florence  shuts  her  book,  and  gruff 
Diogenes,  who  takes  that  for  a  signal,  puts  his 
paws  upon  her  lap,  and  rubs  his  ears  against  her 
caressing  hands.  But  Florence  cannot  see  him 
jjlainly  in  a  little  time,  for  there  is  a  mist  be- 
tween her  eyes  and  him,  and  her  dead  brother 
and  dead  mother  shine  in  it  like  angels.  Walter, 
too,  poor,  wandering,  shipwrecked  boy,  oh, 
where  is  he  ? 

The  major  don't  know ;  that's  for  certain  ; 
and  don't  care.  'I'he  major,  having  choked  and 
slumbered  all  the  afternoon,  has  taken  a  late 
dinner  at  his  club,  and  now  sits  over  his  pint  of 
wine,  driving  a  modest  young  man,  with  a  fresh- 
coloured  face,  at  the  next  table  (who  would  give 
a  handsome  sum  to  be  able  to  rise  and  go  away, 
but  cannot  do  it)  to  the  verge  of  madness,  by 
anecdotes  of  Bagstock,  sir,  at  Dombey's  wed- 
ding, and  old  Joe's  devilish  gentlemanly  friend. 


Lord  Feenix.  While  Cousin  Feenix,  who  ought 
to  be  at  Long's,  and  in  bed,  finds  himself,  in- 
stead, at  a  gaming-table,  where  his  wilful  legs 
have  taken  him,  perhaps,  in  his  own  despite. 

Night,  like  a  giant,  fills  the  church,  from  pave- 
ment to  roof,  and  holds  dominion  through  the 
silent  hours.  Pale  dawn  again  comes  peeping 
through  the  windows ;  and.  giving  place  to  day, 
sees  night  withdraw  into  the  vaults,  and  follows 
it,  and  drives  it  out,  and  hides  among  the  dead. 
The  timid  mice  again  cower  close  together  when 
the  great  door  clashes,  and  Mr.  .Sownds  and 
Mrs.  Mift",  treading  the  circle  of  their  daily  lives, 
unbroken  as  a  marriage  ring,  come  in.  Again 
the  cocked-hat  and  the  mortified  bonnet  stand 
in  the  background  at  the  marriage  hour ;  and 
again  this  man  taketh  this  woman,  and  this 
woman  taketh  this  man,  on  the  solemn  terms  : 

"  To  have  and  to  hold,  from  this  day  forward, 
for  better  for  worse,  for  richer  for  poorer,  in 
sickness  and  in  health,  to  love  and  to  cherish, 
until  death  do  them  part." 

The  very  words  that  i\Ir.  Carker  rides  into 
town  repeating,  with  his  mouth  stretched  to  the 
utmost,  as  he  picks  his  dainty  way. 


CHAPTER  XXXn. 


THE  WOODEN   MIDSHIPMAN   GOES   TO    PIECES. 


ONEST  Captain  Cuttle,  as  the  weeks 
flew  over  him  in  his  fortified  retreat, 
by  no  means  abated  any  of  his  pru- 
dent provisions  against  surprise, 
because  of  the  non-appearance  of 
the  enemy.  The  captain  argued  that 
his  present  security  was  too  profound 
and  wonderful  to  endure  much  longer  ; 
he  knew  that,  when  the  wind  stood  in  a  fair 
quarter,  the  weather-cock  was  seldom  nailed 
there  ;  and  he  was  too  well  acquainted  with 
the  determined  and  dauntless  character  of  Mrs. 
MacStinger  to  doubt  that  that  heroic  woman 
had  devoted  herself  to  the  task  of  his  discovery 
and  capture.  Trembling  beneath  the  weight  of 
these  reasons.  Captain  Cuttle  lived  a  very  close 
and  retired  life ;  seldom  stirring  abroad  until 
after  dark;  venturing  even  then  only  into  the 
obscurest  streets ;  never  going  forth  at  all  on 
Sundays  ;  and,  both  within  and  without  the 
walls  of  his  retreat,  avoiding  bonnets,  as  if  they 
were  worn  by  raging  lions. 

The  captain  never  dreamed  that,  in  the  event 
of  his  being  pounced  upon  by  Mrs.  MacStinger 
in  his  walks,  it  would  be  possible  to  offer  resist- 
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ance.  He  felt  that  it  could  not  be  done.  He 
saw  himself,  in  his  mind's  eye,  put  meekly  in  a 
liackney  coach,  and  carried  off  to  his  old  lodg- 
inn-s.  He  foresaw  that,  once  immured  there,  he 
was  a  lost  man  :  his  hat  gone  ;  Mrs.  MacStinger 
watchful  of  him  day  and  night ;  reproaches 
lieaped  upon  his  head  before  the  infant  family  ; 
himself  the  guilty  object  of  suspicion  and  dis- 
trust :  an  ogre  in  the  children's  eyes,  and  in 
their  mother's  a  detected  traitor. 

A  violent  perspiration  and  a  lowness  of  spirits 
always  came  over  the  captain  as  this  gloomy 
picture  presented  itself  to  his  imagination.  It 
generally  did  so  previous  to  his  stealing  out  of 
doors  at  night  for  air  and  exercise.  Sensible  of 
the  risk  he  ran,  the  captain  took  leave  of  Rob, 
at  those  times,  with  the  solemnity  which  became 
a  man  who  might  never  return  :  exhorting  him, 
in  the  event  of  his  (the  captain's)  being  lost 
sight  of  for  a  time,  to  tread  in  the  paths  of 
virtue,  and  keep  the  brazen  instruments  well 
polished. 

But  not  to  throw  away  a  chance,  and  to  secure 
to  himself  a  means,  in  case  of  the  worst,  of  hold- 
ing communication  with  the  external  world, 
Captain  Cuttle  soon  conceived  the  happy  idea 
of  teaching  Rob  the  Grinder  some  secret  signal, 
by  which  that  adherent  might  make  his  presence 
and  fidelity  known  to  his  commander  in  the 
hour  of  adversity.  After  much  cogitation,  the 
captain  decided  in  favour  of  instructing  him  to 
whistle  the  marine  melody,  "  Oh  cheerily, 
cheerily  ! "  and  Rob  the  Grinder  attaining  a 
point  as  near  perfection  in  that  accomplishment 
as  a  landsman  could  hope  to  reach,  the  captain 
impressed  these  mysterious  instructions  on  his 
inind  : 

"  Now,  my  lad,  stand  by !  If  ever  I'm 
took " 

"  Took,  captain  !  "  interposed  Rob,  with  his 
round  eyes  wide  open. 

"Ah  !"  said  Captain  Cuttle  darkly,  "if  ever 
I  goes  away,  meaning  to  come  back  to  supper, 
and  don't  come  within  hail  again  twenty-four 
hours  artcr  my  loss,  go  you  to  Brig  Place,  and 
whistle  that  'ere  tune  near  my  old  moorings — 
not  as  if  you  was  a  meaning  of  it,  you  under- 
stand, but  as  if  you'd  drifted  there  promiscuous. 
If  I  answer  in  that  tune,  you  sheer  off,  my  lad, 
and  come  back  four-and-twenty  hours  arterwards  ; 
if  I  answer  in  another  tune,  do  you  stand  off 
and  on,  and  wait  till  I  throw  out  further  signals. 
Do  you  understand  them  orders,  now  ?  " 

"  What  am  I  to  stand  off  and  on  of,  captain  ?" 
inquired  Rob.     "  The  horse  road  ?  " 

'■  Here's  a  smart  lad  for  you  !  "  cried  the  cap- 
tain, eyeing   him   sternly,   "  as  don't  know  his 


own  native  alphabet  !  Go  away  a  bit  and  come 
back  again  alternate — d'ye  understand  that  ?  " 

"  Yes,  captain,"  said  Rob. 

"  Very  good,  my  lad,  then,"  said  the  captain, 
relenting.     "  Do  it  !  " 

That  he  might  do  it  the  better.  Captain  Cuttle 
sometimes  condescended  of  an  evening,  after  the 
shop  was  shut,  to  rehearse  the  scene  :  retiring 
into  the  parlour  for  the  purpose,  as  into  the 
lodgings  of  a  supposititious  MacStinger,  and 
carefully  observing  the  behaviour  of  his  ally, 
from  the  hole  of  espial  he  had  cut  in  the  wall. 
Rob  the  Grinder  discharged  himself  of  his  duty 
with  so  much  exactness  and  judgment,  when  thus 
put  to  the  proof,  that  the  captain  presented  him,  at 
divers  times,  with  seven  sixpences,  in  token  of 
satisfaction  ;  and  gradually  felt  stealing  over  his 
spirit  the  resignation  of  a  man  who  had  made 
provision  for  the  worst,  and  taken  every  reason- 
able precaution  against  an  unrelenting  fate. 

Nevertheless,  the  captain  did  not  tempt  ill- 
fortune  by  being  a  whit  more  venturesome  than 
before.  Though  he  considered  it  a  point  of 
good-breeding  in  himself,  as  a  general  friend  of 
the  f:rmily,  to  attend  Mr.  Dombey's  wedding  (of 
which  he  had  heard  from  INIr.  Perch),  and  to 
show  that  gentleman  a  pleasant  and  approving 
countenance  from  the  gallery,  he  had  repaired  to 
the  church  in  a  hackney  cabriolet,  with  both 
windows  up  ;  and  might  have  scrupled  even  to 
make  that  venture,  in  his  dread  of  Mrs.  Mac- 
Stinger, but  that  the  lady's  attendance  on  the 
ministry  of  the  Reverend  Melchisedech  rendered 
it  peculiarly  unlikely  that  she  would  be  found  in 
communion  with  the  Establishment. 

The  captain  got  safe  home  again,  and  fell 
into  the  ordinary  routine  of  his  new  life,  without 
encountering  any  more  direct  alarm  from  the 
enemy  than  was  suggested  to  him  by  the  daily 
bonnets  in  the  street.  But,  other  subjects  began 
to  lie  heavier  on  the  captain's  mind,  ^\'alter's 
ship  was  still  unheard  of  No  news  came  of  old 
Sol  Gills.  Florence  did  not  even  know  of  the 
old  man's  disappearance,  and  Captain  Cuttle 
had  not  the  heart  to  tell  her.  Indeed,  the  cap- 
tain, as  his  own  hopes  of  the  generous,  hand- 
some, gallant-hearted  youth  whom  he  had  loved, 
according  to  his  rough  manner,  from  a  child, 
began  to  fade,  and  faded  more  and  more  from 
day  to  day,  shrunk  with  instinctive  pain  from 
the  thought  of  exchanging  a  word  with  Florence. 
If  he  had  had  good  news  to  carry  to  her,  the 
honest  captain  would  have  braved  the  newly- 
decorated  house  and  splendid  furniture — though 
these,  connected  with  the  lady  he  had  seen 
at  church,  were  awful  to  him — and  made  his 
way  into  her  presence.     With  a  dark  horizon 
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gathering  around  their  common  hopes,  however, 
which  darkened  every  hour,  the  captain  ahnost 
felt  as  if  he  were  a  new  misfortune  and  affliction 
to  her ;  and  was  scarcely  less  afraid  of  a  visit 
from  Florence  than  from  Mrs.  MacStinger  her- 
self. 

It  was  a  chill,  dark,  autumn  evening,  and 
Captain  Cuttle  had  ordered  a  fire  to  be  kindled 
in  the  little  back-parlour,  now  more  than  ever 
like  the  cabin  of  a  ship.  The  rain  fell  fast,  and 
the  wind  blew  hard  ;  and  straying  out  on  the 
housetop  by  that  stormy  bedroom  of  his  old 
friend,  to  take  an  observation  of  the  weather,  the 
captain's  heart  died  within  him  when  he  saw 
how  wild  and  desolate  it  was.  Not  that  he  as- 
sociated the  weather  of  that  time  with  poor 
Walter's  destin)-,  or  doubted  that,  if  Providence 
had  doomed  him  to  be  lost  and  shipwrecked,  it 
was  over  long  ago  ;  but  that  beneath  an  outward 
influence  quite  distinct  from  the  subject-matter 
of  his  thoughts,  the  captain's  spirits  sank,  and 
his  hopes  turned  pale,  as  those  of  wiser  men  had 
often  done  before  him,  and  will  often  do  again. 

Captain  Cuttle,  addressing  his  face  to  the 
snarp  wind  and  slanting  rain,  looked  up  at  the 
heavy  scud  that  was  flying  fast  over  the  wilder- 
ness of  housetops,  and  looked  for  something 
cheery  there  in  vain.  The  prospect  near  at 
hand  was  no  better.  In  sundry  tea-chests,  and 
other  rough  boxes  at  his  feet,  the  pigeons  of 
Rob  the  Grinder  w-ere  cooing  like  so  many  dis- 
mal breezes  getting  up.  A  crazy  weather-cock 
of  a  midshipman  with  a  telescope  at  his  eye, 
once  visible  from  the  street,  but  long  bricked 
out,  creaked  and  complained  upon  his  rusty 
pivot  as  the  shrill  blast  spun  him  round  and 
round,  and  sported  with  him  cruell)'.  Upon  the 
captain's  coarse  blue  vest  the  cold  rain-drops 
started  like  steel  beads  ;  and  he  could  hardly 
maintain  himself  aslant  against  the  stiff  nor'- 
wester  that  came  pressing  against  him,  importu- 
nate to  topple  him  over  the  parapet,  and  throw 
him  on  the  pavement  below.  If  there  were  any 
Hope  alive  that  evening,  the  captain  thought, 
as  he  held  his  hat  on,  it  certainly  kept  house, 
and  wasn't  out  of  doors  ;  so  the  captain,  shak- 
ing his  head  in  a  despondent  manner,  went  in  to 
look  for  it. 

Captain  Cuttle  descended  slowly  to  the  little 
back-parlour,  and,  seated  in  his  accustomed 
chair,  looked  for  it  in  the  fire ;  but  it  was  not 
there,  though  the  fire  was  bright.  He  took  out 
his  tobacco-box  and  pipe,  and,  composing  him- 
self to  smoke,  looked  for  it  in  the  red  glow  from 
the  bowl,  and  in  the  wreaths  of  vapour  that 
curled  upward  from  his  lips ;  but  there  was  not 
so  much  as  an  atom  of  the  rust  of  Hope's  anchor 


in  either.  He  tried  a  glass  of  grog  ;  but  melan- 
choly truth  was  at  the  bottom  of  that  well,  and 
he  couldn't  finish  it.  He  made  a  turn  or  two  in 
the  shop,  and  looked  for  Hope  among  the  in- 
struments ;  but  they  obstinately  worked  out 
reckonings  for  the  missing  ship,  in  spite  of  any 
opposition  he  could  offer,  that  ended  at  the 
bottom  of  the  lone  sea. 

The  wind  still  rushing,  and  the  rain  still 
Ijattering,  against  the  closed  shutters,  the  captain 
brought  to  before  the  Wooden  Midshipman 
upon  the  counter,  and  thought,  as  he  dried  the 
little  officer's  uniform  with  his  sleeve,  how  many 
years  the  Midshipman  had  seen,  during  whicli 
few  changes — hardly  any — had  transpired  among 
his  ship's  company ;  how  the  changes  had  come 
all  together  one  day,  as  it  might  be  ;  and  of 
what  a  sweeping  kind  they  were.  Here  was  the 
httle  society  of  the  back-parlour  broken  up,  and 
scattered  far  and  wide.  Here  was  no  audience 
for  Lovely  Peg,  even  if  there  liad  been  anybody 
to  sing  it,  which  there  was  not  ;  for  the  captain 
was  as  morally  certain  that  nobody  but  he  could 
execute  that  ballad  as  he  was  that  he  had  not 
the  spirit,  under  existing  circumstances,  to  at- 
tempt it.  There  was  no  bright  face  of  "  Wal'r" 
in  the  house ; — here  the  captain  transferred  his 
sleeve  for  a  moment  from  the  Midihipman's  uni- 
form to  his  own  cheek  ; — the  familiar  wig  and 
buttons  of  Sol  Gills  were  a  vision  of  the  past ; 
Richard  Whittington  was  knocked  on  the  head  j 
and  every  plan  and  project,  in  connection  with 
the  Midshipman,  lay  drifting,  without  mast  of 
rudder,  on  the  waste  of  waters. 

As  the  captain,  with  a  dejected  face,  stood 
revolving  these  thoughts,  and  polishing  the  Mid- 
shipman, partly  in  the  tenderness  of  old  ac- 
quaintance, and  partly  in  the  absence  of  his 
mind,  a  knocking  at  the  shop-door  communi- 
cated a  frightful  start  to  the  frame  of  Rob  the 
Grinder  seated  on  the  counter,  whose  large  eyes 
had  been  intently  fixed  on  the  captain's  face, 
and  who  had  been  debating  within  himself,  for 
the  five  hundredth  time,  whether  the  captain 
could  have  done  a  murder,  that  he  had  such  an 
evil  conscience,  and  was  always  running  away. 

"  What's  that  ?  "  said  Captain  Cuttle  softly. 

"Somebody's  knuckles,  captain,"  answered 
Rob  the  Grinder. 

The  captain,  with  an  abashed  and  guilty  air, 
immediately  sneaked  on  tiptoe  to  the  little 
parlour,  and  locked  himself  in.  Rob,  opening 
the  door,  would  have  parleyed  with  the  visitor 
on  the  threshold,  if  the  visitor  had  come  in 
female  guise;  but  the  figure  being  of  the 
male  sex,  and  Rob's  orders  only  applying  to 
women,  Rob  held  the  door  open,  and  allowed 
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it  to  enter  :  which  it  did  very  quickly,  glad  to 
get  out  of  the  driving  rain. 

"  A  job  for  Burgess  and  Co.  at  any  rate," 
said  the  visitor,  looking  over  his  shoulder  com- 
passionately at  his  own  legs,  which  were  very 
wet,  and  covered  with  splashes.  "  Oh,  how  de 
do,  Mr.  Gills?" 

The  salutation  was  addressed  to  the  captain, 
now  emerging  from  the  back  -  parlour  with  a 
most  transparent  and  utterly  futile  affectation  of 
coming  out  by  accident. 

"  Thankee,"  the  gentleman  went  on  to  say  in 
the  same  breath  ;  "  I'm  very  well  indeed  myself, 
I'm  much  obliged  to  you.  My  name  is  Toots — 
Mister  Toots." 

The  captain  remembered  to  have  seen  this 
young  gentleman  at  the  wedding,  and  made  him 
a  bow.  Mr.  Toots  replied  with  a  chuckle  ;  and 
being  embarrassed,  as  he  generally  was,  breathed 
hard,  shook  hands  with  the  captain  for  a  long 
time,  and  then  falling  on  Rob  the  Grinder,  in 
the  absence  of  any  other  resource,  shook  hands 
with  him  in  a  most  affectionate  and  cordial 
manner. 

"  I  say !  I  should  like  to  speak  a  word  to 
you,  Mr.  Gills,  if  you  please,"  said  Toots  at 
length,  with  surprising  presence  of  mind.  "  I 
say  !     Miss  D.  O.  M.,  you  know  !  " 

The  captain,  with  responsive  gravity  and 
mystery,  immediately  waved  his  hook  towards 
the  little  parlour,  wliither  Mr.  Toots  followed 
him. 

"  Oh  !  I  beg  your  pardon,  though,"  said  Mr. 
Toots,  looking  up  in  the  captain's  face,  as  he 
sat  down  in  a  chair  by  the  fire,  which  the  captain 
])laced  for  him  ;  "  you  don't  happen  to  know  the 
Chicken  at  all ;  do  you,  Mr.  Gills  ?" 

"  The  Chicken  ?  "  said  the  captain. 

"  The  Game  Chicken,"  said  Mr.  Toots. 

The  captain  shaking  his  head,  Mr.  Toots  ex- 
plained that  the  man  alluded  to  was  the  cele- 
brated public  character  who  had  covered  him- 
self and  his  country  with  glory  in  his  contest 
with  the  Nobby  .Shropshire  One  ;  but  this  piece 
of  information  did  not  appear  to  enlighten  the 
captain  very  much. 

'•'  Because  he's  outside  :  that's  all,"  said  Mr. 
Toots.  "  But  it's  of  no  consequence;  he  won't 
get  very  wet,  perhaps." 

"  I  can  pass  the  word  for  him  in  a  moment," 
said  the  captain. 

"  Well,  if  you  would  have  the  goodness  to  let 
him  sit  in  the  shop  with  your  young  man," 
chuckled  Mr.  Toots,  "  I  should  be  glad  ;  be- 
cause, you  know,  he's  easily  ofiended,  and  the 
damp's  rather  bad  for  his  stamina,  /'ll  call  him 
in,  Mr.  Gills." 


With  that,  Mr.  Toots,  repairing  to  the  .shop- 
door,  sent  a  peculiar  whistle  into  the  night, 
which  produced  a  stoical  gentleman  in  a  shaggy 
white  great-coat  and  a  flat-brimmed  hat,  with 
very  short  hair,  a  broken  nose,  and  a  consider- 
able tract  of  bare  and  sterile  country  behind 
each  ear. 

".Sit  down.  Chicken,"  said  Mr.  Toots. 

The  compliant  Chicken  spat  out  some  small 
pieces  of  straw  on  which  he  was  regaling  him- 
self, and  took  in  a  fresh  supply  from  a  reserve 
he  carried  in  his  hand. 

"  There  an't  no  drain  of  nothing  short  handy, 
is  there  ?  "  said  the  Chicken  generally.  "  This 
here  sluicing  night  is  hard  lines  to  a  man  as 
lives  on  his  condition." 

Captain  Cuttle  proftered  a  glass  of  rum,  which 
the  Chicken,  throwing  back  his  head,  emptied 
into  himself,  as  into  a  cask,  after  proposing  the 
brief  sentiment,  "  Towards  us  !  "  Mr.  Toots 
and  the  captain  returning  then  to  the  parlour, 
and  taking  their  seats  before  the  fire,  Mr.  Toots 
began  : 

"  Mr.  Gills " 

"  Awast  !  "  said  the  captain.  "  My  name's 
Cuttle." 

Mr.  Toots  looked  greatly  disconcerted,  while 
the  captain  proceeded  gravely  : 

"  Cap'en  Cuttle  is  my  name,  and  England  is 
my  nation,  this  here  is  my  dwelling-place,  and 
blessed  be  creation — -Job,"  said  the  captain,  as 
an  index  to  his  authority. 

"  Oh  !  I  couldn't  see  Mr.  Gills,  could  I  ?  " 
said  Mr.  Toots ;  "  because " 

"  If  you  could  see  Sol  Gills,  young  gen'l'm'n," 
said  the  captain  impressively,  and  laj'ing  his 
heavy  hand  on  Mr.  Toots's  knee,  •'  old  Sol, 
mind  you — with  your  own  eyes — as  you  sit  there 
■ — you'd  be  welcomer  to  me  than  a  wind  astarn 
to  a  ship  becalmed.  But  you  can't  see  Sol 
Gills.  And  why  can't  you  see  Sol  Gills  ?  "  said 
the  captain,  apprised  by  the  face  of  Mr.  Toots 
that  he  was  making  a  profound  impression  on 
that  gentleman's  mind.  "  Because  he's  in- 
wisible." 

Mr.  Toots,  in  his  agitation,  was  going  to 
reply  that  it  was  of  no  consequence  at  all. 
But  he  corrected  himself,  and  said,  "  Lor  bless 
me  ! " 

"  That  there  man,"  said  the  captain,  "  has 
left  me  in  charge  here  by  a  piece  of  writing,  but 
though  he  was  a'most  as  good  as  my  sworn 
brother,  I  know  no  more  where  he's  gone,  or 
why  he's  gone — if  so  be  to  seek  his  nevy,  or  if 
so  be  along  of  being  not  (juite  settled  in  his 
mind— than  you  do.  One  morning,  at  day- 
break, he  went  over  the  side,"  said  the  captain, 
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"  without  a  splash,  without  a  ripple.  I  have 
looked  for  that  man  high  and  low,  and  never 
set  eyes,  nor  ears,  nor  nothing  else  upon  him, 
from  that  hour." 

"  But,  good  gracious.  Miss  Dombey  don't 
know ■'  Mr.  Toots  began. 

"Why,  I  ask  you,  as  a  feeling  heart,"  said  the 
captain,  dropping  his  voice,  "why  should  she 
know?  Why  should  she  be  made  to  know 
until  such  time  as  there  warn't  any  help  for  it  ? 
She  took  to  old  Sol  Gills,  did  that  sweet  creetur, 

with  a  kindness,  with  a  affability,  wdth  a 

What's  the  good  of  saying  so  ?    You  know  her." 

"  I  should  hope  so,"  chuckled  Mr.  Toots, 
with  a  conscious  blush  that  suffused  his  whole 
countenance. 

"And  you  come  here  from  her?"  said  the 
captain. 

"  I  should  think  so,"  chuckled  Mr.  Toots. 

"  Then  all  I  need  observe  is,"  said  the  cap- 
tain, "  that  you  know  a  angel,  and  are  char- 
tered by  a  angel." 

Mr.  Toots  instantly  seized  the  captain's  hand, 
and  requested  the  favour  of  his  friendship. 

"  Upon  my  word  and  honour,"  said  Mr.  Toots 
earnestly,  "  I  should  be  very  much  obliged  to 
you  if  you'd  improve  my  acquaintance.  I  should 
like  to  know  you,  captain,  very  much.  I  really 
am  in  \vant  of  a  friend,  I  am.  Little  Dombey 
was  my  friend  at  old  Blimber's,  and  would  have 
been  now,  if  he'd  have  lived.  The  Chicken," 
said  Mr.  Toots  in  a  forlorn  whisper,  "  is  very 
well — admirable  in  his  way— the  sharpest  man, 
perhaps,  in  the  world  ;  there's  not  a  move  he 
isn't  up  to  ;  everybody  says  so — but  I  don't 
know — he's  not  everything.  So  she  is  an  angel, 
captain.  If  there  is  an  angel  anywhere,  it's 
Miss  Dombey.  That's  what  I've  always  said. 
Really  though,  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  I 
should  be  very  much  obliged  to  you  if  you'd 
cultivate  my  acquaintance." 

Captain  Cuttle  received  this  proposal  in  a 
polite  manner,  but  still  without  committing 
himself  to  its  acceptance ;  merely  observing, 
"  Ay,  ay,  my  lad.  We  shall  see,  we  shall  see  ;  " 
and  reminding  Mr.  Toots  of  his  immediate 
mission,  by  inquiring  to  what  he  was  indebted 
for  the  honour  of  that  visit. 
_  _  "  Why,  the  fact  is,"  replied  Mr.  Toots,  "  that 
it's  the  young  woman  I  come  from.  Not  Miss 
Dombey— Susan,  you  know." 

The  captain  nodded  his  head  once,  with  a 
grave  expression  of  face,  indicative  of  his  regard- 
ing that  young  woman  with  serious  respect. 

"And  I'll  tell  you  how  it  happens,"  said  Mr. 
Toots.  "You  know,  I  go  and  call  sometimes 
on  Miss  Dombey.    I  don't  go  there  on  purpose, 


you  know,  but  I  happen  to  be  in  the  neighbour- 
hood very  often  ;  and  when  I  find  myself  there, 
why — why,  I  call." 

"  Nat'rally,"  observed  the  captain. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Toots.  "  I  called  this  after- 
noon. Upon  my  word  and  honour,  I  don't 
think  it's  possible  to  form  an  idea  of  the  angel 
Miss  Dombey  was  this  afternoon." 

The  captain  answered  with  a  jerk  of  his  head, 
implying  that  it  might  not  be  easy  to  some 
people,  but  was  quite  so  to  him. 

"As  I  was  coming  out,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "the 
young  woman,  in  the  most  unexpected  manner, 
took  me  into  the  pantr)-." 

The  captain  seemed,  for  the  moment,  to  object 
to  this  proceeding ;  and  leaning  back  in  his 
chair,  looked  at  Mr.  Toots  with  a  distrustful,  if 
not  threatening  visage. 

"  Where  she  brought  out,"  said  Mr.  Toots, 
"  this  newspaper.  She  told  me  that  she  had  kept 
it  from  Miss  Dombey  all  day,  on  account  of 
something  that  was  in  it,  about  somebody  that 
she  and  Dombey  used  to  know  ;  and  then  she 
read  the  passage  to  me.     Very  well.     Then  she 

said Wait  a  minute ;  what  was  it  she  said, 

though  ? " 

Mr.  Toots,  endeavouring  to  concentrate  his 
mental  powers  on  this  question,  unintentionally 
fi-xed  the  captain's  eye,  and  was  so  much  dis- 
composed  by  its  stern  expression,  that  his  diffi- 
culty in  resuming  the  thread  of  his  subject  was 
enhanced  to  a  painful  extent. 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Mr.  Toots  after  long  considera- 
tion. "  Oh,  ah  !  Yes  !  She  said  that  she 
hoped  there  was  a  bare  possibility  that  it 
mightn't  be  true  ;  and'  that  as  she  couldn't  very 
well  come  out  herself,  without  surprising  Miss 
Dombey,  would  I  go  down  to  Mr.  Solomon 
Gills  the  Instrument-maker's  in  this  street,  who 
W'as  the  party's  uncle,  and  ask  whether  he  be- 
lieved it  was  true,  or  had  heard  anything  else 
in  the  City.  She  said,  if  he  couldn't  speak  to 
me,  no  doubt  Captain  Cuttle  could.  By-the- 
bye  !  "  said  Mr.  Toots,  as  the  discovery  flashed 
upon  him,  "  you,  you  know  !  " 

The  captain  glanced  at  the  newspaper  in  Mr. 
Toots's  hand,  and  breathed  short  and  hurriedly. 

"  Well,"  pursued  Mr.  Toots,  "'  the  reason  why 
I'm  rather  late  is,  because  I  went  up  as  far  as 
Finchley  first,  to  get  some  uncommonly  fine 
chickweed  that  grows  there,  for  Miss  Dombey's 
bird.  But  I  came  on  here  directly  afterwards. 
You've  seen  the  paper,  I  suppose  ?  " 

The  captain,  who  had  become  cautious  of 
reading  the  news,  lest  he  should  find  himself 
advertised  at  full  length  by  Mrs.  MacStinger, 
shook  his  head. 
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"  Shall  I  read  the  passage  to  you  ?  "  inquired 
Mr.  Toots. 

The  captain  making  a  sign  in  the  affirmative, 
Mr.  Toots  read  as  follows,  from  the  Shipping 
Intelligence  : 

"  '  Southampton.  The  bark  Defiance,  Henry 
James,  Commander,  arrived  in  this  port  to-day, 
with  a  cargo  of  sugar,  coffee,  and  rum,  reports 
that,  being  becalmed  on  the  si.xth  day  of  her 
passage  home  from  Jamaica,  in' — in   such  and 

such  a  latitude,  you  know "  said  Mr.  Toots, 

after  making  a  feeble  dash  at  the  figures,  and 
tumbling  over  them. 

"Ay  !''  cried  the  captain,  striking  his  clenched 
hand  on  the  table.     "  Heave  ahead,  my  lad  ! '' 

"  — Latitude,"  repeated  Mr.  Toots,  with  a 
startled  glance  at  the  captain,  "  and  longitude 
so-and-so, — '  the  look-out  observed,  half  an  hour 
before  sunset,  some  fragments  of  a  wreck,  drift- 
ing at  about  the  distance  of  a  mile.  The  weather 
being  clear,  and  the  bark  making  no  way,  a  boat 
was  hoisted  out,  with  orders  to  inspect  the  same, 
when  they  were  found  to  consist  of  sundry  large 
spars,  and  a  part  of  the  main  rigging  of  an 
English  brig,  of  about  five  hundred  tons  burden, 
together  with  a  portion  of  the  stern,  on  which 

the  words  and  letters  "  Son  and  H "  were 

yet  plainly  legible.  No  vestige  of  any  dead 
body  was  to  be  seen  upon  the  floating  fragments. 
Log  of  the  Defiance  states,  that  a  breeze  spring- 
ing up  in  the  night,  the  wreck  was  seen  no  more. 
There  can  be  no  doubt  that  all  surmises  as  to 
the  fate  of  the  missing  vessel,  the  Son  and  Heir, 
port  of  London,  bound  for  Barbadoes,  are  now 
set  at  rest  for  ever  ;  that  she  broke  up  in  the  last 
hurricane ;  and  that  every  soul  on  board  perished. " '' 

Captain  Cuttle,  like  all  mankind,  little  knew 
how  much  hope  had  survived  within  him  under 
discouragement,  until  he  felt  its  death-shock. 
During  the  reading  of  the  paragraph,  and  for  a 
minute  or  two  afterwards,  he  sat  with  his  gaze 
fixed  on  the  modest  Mr.  Toots,  like  a  man 
entranced  ;  then,  suddenly  rising,  and  putting 
on  his  glazed  hat,  which,  in  his  visitor's  honour, 
he  had  laid  upon  the  table,  the  captain  turned 
his  back,  and  bent  his  head  down  on  the  little 
chimney-piece. 

"  Oh  !  upon  my  word  and  honour,"  cried 
Mr.  Toots,  whose  tender  heart  was  moved  by 
the  captain's  unexpected  distress,  "  this  is  a 
most  wretched  sort  of  affair,  this  world  is ! 
Somebody's  always  dying,  or  going  and  doing 
something  uncomfortable  in  it.  I'm  sure  I 
never  should  have  looked  forward  so  much  to 
coming  into  my  property,  if  I  had  known  this. 
I  never  saw  such  a  world.  It's  a  great  deal 
worse  than  Blimber's." 


Captain  Cuttle,  without  altering  his  position, 
signed  to  Mr.  Toots  not  to  mind  him ;  and  pre- 
sently turned  round,  with  his  glazed  hat  thrust 
back  upon  his  ears,  and  his  hand  composing 
and  smoothing  his  brown  face. 

"  Wal'r,  my  dear  lad,"  said  the  captain,  "  fare- 
well !  Wal'r,  my  child,  my  boy,  and  man,  I 
loved  you  !  He  warn't  my  flesh  and  blood," 
said  the  captain,  looking  at  the  fire — "I  an't 
got  none- — but  something  of  what  a  father  feels 
when  he  loses  a  son,  I  feel  in  losing  Wal'r.  For 
why  ?  "  said  the  captain.  "  Because  it  an't  one 
loss,  but  a  round  dozen.  Where's  that  there 
young  school-boy  with  the  rosy  face  and  curly 
hair,  that  used  to  be  as  merry  in  this  here  par- 
lour, come  round  every  week,  as  a  piece  of 
music  ?  Gone  do\vn  with  Wal'r.  Where's  that 
there  fresh  lad,  that  nothing  couldn't  tire  nor 
])ut  out,  and  that  sparkled  up  and  blushed  so, 
when  we  joked  him  about  Heart's  Delight,  that 
he  was  beautiful  to  look  at?  Gone  down  with 
Wal'r.  Where's  tliat  there  man's  spirit,  all  afire, 
that  wouldn't  see  the  old  man  hove  down  for  a 
minute,  and  cared  nothing  for  itself?  Gone 
down  with  Wal'r.  It  an't  one  Wal'r.  There 
was  a  dozen  Wal'rs  that  I  knowed,  and  loved, 
all  holding  round  his  neck  when  he  went  down, 
and  they're  a  holding  round  mine  now  !  " 

Mr.  Toots  sat  silent  :  folding  and  refolding 
the  newspaper  as  small  as  possible  upon  his 
knee. 

"  And  Sol  Gills,"  said  the  captain,  gazing  at 
the  fire,  "  poor  nevyless  old  Sol,  where  are  you 
got  to  ?  You  was  left  in  charge  of  me  ;  his  last 
words  was,  '  Take  care  of  my  uncle  ! '  What 
came  over  yon,  Sol,  when  you  went  and  gave 
the  go-by  to  Ned  Cuttle  ;  and  what  am  I  to 
put  in  my  accounts,  that  he's  a  looking  down 
upon,  respecting  you?  Sol  Gills,  Sol  Gills!" 
said  the  captain,  shaking  his  head  slowly,  "  catch 
sight  of  that  there  newspaper,  away  from  home, 
with  no  one  as  knowed  Wal'r  by  to  say  a  word  ; 
and  broadside-to  you  broach,  and  down  you 
pitch,  head  foremost  !  " 

Drawing  a  heavy  sigh,  the  captain  turned  to- 
Mr.  Toots,  and  roused  himself  to  a  sustained 
consciousness  of  that  gentleman's  presence. 

"  My  lad,"  said  the  captain,  "  you  must  tell 
the  young  woman  honestly  that  this  here  fatal 
news  is  too  correct.  They  don't  romance,  you 
see,  on  such  pints.  It's  entered  on  the  ship's 
log,  and  that's  the  truest  book  as  a  man  can  write. 
To-morrow  morning,"  said  the  captain,  "  I'll 
step  out  and  make  inquiries ;  but  they'll  lead  to 
no  good.  They  can't  do  it.  If  you'll  give  me 
a  look-in  in  the  forenoon,  you  shall  know  what 
1  have  heerd ;  but  tell  the  young  woman,  from 


23S 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


Cap'en  Cuttle,  that  it's  over.  Over  ! "  And  the 
captain,  hooking  off  his  glazed  hat,  pulled  his 
handkerchief  out  of  the  crown,  wiped  his 
grizzled  head  despairingly,  and  tossed  the  hand- 
kerchief in  again,  with  the  indifference  of  deep 
dejection. 

"  Oh  !  I  assure  you,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "really 
I  am  dreadfully  sorry.  Upon  my  word  I  am, 
though  I  wasn't  acquainted  with  the  party.  Do 
you  think  Miss  Dombey  -will  be  very  much 
affected,  Captain  Gills — I  mean  Mr.  Cuttle  ?  " 

"  Why,  Lord  love  you,"  returned  the  captain, 
with  something  of  compassion  for  Mr.  Toots's 
innocence,  "when  she  wam't  no  higher  than 
that,  they  were  as  fond  of  one  another  as  two 
j'oung  doves." 

'■  A\'ere  the}',  though  ! "  said  Mr.  Toots,  with 
a  considerably  lengthened  face. 

"  They  were  made  for  one  another,"  said  the 
captain  mournfully ;  "  but  what  signifies  that 
now  ?  " 

"  Upon  my  word  and  honour,"  cried  Mr. 
Toots,  blurting  out  his  words  through  a  singular 
combination  of  awkward  chuckles  and  emotion, 
"  I'm  even  more  sorry  than  I  was  before.  You 
know,  Captain  Gills,  I — I  positively  adore  Miss 
Dombey  ; — I — I  am  perfectly  sore  with  loving 
her  ;"  the  burst  with  which  this  confession  forced 
itself  out  of  the  unhappy  Mr.  Toots  bespoke  the 
vehemence  of  his  feelings  ;  "  but  what  would  be 
the  good  of  my  regarding  her  in  this  manner,  if 
I  wasn't  truly  sorry  for  her  feeling  pain,  whatever 
was  the  cause  of  it  ?  Mine  an't  a  selfish  affec- 
tion, you  know,"  said  J\lr.  Toots,  in  the  confi- 
dence engendered  by  his  having  been  a  witness 
of  the  captain's  tenderness.  '"  It's  the  sort  of 
thing  with  me,  Captain  Gills,  that  if  I  could  be 
run  over  or — or  trampled  upon — or — or  thrown 
oft  a  very  high  ]jlace — or  anything  of  that  sort — 
for  Miss  Dombey's  sake,  it  would  be  the  most 
delightful  thing  that  could  happen  to  me." 

All  this  Mr.  Toots  said  in  a  suppressed  voice, 
to  prevent  its  reaching  the  jealous  ears  of  the 
Chicken,  who  objected  to  the  softer  emotions ; 
which  eftbi-t  of  restraint,  coupled  with  the  inten- 
sity of  his  feelings,  made  him  red  to  the  tips  of 
his  ears,  and  caused  him  to  present  such  an 
afiecting  spectacle  of  disinterested  love  to  the 
eyes  of  Captain  Cuttle,  that  the  good  captain 
patted  him  consolingly  on  the  back,  and  bade 
him  cheer  up. 

,<  .''  'i'hankee.  Captain  Gills,"  sad  Mr.  Toots, 
"  It's  kind  of  you,  in  the  midst  of  your  own 
troubles,  to  say  so.  I'm  very  much  obliged  to 
you.  As  I  said  before,  I  really  want  a  friend, 
and  should  be  glad  to  have' your  acquaintance. 
Although  I  am  veij-  well  off,"  said  Mr.  Toots 


with  energy,  "  you  can't  think  what  a  miserable 
beast  I  am.  The  hollow  crowd,  you  know,  when 
they  see  me  with  the  Chicken,  and  characters  of 
distinction  like  that,  supjjose  me  to  be  happy; 
but  I'm  wretched.  I  suffer  for  Miss  Dombe)-, 
Captain  Gills.  I  can't  get  through  my  meals  ;  I 
have  no  pleasure  in  my  tailor ;  I  often  cry  when 
I'm  alone.  I  assure  you  it'll  be  a  satisfaction  to 
me  to  come  back  to-morrow,  or  to  come  back 
fifty  times," 

Mr.  Toots,  with  these  words,  shook  the  ca])- 
tain's  hand ;  and  disguising  such  traces  of  his 
agitation  as  could  be  disguised  on  so  short  a 
notice  before  the  Chicken's  penetrating  glance, 
rejoined  that  eminent  gentleman  in  the  shop. 
The  Chicken,  who  was  apt  to  be  jealous  of  his 
ascendancy,  eyed  Captain  Cuttle  with  anything 
but  favour  as  he  took  leave  of  Mr.  Toots  ;  but 
followed  his  patron  without  being  otherwise 
demonstrative  of  his  ill-will  :  leaving  the  captain 
oppressed  with  sorrow;  and  Rob  the  Grinder 
elevated  with  joy,  on  accoimt  of  having  had  the 
honour  of  staring  for  nearly  half  an  hour  at  the 
conqueror  of  the  Nobby  Shropshire  One. 

Long  after  Kob  was  fast  asleep  in  his  bed 
under  the  counter,  the  captain  sat  looking  at  the 
fire ;  and  long  after  there  was  no  fire  to  look  at, 
the  captain  sat  gazing  on  the  rusty  bars,  with 
unavailing  thoughts  of  Walter  and  old  Sol  crowd- 
ing through -his  mind.  Retirement  to  the  stormy 
chamber  at  the  top  of  the  house  brought  no  rest 
with  it ;  and  the  captain  rose  up  in  the  morning 
sorrowful  and  unrefreshed. 

As  soon  as  the  City  oflices  were  open,  the 
captain  issued  forth  to  the  counting-house  of 
Dombey  and  Son.  But  there  was  no  opening 
of  the  Midshipman's  windows  that  morning. 
Rob  the  Grinder,  by  the  captain's  orders,  left 
the  shutters  closed,  and  the  house  was  as  a  house 
of  death. 

It  chanced  that  Mr.  Carker  was  entering  the 
office  as  Captain  Cuttle  arrived  at  the  door. 
Receiving  the  manager's  benison  gravely  and 
silently.  Captain  Cuttle  made  bold  to  accompany 
him  into  his  own  room. 

"  Well,  Captain  Cuttle,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  tak- 
ing up  his  usual  position  before  the  fire-place, 
and  keeping  on  his  hat,  "  this  is  a  bad  business." 

"  You  have  received  the  news  as  was  in  print 
yesterday,  sir  ?"  said  the  captain.. 

"  Yes,'"  said  Mr.  Carker,  "  we  have  received 
it.  It  was  accurately  stated.  The  underwriters 
suffer  a  considerable  loss.  We  are  very  sorry. 
No  help!     Such  is  Hfe  !" 

]\Ir.  Carker  pared  his  nails  delicately  with  a 
penknife,  and  smiled  at  the  captain,  who  was 
standing  by  the  door  looking  at  him. 


"GO,"  SAID  THE  GOOD-HUMOURED  MANAGER,  GATHERING  ur  HIS  SKIRTS,  AND  STANDING 
ASTRIDE  ON  THE  HEARTII-RUG.  "LIKE  A  SENSIBLE  FELLOW,  AND  LET  US  HAVE  NO  TURNING 
OUT,   OR  ANY  SUCH  VIOLENT  MEASURES."— P.    239. 
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'•■  I  excessively  regret  poor  Gay,"  said  Carker, 
"  and  the  crew.  I  understand  there  were  some 
of  our  very  best  men  among  'em.  It  always 
happens  so.  Many  men  with  families  too.  A 
comfort  to  reflect  that  poor  Gay  had  no  family. 
Captain  Cuttle  ! " 

The  captain  stood  rubbing  his  chin,  and  look- 
ing at  the  manager.  The  manager  glanced  at 
the  unopened  letters  lying  on  his  desk,  and  took 
up  the  newspaper. 

"  Is  there  anything  I  can  do  for  you,  Captain 
Cuttle?"  he  asked,  looking  off  it,  with  a  smiling 
and  expressive  glance  at  the  door. 

"  I  wish  you  could  set  my  mind  at  rest,  sir, 
on  something  it's  uneasy  about,"  returned  the 
captain. 

"  Ay  !"  exclaimed  the  manager,  "  what's  that  ? 
Come,  Captain  Cuttle,  I  must  trouble  you  to  be 
quick,  if  you  please.     I  am  much  engaged." 

"  Lookee  here,  sir,"  said  the  captain,  advanc- 
ing a  step.  "  Afore  my  friend  Wal'r  went  on 
this  here  disastrous  voyage " 

"  Come,  come.  Captain  Cuttle,"  interposed 
the  smiling  manager,  "  don't  talk  about  disas- 
trous voyages  in  that  way.  AVe  have  nothing  to 
do  with  disastrous  voyages  here,  my  good  fellow. 
You  must  have  begun  very  early  on  your  day's 
allowance,  captain,  if  you  don't  remember  that 
there  are  hazards  in  all  voyages,  whether  by  sea 
or  land.  You  are  not  made  uneasy  by  the  sup- 
jiosition  that  young  what's-his-name  was  lost  in 
bad  weather  that  was  got  up  against  him  in  these 
offices — are  you  ?  Fie,  captain  !  Sleep,  and 
soda  water,  are  the  best  cures  for  such  uneasi- 
ness as  that." 

"  My  lad,"  returned  the  captain  slowly, — 
"  you  are  a'most  a  lad  to  me,  and  so  I  don't  ask 
your  pardon  for  that  slip  of  a  word, — if  you  find 
any  pleasure  in  this  here  sport,  you  an't  the 
gentleman  I  took  you  for,  and  if  you  an't  the 
gentleman  I  took  you  for,  maybe  my  mind  has 
call  to  be  uneasy.  Now  this  is  what  it  is,  Mr. 
Carker. — Afore  that  poor  lad  went  away,  accord- 
ing to  orders,  he  told  me  that  he  warn't  a-going 
away  for  his  own  good  or  for  promotion,  lie 
knowed.  It  was  my  belief  that  he  was  wrong, 
and  I  told  him  so,  and  I  come  here,  your  head 
governor  being  absent,  to  ask  a  question  or  two 
of  you  in  a  civil  way,  for  my  own  satisfaction. 
Them  questions  you  answered — free.  Now,  it'll 
ease  my  mind  to  know,  when  all  is  over,  as  it  is, 
and  when  what  can't  be  cured  must  be  endoored 
— for  which,  as  a  scholar,  you'll  overhaul  the 
book  it's  in,  and  thereof  make  a  note — to  know 
once  more,  in  a  word,  that  I  warn't  mistaken  ; 
that  I  warn't  back'ard  in  my  duty  when  I  didn't 
tell  the  old  man  what  Wal'r  told  me  ;  and  that 


the  wind  was  truly  in  his  sail  when  he  h'isted  of 
it  for  Barbadoes  Harbour.  Mr.  Carker,"  said 
the  captain  in  the  goodness  of  his  nature,  "  when 
I  was  here  last,  we  was  very  pleasant  together. 
If  I  an't  been  altogether  so  pleasant  myself  this 
morning,  on  account  of  this  poor  lad,  and  if  I 
have  chafed  again  any  observation  of  yours  that 
I  might  have  fended  off,  my  name  is  Ed'ard 
Cuttle,  and  I  ask  your  pardon." 

"  Captain  Cuttle,"  returned  the  manager  with 
all  possible  politeness,  "  I  must  ask  you  to  do 
me  a  favour." 

"And  what  is  it,  sir?"  inquired  the  captain. 

"  To  have  the  goodness  to  walk  off,  if  you 
please,"  rejoined  the  manager,  stretching  forth 
his  arm,  "and  to  carry  your  jargon  somewhere 
else." 

Every  knob  in  the  captain's  face  turned  white 
with  astonishment  and  indignation ;  even  the 
red  rim  on  his  forehead  faded,  like  a  rainbow 
among  the  gathering  clouds. 

"  I  tell  you  what.  Captain  Cuttle,"  said  the 
manager,  shaking  his  forefinger  at  him,  and 
showing  him  all  his  teeth,  but  still  amiably 
smiling,  "  I  was  much  too  lenient  with  you  when 
you  came  here  before.  You  belong  to  an  artful 
and  audacious  set  of  people.  In  my  desire  to 
save  young  what's-his-name  from  being  kicked 
out  of  this  place,  neck  and  crop,  my  good  cap- 
tain, I  tolerated  you  ;  but  for  once,  and  onl)- 
once.     Now,  go,  my  friend  !" 

The  captain  was  absolutely  rooted  to  the 
ground,  and  speechless. 

"  Go,"  said  the  good  -  humoured  manager, 
gathering  up  his  skirts,  and  standing  astride 
upon  the  hearth-rug,  "  like  a  sensible  fellow, 
and  let  us  have  no  turning  out,  or  any  such 
violent  measures.  If  Mr.  Dombey  were  here, 
captain,  you  might  be  obliged  to  leave  in  a  more 
ignominious  manner,  possibly.  I  merely  say, 
go!" 

The  captain,  laying  his  ponderous  hand  upon 
his  chest,  to  assist  himself  in  fetching  a  deep 
breath,  looked  at  Mr.  Carker  from  head  to  foot, 
and  looked  round  the  little  room,  as  if  he  did 
not  clearly  understand  where  he  was,  or  in  what 
company. 

"  You  are  deep,  Captain  Cuttle,"  jiursued 
Carker,  with  the  easy  and  vivacious  frankness  of 
a  man  of  the  world  who  knew  the  world  too  well 
to  be  ruffled  by  any  discovery  of  misdoing,  when 
it  did  not  immediately  concern  himself;  "but  you 
are  not  quite  out  of  soundings,  either — neither 
you  nor  your  absent  friend,  ca]5tain.  AVhat 
have  you  done  with  your  absent  friend,  hey?" 

Again  the  captain  laid  his  hand  upon  his 
chest.     After  drawing  another  deep  breath,  he 
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conjured  himself  to  "stand  by!"  But  in  a 
whisper. 

"  You  hatch  nice  httle  plots,  and  hold  nice 
little  councils,  and  make  nice  little  appointments, 
and  receive  nice  little  visitors,  too,  captain, 
hey?"  said  Carker,  bending  his  brows  upon 
him,  without  showing  his  teeth  any  the  less  : 
"  but  it's  a  bold  measure  to  come  here  after- 
wards. Not  like  your  discretion  !  You  con- 
spirators, and  hiders,  and  runners-away  should 
know  better  than  that.  Will  you  oblige  me  by 
going?" 

■'  My  lad,"  gasped  the  captain  in  a  choked 
and  trembling  voice,  and  with  a  curious  action 
going  on  in  the  ponderous  fist ;  "  there's  a  many 
words  I  could  wish  to  say  to  you,  but  I  don't 
rightly  know  where  they're  stowed  just  at  pre- 
sent. My  )Oung  friend  Wal'r  was  drowndet! 
only  last  night,  according  to  my  reckoning,  and 
it  puts  me  out,  you  see.  But  you  and  me  will 
come  alongside  o'  one  another  again,  my  lad," 
said  the  captain,  holding  up  his  hook,  "  if  we 
live." 

"  It  will  be  anything  but  shrewd  in  you,  my 
good  fellow,  if  we  do,"  returned  the  manager 
with  the  same  frankness  ;  "  for  you  may  rely,  I 
give  you  fair  warning,  upon  my  detecting  and 
exposing  you.  I  don't  pretend  to  be  a  more 
moral  man  than  my  neighbours,  my  good  cap- 
tain ;  but  the  confidence  of  this  House,  or  of 
any  member  of  this  House,  is  not  to  be  abused 
and  undermined  while  I  have  eyes  and  ears. 
Good  (lay  ! "  said  Mr.  Carker,  nodding  his  head. 

Captain  Cuttle,  looking  at  him  steadily  (Mr. 
Carker  looked  full  as  steadily  at  the  captain), 
went  out  of  the  otfice,  and  left  him  standing 
astride  before  the  fire,  as  calm  and  pleasant  as 
if  there  were  no  more  spots  upon  his  soul  than 
on  his  pure  white  linen,  and  his  smooth  sleek 
skin. 

The  captain  glanced,  in  passing  through  the 
outer  counting-house,  at  the  desk  where  he  knew 
poor  Walter  had  been  used  to  sit,  now  occupied 
by  another  young  boy,  with  a  face  almost  as 
fresh  and  hopeful  as  his  on  the  day  when  they 
tapped  the  famous  last  bottle  but  one  of  the  old 
madeira,  in  the  little  back-parlour.  The  asso- 
ciation of  ideas  thus  awakened  did  the  captain  a 
great  deal  of  good ;  it  softened  him  in  the  very 
height  of  his  anger,  and  brought  the  tears  into 
his  eyes. 

Arrived  at  the  Wooden  Midshipman's  again, 
and  sitting  down  in  a  corner  of  the  dark  shop, 
the  captain's  indignation,  strong  as  it  was,  could 
make  no  head  against  his  grief.  Passion  seemed 
not  only  to  do  wrong  and  violence  to  the 
memory  of  the  dead,  but  to  be  infected  by  death. 


and  to  droop  and  decline  beside  it.  All  the 
living  knaves  and  liars  in  the  world  were  nothing 
to  the  honesty  and  truth  of  one  dead  friend. 

The  only  thing  the  honest  captain  made  out 
clearly,  in  this  state  of  mind,  besides  the  loss  ol 
Walter,  was,  that  with  him  almost  the  whole 
world  of  Captain  Cuttle  had  been  drowned.  If 
he  reproached  himself  sometimes,  and  keenly 
too,  for  having  ever  connived  at  Walter's  inno- 
cent deceit,  he  thought  at  least  as  often  of  the 
Mr.  Carker  whom  no  sea  could  ever  render  up  ; 
and  the  Mr.  Dombey,  whom  he  now  began  to 
perceive  was  as  far  beyond  human  recall ;  and 
the  "  Heart's  Delight,"  with  whom  he  must 
never  foregather  again  ;  and  the  Lovely  Peg, 
that  teak-built  and  trim  ballad,  that  had  gone 
ashore  upon  a  rock,  and  split  into  mere  planks 
and  beams  of  rhyme.  The  captain  sat  in  the 
dark  shop,  thinking  of  these  things,  to  the  entire 
exclusion  of  his  own  injury  ;  and  looking  with 
as  sad  an  eye  upon  the  ground,  as  if  in  contem- 
plation of  their  actual  fragments  as  they  floated 
paat  him. 

But  the  captain  was  not  unmindful,  for  all 
that,  of  such  decent  and  respectful  observances 
in  memory  of  poor  Walter  as  he  felt  within  his 
power.  Rousing  himself  and  rousing  Rob  the 
Grinder  (who  in  the  unnatural  twilight  was  fast 
asleep),  the  captain  sallied  forth  with  his  attend- 
ant at  his  heels,  and  the  door-key  in  his  pocket, 
and  repairing  to  one  of  those  convenient  slop- 
selling  establishments  of  which  there  is  abundant 
choice  at  the  eastern  end  of  London,  purchased 
on  the  spot  two  suits  of  mourning — one  for  Rob 
the  Grinder,  which  was  immensely  too  small, 
and  one  for  himself,  which  was  immensely  too 
large.  He  also  provided  Rob  with  a  species  of 
hat,  greatly  to  be  admired  for  its  symmetry  and 
usefulness,  as  well  as  for  a  happy  blending  of 
the  mariner  with  the  coalheaver ;  which  is  usually 
termed  a  sou'-wester ;  and  which  was  something 
of  a  novelty  in  connection  with  the  instrument 
business.  In  their  several  garments,  which  the 
vendor  declared  to  be  such  a  miracle  in  point  of 
fit  as  nothing  but  a  rare  combination  of  for- 
tuitous circumstances  ever  brought  about,  and 
the  fashion  of  which  was  unparalleled  within  the 
memory  of  the  oldest  inhabitant,  the  captain 
and  Grinder  immediately  arrayed  themselves  : 
presenting  a  spectacle  fraught  with  wonder  to 
all  who  beheld  it. 

In  this  altered  form  the  captain  received  Mr. 
Toots.  "  I'm  took  aback,  my  lad,  at  present," 
said  the  captain,  "and  will  only  confirm  that 
there  ill  news.  Tell  the  young  woman  to  break 
it  gentle  to  the  young  lady,  and  for  neither  of 
'em  never  to  think   of  me  no  more — 'special, 
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mind  you,  that  is — though  I  will  think  of  them, 
when  night  comes  on  a  hurricane  and  seas  is 
mountains  rowling,  for  which  overhaul  your 
Doctor  Watts,  brother,  and  when  found  make  a 
note  on." 


The  captain  reserved,  until  some  fitter  time, 
the  consideration  of  Mr.  Toots's  ofter  of  friend- 
ship, and  thus  dismissed  him.  Captain  Cut- 
tle's spirits  were  so  low,  in  truth,  that  he  half 
determined,  that  day,  to  take  no  further  precau- 


"AND   READING   SOFTLY  TO    HIMSELF,  IN   THE   LITTLE   BACK-PARLOUR,  AND   STOPPING   NOW  AND   THEN   TO  WIPE 
HIS    EVES,   THE   CAPTAIN,    IN  A  TRUE   AND    SIMPLE   SPIRIT,    COMMITTED  WALTER'S   BODY   TO   THE   DEEP." 


tions  against  surprise  from  Mrs.  MacStinger,  but 
to  abandon  himself  recklessly  to  chance,  and  be 
indifferent  to  what  might  happen.  As  evening 
came  on,  he  fell  into  a  better  frame  of  mind, 
however  ;  and  spoke  much  of  Walter  to  Rob  the 
Grinder,  whose  attention  and  fidelity  he  likewise 

DOMBEY   AND   SON,    16. 


incidentally  commended.  Rob  did  not  blush  to 
hear  the  captain  earnest  in  his  praises,  but  sat 
staring  at  him,  and  affecting  to  snivel  willi  sym- 
pathy, and  making  a  feint  of  being  virtuous,  and 
treasuring  up  every  word  he  said  (like  a  young 
spy  as  he  was)  with  very  promising  deceit. 

^06 
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When  Rob  had  turned  in,  and  was  fast  asleep, 
the  captain  trimmed  the  candle,  put  on  his 
spectacles — he  had  felt  it  appropriate  to  take  to 
spectacles  on  entering  into  the  Instrument  Trade, 
though  his  eyes  were  like  a  hawk's — and  opened 
the  Prayer-book  at  the  Burial  Service.  And 
reading  softly  to  himself,  in  the  little  back- 
parlour,  and  stopping  now  and  then  to  wipe 
his  eyes,  the  captain,  in  a  true  and  simple  spirit, 
committed  Walter's  body  to  the  deep. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 


CONTKASTS. 


^URN  we  our  eyes  upon  two  homes; 
not  lying  side  by  side,  but  wide  apart, 
though  both  within  easy  range  and 
reach  of  the  great  city  of  London. 
The  first  is  situated  in  the  green 
I  wooded  country  near  Norwood.  It  is 
a  mansion ;  it  is  of  no  pretensions  as 
ize  ;  but  it  is  beautifully  arranged,  and 
tastefully  kept.  The  lawn,  the  soft,  smooth 
slope,  the  flower  garden,  the  clumps  of  trees 
where  graceful  forms  of  ash  and  willow  are  not 
wanting,  the  conservatory,  the  rustic  veranda 
with  sweet-smelling  creeping  plants  entwined 
about  the  pillars,  the  simple  exterior  of  the 
house,  the  well-ordered  offices,  though  all  upon 
the  diminutive  scale  proper  to  a  mere  cottage, 
bespeak  an  amount  of  elegant  comfort  within, 
that  might  serve  for  a  palace.  This  indication 
is  not  without  warrant ;  for,  within  it  is  a  house 
of  refinement  and  luxury.  Rich  colours,  ex- 
cellently blended,  meet  the  eye  at  every  turn ; 
in  the  furniture — its  proportions  admirably  de- 
vised to  suit  the  shapes  and  sizes  of  the  small 
rooms  ;  on  the  walls  ;  upon  the  floors ;  tinging 
and  subduing  the  light  that  comes  in  through 
the  odd  glass  doors  and  windows  here  and  there. 
There  are  a  few  choice  prints  and  pictures,  too; 
in  quaint  nooks  and  recesses  there  is  no  want  of 
books  ;  and  there  are  games  of  skill  and  chance 
set  forth  on  tables — fantastic  chess-men,  dice, 
backgammon,  cards,  and  billiards. 

And  yet,  amidst  this  opulence  of  comfort, 
there  is  something  in  the  general  air  that  is  not 
well.  Is  it  that  the  carpets  and  the  cushions  are 
too  soft  and  noiseless,  so  that  those  who  move 
or  repose  among  them  seem  to  act  by  stealth  ? 
Is  it  that  the  prints  and  pictures  do  not  com- 
memorate great  thoughts  or  deeds,  or  render 
nature  in  the  poetry  of  landscape,  hall,  or  hut, 
but  are  of  one  voluptuous  cast — mere  shows  of 


form  and  colour — and  no  more  ?  Is  it  that  the 
books  have  all  their  gold  outside,  and  that  the 
titles  of  the  greater  part  qualify  them  to  be  com- 
panions of  the  prints  and  pictures  ?  Is  it  that 
the  completeness  and  the  beauty  of  the  place 
are  here  and  there  belied  by  an  affectation  of 
humility,  in  some  unimportant  and  inexpensive 
regard,  which  is  as  false  as  the  face  of  the  too- 
truly-painted  portrait  hanging  yonder,  or  its 
original  at  breakfast  in  his  easy-chair  below  it  ? 
Or  is  it  that,  with  the  daily  breath  of  that  original 
and  master  of  all  here,  there  issues  forth  some 
subtle  portion  of  himself,  which  gives  a  vague 
expression  of  himself  to  everything  about  him  ? 

It  is  Mr.  Carker  the  manager  who  sits  in  the 
easy-chair.  A  gaudy  parrot  in  a  burnished  cage 
upon  the  table  tears  at  the  wires  with  her  beak, 
and  goes  walking,  upside  down,  in  its  dome-top, 
shaking  her  house  and  screeching ;  but  Mr. 
Carker  is  indifferent  to  the  bird,  and  looks  with 
a  musing  smile  at  a  picture  on  the  opposite 
wall. 

•'  A  most  extraordinary  accidental  likeness, 
certainly,"  says  he. 

Perhaps  it  is  a  Juno :  perhaps  a  Potiphar's 
wife  ;  perhaps  some  scornful  nymph — according 
as  the  Picture-dealers  found  the  market  when 
they  christened  it.  It  is  the  figure  of  a  woman, 
supremely  handsome,  who,  turning  away,  but 
with  her  face  addressed  to  the  spectator,  flashes 
her  proud  glance  upon  him. 

It  is  like  Edith. 

With  a  passing  gesture  of  his  hand  at  the 
picture — what !  a  menace  ?  No  ;  yet  something 
like  it.  A  wave  as  of  triumph?  No  ;  yet  more 
like  that.  An  insolent  salute  wafted  from  his 
lips?  No;  yet  like  that  too — he  resumes  his 
breakfast,  and  calls  to  the  chafing  and  im- 
prisoned bird,  who,  coming  down  into  a  pendent 
gilded  hoop  within  the  cage,  like  a  great  wedding- 
ring,  swings  in  it,  for  his  delight. 

The  second  home  is  on  the  other  side  of 
London,  near  to  where  the  busy  great  north 
road  of  bygone  days  is  silent  and  almost  de- 
serted, except  by  wayfarers  who  toil  along  on 
foot.  It  is  a  poor,  small  house,  barely  and 
sp^arely  furnished,  but  very  clean  ;  and  there  is 
even  an  attempt  to  decorate  it,  shown  in  the 
homely  flowers  trained  about  the  porch  and  in 
the  narrow  garden.  The  neighbourhood  in 
which  it  stands  has  as  little  of  the  country  to 
recommend  it  as  it  has  of  the  town.  It  is 
neither  of  the  town  nor  country.  The  former, 
like  the  giant  in  his  travelling  boots,  has  made 
a  stride  and  passed  it,  and  has  set  his  brick- 
and-mortar  heel  a  long  way  in  advance  ;  but: 
the  intermediate  space  between  the  giant's  feet, 
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as  yet,  is  only  blighted  country,  and  not  town  ; 
and  here,  among  a  few  tall  chimneys  belching 
smoke  all  day  and  night,  and  among  the  brick- 
fields and  the  lanes  where  turf  is  cut,  and  where 
the  fences  tumble  down,  and  where  the  dusty 
nettles  grow,  and  where  a  scrap  or  two  of  hedge 
may  yet  be  seen,  and  where  the  bird-catcher  still 
comes  occasionally,  though  he  swears  every  time 
to  come  no  more,  this  second  home  is  to  be 
found. 

She  who  inhabits  it  is  she  who  left  the  first  in 
her  devotion  to  an  outcast  brother.  She  with- 
drew from  that  home  its  redeeming  spirit,  and 
from  its  master's  breast  his  solitary  angel :  but 
though  his  liking  for  her  is  gone,  after  this  un- 
grateful slight  as  he  considers  it ;  and  though  he 
abandons  her  altogether  in  return,  an  old  idea 
of  her  is  not  quite  forgotten  even  by  him.  Let 
her  flower  garden,  in  which  he  never  sets  his  foot, 
but  which  is  yet  maintained,  among  all  his  costly 
alterations,  as  if  she  had  quitted  it  but  yester- 
day, bear  witness. 

Harriet  Carker  has  changed  since  then,  and 
on  her  beauty  there  has  fallen  a  heavier  shade 
than  Time  of  his  unassisted  self  can  cast,  all- 
potent  as  he  is — the  shadow  of  anxiety  and 
sorrow,  and  the  daily  struggle  of  a  poor  exist- 
ence. But  it  is  beauty  still :  and  still  a  gentle, 
([uiet,  and  retiring  beauty  that  must  be  sought 
out,  for  it  cannot  vaunt  itself;  if  it  could,  it 
would  be  what  it  is  no  more. 

Yes.  This  slight,  small,  patient  figure,  neatly 
dressed  in  homely  stuffs,  and  indicating  nothing 
but  the  dull,  household  virtues,  that  have  so  little 
in  common  with  the  received  idea  of  heroism 
and  greatness,  unless,  indeed,  any  ray  of  them 
should  shine  through  the  lives  of  the  great  ones 
of  the  earth,  when  it  becomes  a  constellation, 
and  is  tracked  in  Heaven  straightway — this 
slight,  small,  patient  figure,  leaning  on  the  man 
still  young,  but  worn  and  grey,  is  she,  his  sister, 
who,  of  all  the  world,  went  over  to  him  in  his 
shame,  and  put  her  hand  in  his,  and  with  a  sweet 
composure  and  determination,  led  him  hopefvilly 
upon  his  barren  way. 

"  It  is  early,  John,"  she  said.  "  Why  do  you 
go  so  early  ?  " 

"  Not  many  minutes  earlier  than  usual,  Har- 
riet. If  I  have  the  time  to  spare,  I  should  like, 
I  think — it's  a  fancy — to  walk  once  by  the  house 
where  I  took  leave  of  him." 

"  I  wish  I  had  ever  seen  or  known  him,  John." 

"  It  is  better  as  it  is,  my  dear,  remembering 
his  fate." 

"  But  I  could  not  regret  it  more,  though  I  had 
known  him.  Is  not  your  sorrow  mine?  And 
if  I  had,  perhaps  you  would  feel  that  I  was  a 


better  companion  to  you  in  speaking  about  him 
than  I  may  seem  novi." 

"  My  dearest  sister  !  Is  there  anything  within 
the  range  of  rejoicing  or  regret,  in  which  I  am 
not  sure  of  your  companionship  ?  " 

"  I  hope  you  think  not,  John,  for  surely  there 
is  nothing  ! " 

"  How  could  you  be  better  to  me,  or  nearer 
to  me  then,  than  you  are  in  this  or  anything?" 
said  her  brother.  "  I  feel  that  you  did  know 
him,  Harriet,  and  that  you  shared  my  feelings 
towards  him." 

She  drew  the  hand  which  had  been  resting  on 
his  shoulder  round  his  neck,  and  answered  with 
some  hesitation  : 

"  No,  not  quite." 

"  True,  true,"  he  said  ;  "  you  think  I  might 
have  done  him  no  harm  if  I  had  allowed  myself 
to  know  him  better?  " 

"Think!     I  know  it." 

'■  Designedly,  Heaven  knows  I  would  not," 
he  replied,  shaking  his  head  mournfully:  "but 
his  reputation  was  too  precious  to  be  perilled  l)y 
such  association.  Whether  you  share  that  know- 
ledge, or  do  not,  my  dear " 

"  I  do  not,"  she  said  quietly. 

"  It  is  still  the  truth,  Harriet,  and  my  mind  is 
lighter  when  I  think  of  him  for  that  which  made 
it  so  much  heavier  then."  He  checked  himself 
in  his  tone  of  melancholy,  and  smiled  upon  her 
as  he  said  "  Good-bye." 

"  Good-bye,  dear  John  !  In  the  evening,  at 
the  old  time  and  place,  I  shall  meet  you  as  usual 
on  your  way  home.     Good-bye.'' 

The  cordial  face  she  lifted  up  to  his  to  kiss 
him  was  his  home,  his  life,  his  universe,  and  yet 
it  was  a  portion  of  his  punishment  and  grief ;  for 
in  the  cloud  he  saw  upon  it — though  serene  and 
calm  as  any  radiant  cloud  at  sunset — and  in  the 
constancy  and  devotion  of  her  life,  and  in  the 
sacrifice  she  had  made  of  ease,  enjoyment,  and 
hope,  he  saw  the  bitter  fruits  of  his  old  crime, 
for  ever  ripe  and  fresh. 

She  stood  at  the  door  looking  after  him,  with 
her  hands  loosely  clasped  in  each  other,  as  he 
made  his  way  over  the  frouzy  and  uneven  patch 
of  ground  which  lay  before  their  house,  which 
had  once  (and  not  long  ago)  been  a  pleasant 
meadow,  antl  was  now  a  very  waste,  with  a  dis- 
orderly crop  of  beginnings  of  mean  houses  rising 
out  of  the  rubbish,  as  if  they  had  been  unskil- 
fully sown  there.  Whenever  he  looked  back — 
as  once  or  twice  he  did — her  cordial  face 
shone  like  a  light  upon  his  heart;  but  when  he 
]3lodded  on  his  way,  and  saw  her  not,  the  tears 
were  in  her  eyes  as  she  stood  watching  him. 

Her  pensive  form  was  not  long  idle  at  the 
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door.  There  was  'daily  duty  to  discharge,  and 
daily  work,  to  do — for  such  commonplace  spirits, 
that  are  not  heroic,  often  work  hard  witii  their 
hands — and  Harriet  was  soon  busy  with  her 
household  tasks.  These  discharged,  and  the 
poor  house  made  quite  neat  and  orderly,  she 
counted  her  little  stock  of  money  with  an  anxious 
face,  and  went  out  thoughtfully  to  buy  some 
necessaries  for  their  table,  planning  and  contriv- 
ing, as  she  went,  how  to  save.  So  sordid  are 
the  lives  of  such  low  natures,  who  are  not  only 
not  heroic  to  their  valets  and  waiting-women,  but 
have  neither  valets  nor  waiting-women  to  be 
heroic  to  withal ! 

While  she  was  absent,  and  there  was  no  one  in 
the  house,  there  approached  it,  by  a  different 
way  from  that  the  brother  had  taken,  a  gentle- 
man, a  very  little  past  his  prime  of  life,  perhaps, 
but  of  a  healthy,  florid  hue,  an  upright  presence, 
and  a  bright  clear  aspect,  that  was  gracious  and 
good-humoured.  His  eyebrows  were  still  black, 
and  so  was  much  of  his  hair  ;  the  sprinkling  of 
grey  observable  among  the  latter  graced  the 
former  very  much,  and  showed  his  broad  frank 
brow  and  honest  eyes  to  great  advantage. 

After  knocking  once  at  the  door,  and  obtain- 
ing no  response,  this  gentleman  sat  down  on  a 
bench  in  the  little  porch  to  wait.  A  certain 
skilful  action  of  his  fingers  as  he  hummed  some 
bars,  and  beat  time  on  the  seat  beside  him, 
seemed  to  denote  the  musician ;  and  the  extra- 
ordinary satisfaction  he  derived  from  humming 
something  very  slow  and  long,  which  had  no 
recognisable  tune,  seemed  to  denote  that  he  was 
a  scientific  one. 

The  gentleman  was  still  twirling  a  theme, 
which  seemed  to  go  round  and  round  and  round, 
and  in  and  in  and  in,  and  to  involve  itself  like  a 
cork-screw  twirled  upon  a  table,  without  getting 
any  nearer  to  anything,  when  Harriet  appeared 
returning.  He  rose  up  as  she  advanced,  and 
stood  with  his  head  uncovered. 

'■  You  are  come  again,  sir  !  "  she  said,  faltering. 

"  I  take  that  liberty,''  he  answered.  "  May  I 
ask  for  five  minutes  of  your  leisure  ?  " 

After  a  moment's  hesitation,  she  opened  the 
door,  and  gave  him  admission  to  the  little  par- 
lour. The  gentleman  sat  down  there,  drew  his 
chair  to  the  table  over  against  her,  and  said,  in 
a  voice  that  perfectly  corresponded  to  his  ap- 
pearance, and  with  a  simplicity  that  was  very 
engaging : 

"  Miss  Harriet,  you  cannot  be  proud.  You 
signified  to  me,  when  I  called  t'other  morning, 
that  you  were.  Pardon  me,  if  I  say  that  I 
looked  into  your  face  while  you  spoke,  and  that 
it  contradicted  you.     I  look  into  it  again,"  he 


added,  laying  his  hand  gently  on  her  arm  for 
an  instant,  "and  it  contradicts  you  more  and 
more." 

She  was  somewhat  confused  and  agitated,  and 
could  make  no  ready  answer. 

"  It  is  the  mirror  of  truth,"  said  her  visitor, 
"  and  gentleness.  Excuse  my  trusting  to  it,  and 
returning." 

His  manner  of  saying  these  words  divested 
them  entirely  of  the  character  of  compliments. 
It  was  so  plain,  grave,  unaffected,  and  sincere, 
that  she  bent  her  head,  as  if  at  once  to  thank 
him  and  acknowledge  his  sincerity. 

"  The  disparity  between  our  ages,"  said  the 
gentleman,  "  and  the  plainness  of  my  purpose, 
empower  me,  I  am  glad  to  think,  to  speak  my 
mind.  That  is  my  mind ;  and  so  you  see  me 
for  the  second  time." 

"  There  is  a  kind  of  pride,  sir,"  she  returned 
after  a  moment's  silence,  "  or  what  may  be  sup- 
posed to  be  pride,  which  is  mere  duty.  I  hope 
I  cherish  no  other." 

"For  yourself?"  he  said. 

"  For  myself." 

"  But — pardon  me "  suggested  the  gentle- 
man.    "  For  your  brother  John  ?  " 

"  Proud  of  his  love  1  am,"  said  Harriet,  look- 
ing full  upon  her  visitor,  and  changing  her 
manner  on  the  instant — not  that  it  was  less  com- 
posed and  quiet,  but  that  there  was  a  deep 
impassioned  earnestness  in  it  that  made  the  very 
tremble  in  her  voice  a  part  of  her  firmness,  "  and 
proud  of  him.  Sir,  you  who  strangely  know  tire 
story  of  his  life,  and  repeated  it  to  me  when  you 
were  here  last " 

"  Merely  to  make  my  way  into  your  con- 
fidence," interposed  the  gentleman.  "  For  Hea- 
ven's sake,  don't  suppose " 

"  I  am  sure,"  she  said,  "  you  revived  it  in  my 
hearing,  with  a  kind  and  good  purpose.  I  am 
quite  sure  of  it." 

"  I  thank  you,"  returned  her  visitor,  pressing 
her  hand  hastily.  "  I  am  much  obliged  to  you. 
You  do  me  justice,  I  assure  you.  You  were 
going  to  say  that  I,  who  know  the  story  of  John 
Carker's  life " 

"  May  think  it  pride  in  me,"  she  continued, 
"  when  I  say  that  I  am  proud  of  him  ?  I  am. 
You  know  the  time  was  when  I  was  not — when 
I  could  not  be — but  that  is  past.  The  humility 
of  many  years,  the  uncomplaining  exjjiation,  the 
true  repentance,  the  terrible  regret,  the  pain  1 
know  he  has  even  in  my  affection,  which  he 
thinks  has  cost  me  dear,  though  Heaven  knows 
I  am  happy,  but  for  his  sorrow ! — oh,  sir,  after 
what  I  have  seen,  let  me  conjure  you,  if  you  are 
in  any  place  of  power,  and  are  ever  wronged. 
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never,  for  any  wrong,  inflict  a  punishment  that 
cannot  be  recalled  ;  while  there  is  a  God  above 
us  to  work  changes  in  the  hearts  He  made." 

"  Your  brother  is  an  altered  man,"  returned 
the  gentleman  compassionately.  "  I  assure  you, 
I  don't  doubt  it." 


"  He  was  an  altered  man  when  he  did  wrong," 
said  Harriet.  "  He  is  an  altered  man  again, 
and  is  his  true  self  now,  believe  me,  sir." 

"  But  we  go  on,"  said  her  visitor,  rubbing  his 
forehead,  in  an  absent  manner,  with  his  hand, 
and  then  drumming  thoughtfully  on  the  table, 


"A   CEMAIN     SKILKUL   ACTION    OF    HIS    FINGERS   AS   HE   HUMMED   SOME- BARS,    AND   BEAT   TIME   ON   TIIK   SEAT 
UESIDE   HIM,   SEEMED   TO   DENOTE  THE   MUSICIAN." 


"  we  go  on  in  our  clockwork  routine,  from  day 
to  day,  and  can't  make  out,  or  follow,  these 
changes.  They — they're  a  metaphysical  sort  of 
thing.  We — we  haven't  leisure  for  it.  We — we 
haven't  courage.     They're  not  taught  at  schools 


or  colleges,  and  wc  don't  know  how  to  set  about 

it.     In  short,  wc  are  so  d d  business-like," 

said  the  gentleman,  walking  to  the  window  and 
back,  and  sitting  down  again,  in  a  state  of  ex- 
treme dissatisfaction  and  vexation. 
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"  I  am  sure,"  said  the  gentleman,  rubbing  his 
forehead  again,  and  drumming  on  the  table  as 
before  ;  "  I  have  good  reason  to  believe  that  a 
jog-trot  life,  the  same  from  day  to  day,  would 
reconcile  one  to  anything.  One  don't  see  any- 
thing, one  don't  hear  anything,  one  don't  know 
anything :  that's  the  fact.  We  go  on  taking 
everything  for  granted,  and  so  we  go  on,  until 
whatever  \vt  do,  good,  bad,  or  indifferent,  we  do 
from  habit.  Habit  is  all  I  shall  have  to  report, 
when  I  am  called  upon  to  plead  to  my  con- 
science on  my  death-bed.  '  Habit,'  says  1 ;  '  I 
was  deaf,  dumb,  blind,  and  paralytic  to  a  million 
things,  from  habit.'  '  Very  business-like  indeed, 
Mr.  What's-your-name,'  says  Conscience,  '  but 
it  won't  do  here  ! ' " 

The  gentleman  got  up  and  walked  to  the 
window  again  and  back  :  seriously  uneasy,  though 
-giving  his  uneasiness  this  peculiar  expression. 

"  Miss  Harriet,"  he  said,  resuming  his  chair, 
"  I  wish  you  would  let  me  serve  you.  Look  at 
me ;  1  ought  to  look  honest,  for  I  know  I  am  so 
at  present.     Do  I  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  answered  with  a  smile. 

"  I  believe  every  word  you  have  said,"  he 
returned.  "  I  am  full  of  self-reproach  that  I 
might  have  known  this  and  seen  this,  and  known 
you  and  seen  you,  any  time  these  dozen  years, 
and  that  I  never  have.  I  hardly  know  how  I 
ever  got  here — creature,  that  I  am,  not  only  of 
my  own  habit,  but  of  other  people's !  But, 
having  done  so,  let  me  do  something.  I  ask  it 
in  all  honour  and  respect.  You  inspire  me  with 
both,  in  die  highest  degi'ee.  Let  me  do  some- 
thing." 

'•■  We  are  contented,  sir." 

"  No,  no,  not  quite,"  returned  the  gentleman. 
''  I  think  not  quite.  There  are  some  little  com- 
forts that  might  smooth  your  life,  and  his.  And 
his  !"  he  repeated,  fancying  that  had  made  some 
impression  on  her.  "  I  have  been  in  the  habit 
of  thinking  that  there  was  nothing  wanting  to  be 
done  for  him  ;  that  it  was  all  settled  and  over  ; 
in  short,  of  not  thinking  at  all  about  it.  I  am 
different  now.  Let  me  do  something  for  him. 
You  too,"  said  the  visitor  with  careful  delicacy, 
"  have  need  to  watch  your  health  closely,  for  his 
sake,  and  I  fear  it  fails." 

•'Whoever  3'ou  may  be,  sir,"  answered  Harriet, 
raising  her  eyes  to  his  face,  "  I  am  deeply  grate- 
ful to  you.  I  feel  certain  that,  in  all  you  say, 
you  have  no  object  in  the  world  but  kindness  to 
us.  But  years  have  passed  since  we  began  this 
life ;  and  to  take  from  my  brother  any  part  of 
what  has  so  endeared  him  to  me,  and  so  proved 
his  better  resolution — any  fragment  of  the  merit 
of  his  unassisted,  obscure,  and  forgotten  repara- 


tion^would  be  to  diminish  the  comfort  it  will 
be  to  him  and  me,  when  that  time  comes  to 
each  of  us,  of  which  you  spoke  just  now.  I 
thank  you  better  with  these  tears  than  any  words. 
Believe  it,  pray." 

The  gentleman  was  moved,  and  put  the  hand 
she  held  out  to  his  lips,  much  as  a  tender 
father  might  kiss  the  hand  of  a  dutiful  child. 
But  more  reverently. 

"  If  the  day  should  ever  come,"  said  Harriet, 
"when  he  is  restored,  in  part,  to  the  position  he 
lost " 

"  Restored  ! "  cried  the  gentleman  quickly. 
'•How  can  that  be  hoped  for?  In  whose 
hands  does  the  power  of  any  restoration  lie  ? 
It  is  no  mistake  of  mine,  surely,  to  suppose  that 
his  having  gained  the  priceless  blessing  of  his 
life  is  one  cause  of  the  animosity  shown  to  him 
by  his  brother." 

"  You  touch  upon  a  subject  that  is  never 
breathed  between  us :  not  even  between  us," 
said  Harriet. 

"  I  beg  your  forgiveness,"  said  the  visitor. 
"  I  should  have  known  it.  I  entreat  you  to  for- 
get that  I  have  done  so  inadvertently.  And 
now,  as  I  dare  urge  no  more — as  I  am  not  sure 
that  I  have  a  right  to  do  so — though  Heaven 
knows  even  that  doubt  may  be  habit,"  said 
the  gentleman,  rubbing  his  head,  as  despond- 
ently as  before,  "  let  me  ;  tliough  a  stranger, 
yet  no  stranger  ;  ask  two  favours." 

"  What  are  they  ?  "  she  inquired. 

"The  first,  that  if  you  should  see  cause  to 
change  your  resolution,  you  will  suffer  me  to  be 
as  your  right  hand.  My  name  shall  then  be  at 
your  service  ;  it  is  useless  now,  and  always  in- 
significant." 

"  Our  choice  of  friends,"  she  answered,  smil- 
ing faintly,  "  is  not  so  great  that  I  need  any  time 
for  consideration.     I  can  promise  that." 

"  The  second,  that  you  will  allow  me  some- 
times, say  every  Monday  morning,  at  nine 
o'clock — habit  again — I  must  be  business-like," 
said  the  gentleman,  with  a  whimsical  inclination 
to  quarrel  with  himself  on  that  head,  "  in  walk- 
ing past,  to  see  you  at  the  door  or  window.  I 
don't  ask  to  come  in,  as  your  brother  will  be 
gone  out  at  that  hour.  I  don't  ask  to  speak  to 
you.  I  merely  ask  to  see,  for  the  satisfaction 
of  my  own  mind,  that  you  are  well,  and  without 
intrusion  to  remind  you,  by  the  sight  of  me,  that 
you  have  a  friend — an  elderly  friend,  grey-haired 
already,  and  fast  growing  greyer— whom  )'0u  ma)- 
ever  command." 

The  cordial  face  looked  up  in  his  ;  confided 
in  it ;  and  promised. 

'■  I  understand,  as  before,"  said  the  gentleman, 


A   VER  V  DIFFERENT  VISITOR. 


247 


rising,  "  that  you  purpose  not  to  mention  my 
visit  to  John  Carker,  lest  he  should  be  at  all  dis- 
tressed by  my  acquaintance  with  his  histor)-.  I 
am  glad  of  it,  for  it  is  out  of  the  ordinary  course 
of  things,  and — habit  again  !  "  said  the  gentle- 
man, checking  himself  impatiently,  "as  if  there 
■were  no  better  course  than  the  ordinary 
course  ! " 

With  that  he  turned  to  go,  and  walking,  bare- 
headed, to  the  outside  of  the  little  porch,  took 
lea\-£  of  her  with  such  a  happy  mixture  of  un- 
constrained respect  and  unaffected  interest  as 
no  breeding  could  have  taught,  no  truth  mis- 
trusted, and  nothing  but  a  pure  and  single  heart 
expressed. 

Many  half-forgotten  emotions  were  awakened 
in  the  sister's  mind  by  this  visit.  It  was  so  very 
long  since  any  other  visitor  had  crossed  their 
threshold  ;  it  w-as  so  very  long  since  any  voice 
of  sympathy  had  made  sad  music  in  her  ears  ; 
that  the  stranger's  figure  remained  present  to  her 
hours  afterwards,  when  she  sat  at  the  window, 
plying  her  needle  ;  and  his  words  seemed  newly 
spoken,  again  and  again.  He  had  touched  the 
spring  that  opened  her  whole  life ;  and  if  she 
lost  him  for  a  short  space,  it  was  only  among  the 
many  shapes  of  the  one  great  recollection  of 
which  that  life  was  made. 

Musing  and  working  by  turns  ;  now  constrain- 
ing herself  to  be  steady  at  her  needle  for  a  long 
time  together,  and  now  letting  her  work  fall,  un- 
regarded, on  her  lap,  and  straying  wheresoever 
her  busier  thoughts  led,  Harriet  Carker  found 
the  hours  glide  by  her,  and  the  day  steal  on. 
The  morning,  which  had  been  bright  and  clear, 
gradually  became  overcast;  a  sharp  wind  set  in; 
the  rain  fell  heavily ;  and  a  dark  mist,  drooping 
over  the  distant  town,  hid  it  from  the  view. 

She  often  looked  with  compassion,  at  such  a 
time,  upon  the  stragglers  who  came  wandering 
into  London  by  the  great  highway  hard  by,  and 
w^ho,  footsore  and  weary,  and  gazing  fearfully  at 
the  huge  town  before  them,  as  if  foreboding  that 
their  misery  there  would  be  but  as  a  drop  of 
water  in  the  sea,  or  as  a  grain  of  sea-sand  on 
the  shore,  went  shrinking  on,  cowering  before 
the  angry  weather,  and  looking  as  if  the  very 
elements  rejected  them.  Day  after  day,  such 
travellers  crept  past,  but  always,  as  she  thought, 
in  one  direction — always  towards  the  town. 
Swallowed  up  in  one  phase  or  other  of  its  im- 
mensity, towards  which  tiiey  seemed  impelled 
by  a  desperate  fascination,  they  never  returned. 
Food  for  the  hospitals,  the  churchyards,  the 
prisons,  the  river,  fever,  madness,  vice,  and 
death, — they  passed  on  to  the  monster,  roaring 
in  the  distance,  and  were  lost. 


The  chill  wind  was  howling,  and  the  rain  was 
falling,  and  the  day  was  darkening  moodily, 
when  Harriet,  raising  her  eyes  from  the  work 
on  which  she  had  long  since  been  engaged  with 
unremitting  constancy,  saw  one  of  these  travellers 
approaching. 

A  w'oman.  A  solitary  woman  of  some  thirty 
years  of  age ;  tall ;  well  formed  ;  handsome ; 
miserably  dressed ;  the  soil  of  many  country 
roads  in  varied  weather — dust,  chalk,  clay, 
gravel — clotted  on  her  grey  cloak  by  the  stream- 
ing w-et ;  no  bonnet  on  her  head,  nothing  to  de- 
fend her  rich  black  hair  from  the  rain  but  a  torn 
handkerchief;  with  the  fluttering  ends  of  which, 
and  with  her  hair,  the  wind  blinded  her  so  that 
she  often  stopped  to  push  them  back,  and  look 
upon  the  way  she  was  going. 

She  was  in  the  act  of  doing  so  when  Harriet 
observed  her.  As  her  hands,  parting  on  her 
sunburnt  forehead,  swept  across  her  face,  and 
threw  aside  the  hindrances  that  encroached  upon 
it,  there  was  a  reckless  and  regardless  beauty  in 
it:  a  dauntless  and  depraved  indifference  to 
more  than  weather  :  a  carelessness  of  what  was 
cast  upon  her  bare  head  from  heaven  or  earth  : 
that,  coupled  with  her  misery  and  loneliness, 
touched  the  heart  of  her  fellow-woman.  She 
thought  of  all  that  was  perverted  and  debased 
within  her,  no  less  than  without :  of  modest 
graces  of  the  mind,  hardened  and  steeled,  like 
these  attractions  of  the  person ;  of  the  many 
gifts  of  the  Creator  flung  to  the  winds  like  the 
wild  hair ;  of  all  the  beautiful  ruin  upon  which 
the  storm  was  beating  and  the  night  was  coming. 
Thinking  of  this,  she  did  not  turn  away  witii 
a  delicate  indignation — too  many  of  her  own 
compassionate  and  tender  sex  too  often  do — but 
pitied  her. 

Her  fallen  sister  came  on,  looking  far  before 
her,  trying  with  her  eager  eyes  to  pierce  the  mist 
in  which  the  city  was  enshrouded,  and  glancing, 
now  and  then,  from  side  to  side,  with  the  be- 
wildered and  uncertain  aspect  of  a  stranger. 
Though  her  tread  was  bold  and  courageous,  she 
was  fatigued,  and,  after  a  moment  of  irresolution, 
sat  down  upon  a  heaj)  of  stones ;  seeking  no 
shelter  from  the  rain,  but  letting  it  rain  on  her 
as  it  would. 

She  was  now  opposite  the  house.  Raising 
her  head  after  resting  it  for  a  moment  on  both 
hands,  her  eyes  met  those  of  Harriet. 

In  a  moment  Harriet  was  at  tiie  door ;  and 
the  other,  rising  from  her  seat  at  her  beck,  came 
slowly,  and  with  no  conciliatory  look,  towards 
her. 

"  Why  do  you  rest  in  the  rain  ?"  said  Harriet 
gentlv. 
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"  Because  I  have  no  other  resting-place,"  was 
the  reply. 

"  But  there  are  many  places  of  shelter  near 
here.  This,"  referring  to  the  little  porch,  "is 
better  than  where  you  were.  You  are  very  wel- 
come to  rest  here." 

The  wanderer  looked  at  her,  in  doubt  and 
surprise,  but  without  any  expression  of  thankful- 
ness ;  and  sitting  down,  and  taking  off  one  of 
her  worn  shoes  to  beat  out  the  fragments  of  stone 
and  dust  that  were  inside,  showed  that  her  foot 
was  cut  and  bleeding. 

Harriet  uttering  an  expression  of  pity,  the 
traveller  looked  up  with  a  contemptuous  and 
incredulous  smile. 

"  Why,  what's  a  torn  foot  to  such  as  me?" 
she  said.  "  And  what's  a  torn  foot,  in  such  as 
me,  to  such  as  you  ?" 

"  Come  in  and  wash  it,"  answered  Harriet 
mildly,  "  and  let  me  give  you  something  to  bind 
it  up." 

The  woman  caught  her  arm,  and  drawing  it 
before  her  own  eyes,  hid  them  against  it,  and 
wept.  Not  like  a  woman,  but  like  a  stern  man  sur- 
prised into  that  weakness  ;  with  a  violent  heav- 
ing of  her  breast,  and  struggle  for  recovery,  that 
showed  how  unusual  the  emotion  was  with  her. 

She  submitted  to  be  led  into  the  house,  and, 
evidently  more  in  gratitude  than  in  any  care  for 
herself,  washed  and  bound  the  injured  place. 
Harriet  then  put  before  her  fragments  of  her  own 
frugal  dinner,  and  when  she  had  eaten  of  them, 
though  sparingly,  besought  her,  before  resuming 
her  road  (which  she  showed  her  anxiety  to  do), 
to  dry  her  clothes  before  the  fire.  Again,  more 
in  gratitude  than  with  any  evidence  of  concern 
in  her  own  behalf,  she  sat  down  in  front  of  it, 
and  unbinding  the  handkerchief  about  her  head, 
and  letting  her  thick  wet  hair  fall  down  below 
her  waist,  sat  drying  it  with  the  palms  of  her 
hands,  and  looking  at  the  blaze. 

"  I  dare  say  you  are  thinking,"  she  said,  lift- 
ing her  head  suddenly,  "  that  I  used  to  be  hand- 
some once.  I  believe  I  was — I  know  I  was. 
Look  here !" 

She  held  up  her  hair  roughly  with  both  hands  ; 
seizing  it  as  if  she  would  have  torn  it  out ;  then, 
threw  it  down  again,  and  flung  it  back  as  though 
it  were  a  heap  of  serpents. 

"  Are  you  a  stranger  in  this  place  ?  "  asked 
Harriet. 

"  A  stranger  !"  she  returned,  stopping  be- 
tween each  short  reply,  and  looking  at  the  fire. 
"  Yes.  Ten  or  a  dozen  years  a  stranger.  I 
have  had  no  almanac  where  I  have  been.  Ten 
or  a  dozen  years.  I  don't  know  this  part.  It's 
much  altered  since  I  went  awav." 


"  Have  you  been  far?" 

"  Very  far.  Months  upon  months  over  the 
sea,  and  far  away  even  then.  I  have  been  where 
convicts  go,"  she  added,  looking  full  upon  her 
entertainer.     "  I  have  been  one  myself." 

"  Heaven  help  you  and  forgive  you  ! "  was 
the  gentle  answer. 

"  Ah  !  Heaven  help  me  and  forgive  me  !  " 
she  returned,  nodding  her  head  at  the  fire.  "  If 
man  would  help  some  of  us  a  little  more,  God 
would  forgive  us  all  the  sooner,  perhaps." 

But  she  was  softened  by  the  earnest  manner 
and  the  cordial  face  so  full  of  mildness  and  so 
free  from  judgment  of  her,  and  said,  less  hardily  : 

"  We  may  be  about  the  same  age,  you  and  I. 
If  I  am  older,  it  is  not  above  a  year  or  two.  Oh, 
think  of  that !" 

She  opened  her  arms,  as  though  the  exhibi- 
tion of  her  outward  form  would  show  the  moral 
wretch  she  was ;  and  letting  them  drop  at  her 
sides,  hung  down  her  head. 

"  There  is  nothing'we  may  not  hope  to  repair  ; 
it  is  never  too  late  to  amend,"  said  Harriet. 
"  You  are  penitent " 

"  No,"  she  answered.  "  I  am  not.  I  can't 
be.  I  am  no  such  thing.  Why  should  /  be 
penitent,  and  all  the  world  go  free  ?  They  talk 
to  me  of  my  penitence.  Who's  penitent  for  the 
wrongs  that  have  been  done  to  me  ?" 

She  rose  up,  bound  her  handkerchief  about 
her  head,  and  turned  to  move  away. 

"  M'here  are  you  going?''  said  Harriet. 

"  Yonder,"  she  answered,  pointing  with  her 
hand.     "  To  London." 

"  Have  you  any  home  to  go  to  ?" 

"  I  think  I  have  a  mother.  She's  as  much  a 
mother  as  her  dwelling  is  a  home,"  she  answered 
with  a  bitter  laugh. 

"  Take  this,"  cried  Harriet,  putting  money  in 
her  hand.  "Try  to  do  well.  It  is  very  little, 
but  for  one  day  it  may  keep  you  from  harm." 

"Are  you  married?''  said  the  other  faintly, 
as  she  took  it. 

"  No.  I  live  here  with  my  brother.  We  have 
not  much  to  spare,  or  I  would  give  you  more." 

"  Will  you  let  me  kiss  you  ?" 

Seeing  no  scorn  or  repugnance  in  her  face, 
the  object  of  her  charity  bent  over  her  as  she 
asked  the  question,  and  pressed  her  lips  against 
her  cheek.  Once  more  she  caught  her  arm, 
and  covered  her  eyes  with  it ;  and  then  was  gone. 

Gone  into  the  deepening  night,  and  howling 
wind,  and  pelting  rain  ;  urging  her  way  on  to- 
wards the  mist-enshrouded  city,  where  the 
blurred  lights  gleamed  ;  and  with  her  black  hair 
and  disordered  head-gear  fluttering  round  hei 
reckless  face. 


A  FOND  MOTHER. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

ANOTHER  MOTHER  AND  DAUGHTER. 

!N  an  ugly  and  dark  room,  an  old 
woman,  ugly  and  dark  too,  sat 
listening  to  the  wind  and  rain,  and 
crouching  over  a  meagre  fire.  More 
constant  to  the  last-named  occupa- 
tion than  the  first,  she  never  changed 
her  attitude,  unless,  when  any  stray 
drops  of  rain  fell  hissing  on  the  smoul- 
dering embers,  to  raise  her  head  with  an  awak- 
ened attention  to  the  whistling  and  pattering 
outside,  and  gradually  to  let  it  fall  again  lower 
and  lower  and  lower  as  she  sunk  into  a  brood- 
ing state  of  thought,  in  which  the  noises  of  the 
night  were  as  indistinctly  regarded  as  is  the 
monotonous  rolling  of  a  sea  by  one  who  sits  in 
contemplation  on  its  shore. 

There  was  no  light  in  the  room  save  that 
which  the  fire  afforded.  Glaring  sullenly  from 
time  to  time  like  the  eye  of  a  fierce  beast  half 
asleep,  it  revealed  no  objects  that  needed  to  be 
jealous  of  a  better  display.  A. heap  of  rags,  a 
heap  of  bones,  a  wretched  bed,  two  or  three 
mutilated  chairs  or  stools,  the  black  walls  and 
blacker  ceiling,  were  all  its  winking  brightness 
shone  upon.  As  the  old  woman,  with  a  gigantic 
and  distorted  image  of  herself,  thrown  half  upon 
the  wall  behind  her,  half  upon  the  roof  above, 
sat  bending  over  the  few  loose  bricks  within 
which  it  was  pent,  on  the  damp  hearth  of  the 
chimney — for  there  was  no  stove — she  looked 
as  if  she  were  watching  at  some  witch's  altar  for 
a  favourable  token  :  and  but  that  the  movement 
of  her  chattering  jaws  and  trembling  chin  was 
too  frequent  and  too  fast  for  the  slow  flickering 
of  the  fire,  it  would  have  seemed  an  illusion 
wrought  by  the  light,  as  it  came  and  went,  upon 
a  face  as  motionless  as  the  form  to  which  it 
belonged. 

If  Florence  could  have  stood  within  the  room, 
and  looked  upon  the  original  of  the  shadow 
thrown  upon  the  wall  and  roof,  as  it  cowered 
thus  over  the  fire,  a  glance  might  have  sufficed 
to  recall  the  figure  of  Good  Mrs.  Brown  ;  not- 
withstanding that  her  childish  recollection  of 
that  terrible  old  woman  was  as  grotesque  and 
exaggerated  a  presentment  of  the  truth,  perhaps, 
as  the  shadow  on  the  wall.  But  Florence  was 
not  there  to  look  on  ;  and  Good  Mrs.  Brown  re- 
mained unrecognised,  and  sat  staring  at  her  fire, 
unobserved. 

Attracted  by  a  louder  sputtering  than  usual, 
as  the  rain  came  hissing  down  the  chimney  in  a 
little  stream,  the  old  woman  raised  her  head  im- 


patiently, to  listen  afresh.  And  this  time  she 
did  not  drop  it  again  ;  for  there  was  a  hand  upon 
the  door,  and  a  footstep  in  the  room. 

"Who's  that?"  she  said,  looking  over  her 
shoulder. 

"  One  who  brings  you  news,"  was  the  answer 
in  a  woman's  voice. 

"News?     Where  from?" 

"  From  abroad." 

"  From  beyond  seas  ?  "  cried  the  old  woman, 
starting  up. 

"  Ay,  from  beyond  seas." 

The  old  woman  raked  the  fire  together  hur- 
riedly, and  going  close  to  her  visitor,  who  had 
entered  and  shut  the  door,  and  who  now  stood 
in  the  middle  of  the  room,  put  her  hand  upon 
the  drenched  cloak,  and  turned  the  unresisting 
figure,  so  as  to  have  it  in  the  full  light  of  the 
fire.  She  did  not  find  w^hat  she  had  e.\pected, 
whatever  that  might  be  ;  for  she  let  the  cloak  go 
again,  and  uttered  a  querulous  cry  of  disappoint- 
ment and  misery. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  "  asked  her  visitor. 

"  Oho  !  Oho  !  "  cried  the  old  woman,  turn- 
ing her  face  upward,  with  a  terrible  howl. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  asked  the  visitor 
again. 

"  It's  not  my  gal ! "  cried  the  old  woman,  toss- 
ing up  her  arms,  and  clasping  her  hands  above 
her  head.  "  Where's  my  Ahce  ?  Where's  my 
handsome  daughter  ?  They've  been  the  death 
of  her  ! " 

"  They've  not  been  the  death  of  her  yet,  if 
your  name's  !Marwood,"  said  the  visitor. 

"  Have  you  seen  my  gal,  then  ?  "  cried  the 
old  woman.     "  Has  she  wrote  to  me  ?  " 

"  She  said  you  couldn't  read,"  returned  the 
other. 

"  No  more  I  can  ! "  exclaimed  the  old  wo- 
man, wringing  her  hands. 

"  Have  you  no  light  here  ?  "  said  the  other, 
looking  round  the  room. 

The  old  woman,  mumbling  and  shaking  her 
head,  and  muttering  to  herself  about  her  hand- 
some daughter,  brought  a  candle  from  a  cup- 
board in  the  corner,  and  tlirusting  it  into  the 
fire  with  a  trembling  hand,  lighted  it  with  some 
difficulty,  and  set  it  on  the  table.  Its  dirty 
wick  burnt  dimly  at  first,  being  choked  in  its 
own  grease ;  and  when  the  bleared  eyes  and 
failing  sight  of  the  old  woman  could  distinguish 
anything  by  its  light,  her  visitor  was  sitting  with 
her  arms  folded,  her  eyes  turned  downwards, 
and  a  handkerchief  she  had  worn  upon  her  head 
lying  on  the  table  by  her  side. 

"She  sent  to  me  byword  of  mouth,  then,  my 
gal,  Alice?"   mumbled    the   old   woman    alter 
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waiting  for  some  moments.  "What  did  she 
say?" 

"Look,"  returned  the  visitor. 

The  old  woman  repeated  the  word  in  a  scared, 
uncertain  way ;  and,  shading  her  eyes,  looked  at 
the  speaker,  round  the  room,  and  at  the  speaker 
once  again. 

"  Alice  said, '  Look  again,  mother ; '  "  and  the 
speaker  fixed  her  eyes  upon  her. 

Again  the  old  woman  looked  round  the  room, 
and  at  her  visitor,  and  round  the  room  once 
more.  Hastily  seizing  the  candle,  and  rising 
from  her  seat,  she  held  it  to  the  visitor's  face, 
uttered  a  loud  cry,  set  down  the  light,  and  fell 
upon  her  neck  ! 

"  It's  my  gal !  It's  my  Alice  !  It's  my  hand- 
some daughter,  living  and  come  back !"  screamed 
the  old  woman,  rocking  herself  to  and  fro  upon 
the  breast  that  coldly  suftered  her  embrace.  "  It's 
my  gal !  It's  my  Alice  !  It's  my  handsome 
daughter  living  and  come  back  !"  she  screamed 
again,  dropping  on  the  floor  before  her,  clasping 
her  knees,  laying  her  head  against  them,  and 
still  rocking  herself  to  and  fro  with  every  frantic 
demonstration  of  which  her  vitality  was  capable. 

"  Yes,  mother,"  returned  Alice,  stooping  for- 
ward for  a  moment,  and  kissing  her,  but  en- 
deavouring, even  in  the  act,  to  disengage  herself 
from  her  embrace.  "  I  am  here  at  last.  Let 
go,  mother ;  let  go.  Get  up  and  sit  in  your 
chair.     What  good  does  this  do  ?  " 

'•'She's  come  back  harder  than  she  went  I " 
cried  the  mother,  looking  up  in  her  face,  and 
still  holding  to  her  knees.  "  She  don't  care  for 
me  !  after  all  these  years,  and  all  the  wretched 
life  I've  led  !  " 

"  Why,  mother  ! "  said  Alice,  shaking  her 
ragged  skirts  to  detach  the  old  woman  from 
them,  "  there  are  two  sides  to  that.  There  have 
been  years  for  me  as  well  as  you,  and  there  has 
been  wretchedness  for  me  as  well  as  you.  Get 
up,  get  up  !  " 

Her  mother  rose,  and  cried,  and  wrung  her 
hands,  and  stood  at  a  little  distance  gazing  on 
her.  Then  she  took  the  candle  again,  and 
going  round  her,  surveyed  her  from  head  to 
foot,  making  a  low  moaning  all  the  time.  Then 
she  put  the  candle  down,  resumed  her  chair, 
and  beating  her  hands  together  to  a  kind  of 
weary  tune,  and  rolling  herself  from  side  to 
side,  continued  moaning  and  wailing  to  herself 

Alice  got  up,  took  off  her  wet  cloak,  and  laid 
it  aside.  That  done,  she  sat  down  as  before, 
dnd  with  her  arms  folded,  and  her  eyes  gazing 
at  the  fire,  remained  silently  listening  with  a 
contemptuous  face  to  her  old  mother's  inarticu- 
late complainings. 


"  Did  you  expect  to  see  me  return  as  youth- 
ful as  I  went  away,  mother  ?  "  she  said  at  length, 
turning  her  eyes  upon  the  old  woman.  "  Did 
you  think  a  foreign  life,  like  mine,  was  good  for 
good  looks?  One  would  believe  so  to  hear 
you  !  " 

"It  an't  that!"  cried  the  mother.  "She 
knows  it !  " 

"What  is  it,  then?"  returned  the  daughter. 
"  It  had  best  be  something  that  don't  last, 
mother,  or  my  way  out  is  easier  than  my  way  in." 

"  Hear  that  ! "  exclaimed  the  mother.  "  After 
all  these  years  she  threatens  to  desert  me  in  the 
moment  af  her  coming  back  again  !  " 

"  I  tell  you,  mother,  for  the  second  time, 
there  have  been  years  for  me  as  \vell  as  you," 
said  Alice.  "Come  back  harder?  Of  course 
I  have  come  back  harder.  AVhat  else  ciid  you 
expect?  " 

"  Harder  to  me  !  To  her  own  dear  mother  !  " 
cried  the  old  woman. 

"  I  don't  know  who  began  to  harden  me,  if 
my  own  dear  mother  didn't,"  she  returned,  sit- 
ting with  her  folded  arms,  and  knitted  brows, 
and  compressed-  lips,  as  if  she  were  bent  on  ex- 
cluding, by  force,  every  softer  feeling  from  her 
breast.  "  Listen,  mother,  to  a  word  or  two. 
If  we  understand  each  other  now,  we  shall  not 
fall  out  any  more,  perhaps.  I  went  away  a 
girl,  and  have  come  back  a  woman.  I  went 
away  undutiful  enough,  and  have  come  back  no 
better,  you  may  swear.  But  have  you  been  very 
dutiful  to  me  ?" 

"  I !  "  cried  the  old  woman.  "  To  my  own 
gal !     A  mother  dutiful  to  her  own  child  !  " 

"  It  sounds  unnatural,  don't  it  ?  "  returned 
the  daughter,  looking  coldly  on  her  with  her 
stern,  regardless,  hardy,  beautiful  face  ;  "  but  I 
have  thought  of  it  sometimes,  in  the  course  of 
my  lone  years,  till  I  have  got  used  to  it.  I  have 
heard  some  talk  about  duty,  first  and  last ;  but 
it  has  always  been  of  my  duty  to  other  people. 
I  have  wondered  now  and  then — to  pass  away 
the  time — whether  no  one  ever  owed  any  duty 
to  me." 

Her  mother  sat  mowing,  and  mumbling,  and 
shaking  her  head,  but  whether  angrily,  or  re- 
morsefully, or  in  denial,  or  only  in  her  physical 
infirmity,  did  not  appear. 

"  There  was  a  child  called  Alice  Marwood," 
said  the  daughter  with  a  laugh,  and  looking 
down  at  herself  in  terrible  derision  of  hersell', 
"  born  among  poverty  and  neglect,  and  nursed 
in  it.  Nobody  taught  her,  nobody  stepped  for- 
ward to  help  her,  nobody  cared  for  her." 

"Nobody  !"  echoed  tlie  mother,  pointing  to 
herself,  and  striking  her  breast. 
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"  The  only  care  she  knew,"  returned  tlie 
daughter,  "  was  to  be  beaten,  and  stinted,  and 
abused  sometimes;  and  she  might  have  done 
better  without  that.  She  hved  in  homes  Hke 
this,  and  in  the  streets,  with  a  crowd  of  little 
wretches  like  herself ;  and  yet  she  brought  good 
looks  out  of  this  childhood.  So  much  the  worse 
for  her.  She  had  better  have  been  hunted  and 
worried  to  death  for  ugliness." 

"  Go  on  !  go  on  !  "  exclaimed  the  mother. 

"  I  am  going  on,"  returned  the  daughter. 
"  There  was  a  girl  called  Alice  Marwood.  She 
was  handsome.  She  was  taught  too  late,  and 
taught  all  wrong.  She  was  too  well  cared  for, 
too  well  trained,  too  well  helped  on,  too  much 
looked  after.  You  were  very  fond  of  her — ■ 
you  were  better  off  then.  What  came  to  that 
girl  comes  to  thousands  every  year.  It  was  only 
ruin,  and  she  was  born  to  it." 

"  After  all  these  years  ! "  whined  the  old 
woman.     "  My  gal  begins  with  this." 

"  She'll  soon  have  ended,"  said  the  daughter. 
"  There  was  a  criminal  called  Alice  Marwood — 
a  girl  still,  but  deserted  and  an  outcast.  And 
she  was  tried,  and  she  was  sentenced.  And 
Lord,  how  the  gentlemen  in  the  court  talked 
about  it !  and  how  grave  the  judge  was  on  her 
duty,  and  on  her  having  perverted  the  gifts  of 
nature — as  if  he  didn't  know  better  than  any- 
body there  that  they  had  been  made  curses  to 
her ! — and  how  he  preached  about  the  strong 
arm  of  the  Law — so  very  strong  to  save  her, 
when  she  was  an  innocent  and  helpless  little 
wretch  !  and  how  solemn  and  religious  it  all 
was !  I  have  thought  of  that  many  times  since, 
to  be  sure  ! " 

She  folded  her  arms  tightly  on  her  breast, 
and  laughed  in  a  tone  that  made  the  howl  of 
tlie  old  woman  musical. 

'•  So  Alice  Marwood  was  transported,  mother," 
she  pursued,  "and  was  sent  to  learn  her  duty 
where  there  was  twenty  times  less  duty,  and 
more  wickedness,  and  wrong,  and  infamy,  than 
here.  And  Alice  Marwood  is  come  back  a 
woman.  Such  a  woman  as  she  ought  to  be, 
after  all  this.  Li  good  time  there  will  be  more 
solemnity,  and  more  fine  talk,  and  more  strong 
arm,  most  likely,  and  there  will  be  an  end  of 
her;  but  the  gentlemen  needn't  be  afraid  of 
being  thrown  out  of  work.  There's  crowds 
of  little  wretches,  boy  and  girl,  growing  up  in 
any  of  the  streets  they  live  in,  that'll  keep  them 
to  it  till  they've  made  their  fortunes." 

The  old  woman  leaned  her  elbows  on  the 
table,  and  resting  her  face  upon  her  two  hands, 
made  a  show  of  being  in  great  distress — or  really 
was  perhaps. 


"  There  !  I  have  done,  mother,"  said  the 
daughter,  with  a  motion  of  her  head,  as  if  in 
dismissal  of  the  subject.  "  I  have  said  enough. 
Don't  let  you  and  I  talk  of  bemg  dutiful,  what- 
ever we  do.  Your  childhood  was  like  mine,  I 
suppose.  So  much  the  worse  for  both  of  us. 
I  don't  want  to  blame  you,  or  to  defend  myself; 
why  should  I  ?  That's  all  over,  long  ago.  But 
I  am  a  woman — not  a  girl  now — and  )'ou  and  I 
needn't  make  a  show  of  our  history,  like  the 
gentlemen  in  the  court,  //l- know  all  about  it 
well  enough." 

Lost  and  degraded  as  she  was,  there  was  a 
beauty  in  her,  both  of  face  and  form,  which, 
even  in  its  worst  expression,  could  not  but  be 
recognised  as  such  by  any  one  regarding  her  with 
the  least  attention.  As  she  subsided  into  silence, 
and  her  face,  which  had  been  harshly  agitated, 
quieted  down ;  while  her  dark  eyes,  fixed  upon 
the  fire,  exchanged  the  reckless  light  that  had 
animated  them,  for  one  that  was  softened  by 
something  like  sorrow ;  there  shone  through  all 
her  wayworn  misery  and  fatigue  a  ray  of  the 
departed  radiance  of  the  fallen  angel. 

Her  mother,  after  watching  her  for  some  time 
without  speaking,  ventured  to  steal  her  withered 
hand  a  little  nearer  to  her  across  the  table ;  and 
finding  that  she  permitted  this,  to  touch  her 
face  and  smooth  her  hair.  With  the  feeling,  as 
it  seemed,  that  the  old  woman  was  at  least  sin- 
cere in  this  show  of  interest,  Alice  made  no 
movement  to  check  her ;  so,  advancing  by  de- 
grees, she  bound  up  her  daughter's  hair  afresh, 
took  off  her  wet  shoes,  if  they  deserved  the 
name,  spread  something  dry  upon  her  shoulders, 
and  hovered  humbly  about,  muttering  to  herself, 
as  she  recognised  her  old  features  and  expression 
more  and  more. 

"  You  are  very  poor,  mother,  I  see,"  said 
Alice,  looking  round,  when  she  had  sat  thus  for 
some  time. 

"  Bitter  poor,  my  deary,"  replied  the  old 
woman. 

She  admired  her  daughter,  and  was  afraid  of 
her.  Perhaps  her  admiration,  such  as  it  was, 
had  originated  long  ago,  when  she  first  found 
anything  that  was  beautiful  appearing  in  the 
midst  of  tlie  squalid  fight  of  her  existence.  Per- 
haps her  fear  was  referable,  in  some  sort,  to  the 
retrospect  she  had  so  lately  heard.  Be  this  as  it 
might,  she  stood,  submissively  and  deferentially, 
betore  her  child,  and  inclined  her  head,  as  if 
in  a  pitiful  entreaty  to  be  spared  any  further 
reproach. 

''  How  have  you  lived  ?  '' 

"  By  begging,  my  deary." 

■■  And  pilfering,  mother?" 
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"  Sometimes,  Ally — in  a  very  small  way.  I 
am  old  and  timid.  I  have  taken  trifles  from 
children,  now  and  then,  my  deary,  but  not  often. 
I  have  tramped  about  the  country,  pet,  and  I 
know  what  I  know.     I  have  watched." 


"  Watched  ?  "  returned  the  daughter,  looking 
at  her. 

"  I  have  hung  about  a  family,  my  deary,"  said 
the  mother,  even  more  humbly  and  submissively 
than  before. 


'  she's   come  B.\CK   harder  than   she   went  1  "   CRIED  THE   MOTHER,    LOOKING   UP   IN   HER   FACE,    AND   STILL 

HOLDING  TO   HER  KNEES. 


"  What  family  ?  "  :  "  Years  ago,  my  deary,"  she  pursued,  glancing 

"  Hush,  darling.    Don't  be  angry  with  me  ;  I  ,  timidly  at  the  attentive  and  stern  face  opposed 

did  it  for  the  love  of  you.     In  memory  of  my  '■  to    her,    "  I   came   across   his    little    child    by 

poor  gal  beyond  seas."     She  put  out  her  hand  '  chance." 

deprecatingly,  and  drawing  it  back  again,  laid  it  '  "  Whose  child  ?" 

on  her  lips.  "  Not  his,  Alice  deary ;  don't  look  at  me  like 
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that ;  not  his.    How  could  it  be  his?   You  know 
he  has  none." 

"  Whose,  then  ?"  returned  the  daughter.  "  You 
said  his." 

"Hush,  Ally;  you  frighten  me,  deary.  Mr. 
Dombey's — only  Mr.  Dombey's.  Since  then, 
darling,  I  have  seen  them  often.  I  have  seen 
him.'' 

In  uttering  this  last  word,  the  old  woman 
shrunk  and  recoiled,  as  if  with  a  sudden  fear 
that  her  daughter  would  strike  her.  But  though 
the  daughter's  face  was  fixed  upon  her,  and  ex- 
pressed the  most  vehement  passion,  she  remained 
still :  except  that  she  clenched  her  arms  tighter 
and  tighter  within  each  other,  on  her  bosom,  as 
if  to  restrain  them  by  that  means  from  doing  an 
injury  to  herself,  or  some  one  else,  in  the  blind 
fury  of  the  wrath  that  suddenly  possessed  her. 

"  Little  he  thought  who  I  was  ! "  said  the  old 
woman,  shaking  her  clenched  hand. 

"  And  little  he  cared  !"  muttered  her  daughter 
between  her  teeth. 

■'  But  there  we  were,"  said  the  old  woman, 
"  face  to  face.  I  spoke  to  him,  and  he  spoke  to 
me.  I  sat  and  watched  him  as  he  went  away 
down  a  long  grove  of  trees ;  and,  at  every  step 
he  took,  I  cursed  him  soul  and  body." 

"  He  will  thrive  in  spite  of  that,"  returned  the 
daughter  disdainfully. 

"  Ay,  he  is  thriving,"  said  the  mother. 

She  held  her  peace ;  for  the  face  and  form 
before  her  were  unshaped  by  rage.  It  seemed 
as  if  the  bosom  would  burst  with  the  emotions 
that  strove  within  it.  The  effort  that  constrained 
and  held  it  pent  up  was  no  less  formidable  than 
the  rage  itself :  no  less  bespeaking  the  violent 
and  dangerous  character  of  the  woman  who 
made  it.  But  it  succeeded,  and  she  asked,  after 
a  silence  : 

"  Is  he  married  ?  " 

"  No,  deary,"  said  the  mother. 

"  Going  to  be?" 

"  Not  that  I  know  of,  deary.  But  his  master 
and  friend  is  married.  Oh,  we  may  give  him 
joy  !  We  may  give  'em  all  joy  !  "  cried  the  old 
woman,  hugging  herself  with  her  lean  arms  in 
her  exultation.  "  Nothing  but  joy  to  us  wiJl 
come  of  that  marriage.     Mind  me  !  " 

The  daughter  looked  at  her  for  an  expla- 
nation. 

"  But  you  are  wet  and  tired  :  hungry  and 
thirsty,"  said  the  old  woman,  hobbling  to  the 
cupboard:  "and  there's  little  here,  and  little" 
— diving  down  into  her  pocket,  and  jingling  a 
few  halfpence  on  the  table — "  little  here.  Have 
you  any  money,  Alice  deary?" 

The  covetous,  sharp,  eager  face  with  which 


she  asked  the  question  and  looked  on,  as  her 
daughter  took  out  of  her  bosom  the  little  gift 
she  had  so  lately  received,  told  almost  as  much 
of  the  history  of  this  parent  and  child  as  the 
child  herself  had  tokl  in  words. 

"  Is  that  all  ?  "  said  the  mother. 

"  I  have  no  more.  I  should  not  have  this, 
but  for  charity." 

"  But  for  charity,  eh,  deary  ?  "  said  the  old 
woman,  bending  greedily  over  the  table  to  look 
at  the  money,  which  she  appeared  distrustful  of 
her  daughter's  still  retaining  in  her  hand,  and 
gazing  on.  "  Humph  !  six  and  six  is  twelve, 
and  six  eighteen — so — we  must  make  the  most 
of  it.     I'll  go  buy  something  to  eat  and  drink." 

With  greater  alacrity  than  might  have  been 
expected  in  one  of  her  appearance — for  age  and 
misery  seemed  to  have  made  her  as  decrepit  as 
ugly — she  began  to  occupy  her  trembling  hands 
in  tying  an  old  bonnet  on  her  head,  and  fold- 
ing a  torn  shawl  about  herself :  still  eyeing  the 
money  in  her  daughter's  hand  with  the  same 
sharp  desire. 

"  What  joy  is  to  come  to  us  of  this  marriage, 
mother?"  asked  the  daughter.  "You  have  not 
told  me  that." 

"  The  joy,"  she  replied,  attiring  herself  with 
fumbling  fingers,  "  of  no  love  at  all,  and  much 
pride  and  hate,  my  deary.  The  joy  of  confusion 
and  strife  among  'em,  proud  as  they  are,  and  of 
danger — danger,  Alice  ! " 

"What  danger?" 

"  1  have  seen  what  I  have  seen.  /  know 
what  I  know  ! "  chuckled  the  mother.  "  Let 
some  look  to  it.  Let  some  be  upon  their  guard. 
My  gal  may  keep  good  company  yet  !  " 

Then,  seeing  that,  in  the  wondering  earnest- 
ness with  which  her  daughter  regarded  her,  her 
hand  involuntarily  closed  upon  the  money,  the 
old  woman  made  more  speed  to  secure  it,  and 
hurriedly  added,  "  But  I'll  go  buy  something,  I'll 
go  buy  something." 

As  she  stood  with  her  hand  stretched  out 
before  her  daughter,  her  daughter,  glancing  again 
at  the  money,  put  it  to  her  lips  before  parting 
with  it. 

"  What,  Ally  !  Do  you  kiss  it  ?  "  chuckletl 
the  old  woman.  "  That's  like  me — I  often  do. 
Oh,  it's  so  good  to  us  !  "  squeezing  her  own  tar- 
nished halfpence  up  to  her  bag  of  a  throat,  "  so 
good  to  us  in  everything  but  not  coming  in 
heaps !  " 

"  I  kiss  it,  mother,"  said  the  daughter,  "  or  I 
did  then — I  don't  know  that  I  ever  did  before — ■ 
for  the  giver's  sake." 

"  The  giver,  eh,  deary  ? "  retorted  the  old 
woman,  whose  dimmed  eyes  glistened  as  she 
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took  it.  "  Ay  !  I'll  kiss  it  for  the  giver's  sake, 
too,  when  the  giver  can  make  it  go  farther.  But 
I'll  go  spend  it,  deary.     I'll  be  back  directly." 

"  V'ou  seem  to  say  you  know  a  great  deal, 
mother,"  said  the  daughter,  following  her  to  the 
door  with  her  eyes.  You  have  grown  very  wise 
since  we  parted." 

"  Know  !  "  croaked  the  old  woman,  coming 
back  a  step  or  two.  "  I  know  more  than  you 
think.  I  know  more  than  he  thinks,  deary,  as 
I'll  tell  you  by-and-by.     I  know  all  about  him." 

The  daughter  smiled  incredulously. 

"  I  know  of  his  brother,  Alice,"  said  the  old 
woman,  stretching  out  her  neck  with  a  leer  of 
malice  absolutely  frightful,  "  who  might  have 
been  where  you  have  been — for  stealing  money 
— and  who  lives  with  his  sister,  over  yonder,  by 
the  north  road  out  of  London." 

"Where?" 

"  By  the  north  road  out  of  London,  deary.  You 
shall  see  the  house,  if  you  like.  It  an't  much  to 
boast  of,  genteel  as  his  own  is.  No,  no,  no," 
cried  the  old  woman,  shaking  her  head  and 
laughing;  for  her  daughter  had  started  up,  "not 
now;  it's  too  far  off;  it's  by  the  milestone,  where 
the  stones  are  heaped; — to-morrow,  deary,  if 
it's  fine,  and  you  are  in  the  humour.  But  I'll 
go  spend " 

"  Stop  !  "  and  the  daughter  flung  herself  u])on 
her,  with  her  former  passion  raging  like  a  fire. 
"  The  sister  is  a  fair-faced  devil,  with  brown 
hair  ?  " 

The  old  woman,  amazed  and  terrified,  nodded 
her  head. 

"  I  see  the  shadow  of  him  in  her  face  !  It's  a 
red  house,  standing  by  itself.  Before  the  door 
there  is  a  small  green  porch." 

Again  the  old  woman  nodded. 

"  In  which  I  sat  to-day  !  Give  me  back  the 
money." 

"  Alice  !     Deary  !  " 

"  Give  me  back  the  money,  or  you'll  be  hurt." 

She  forced  it  from  the  old  woman's  hand  as 
she  spoke,  and,  utterly  indifferent  to  her  com- 
plainings and  entreaties,  threw  on  the  garments 
she  had  taken  off,  and  hurried  out  with  headlong 
speed. 

The  mother  followed,  limping  after  her  as  she 
could,  and  expostulating  with  no  more  effect 
upon  her  than  upon  the  wind  and  rain  and  dark- 
ness that  encompassed  them.  Obdurate  and 
fierce  in  her  own  purpose,  and  indifferent  to  all 
besides,  the  daughter  defied  the  weather  and  the 
distance,  as  if  .she  had  known  no  travel  or  fatigue, 
.and  made  for  the  house  where  she  had  been  re- 
Heved.  After  some  quarter  of  an  hour's  walk- 
ing, the  old  woman,  spent  and  out  of  breath. 


ventured  to  hold  by  her  skirts ;  but  she  ventured 
no  more,  and  they  travelled  on  in  silence  through 
the  wet  and  gloom.  If  the  mother  now  and  then 
uttered  a  word  of  complaint,  she  stifled  it,  lest 
her  daughter  should  break  away  from  her  and 
leave  her  behind ;  and  the  daughter  was  dumb. 

It  was  within  an  hour  or  so  of  midnight  when 
they  left  the  regular  streets  behind  them,  and 
entered  on  the  deeper  gloom  of  that  neutral 
ground  where  the  house  was  situated.  The  town 
lay  in  the  distance,  lurid  and  lowering  ;  the  bleak 
wind  howled  over  the  open  space ;  all  around 
was  black,  wild,  desolate. 

"  This  is  a  fit  place  for  me  !  "  said  the  daughter, 
stopping  to  look  back.  "I  thought  so,  when  I 
was  here  before,  to-day." 

"  Alice,  my  deary,"  cried  the  mother,  pulling 
her  gently  by  the  skirt.     "  Alice  !  " 

"  What  now,  mother?  " 

"  Don't  give  the  money  back,  my  darling ; 
please  don't.  We  can't  afford  it.  W'e  want 
supper,  deary.  Money  is  money,  whoever  gives 
it.     Say  what  you  will,  but  keep  the  money." 

"See  there  !  "  was  all  the  daughter's  answer. 
"That  is  the  house  I  mean.     Is  that  it?" 

The  old  woman  nodded  in  the  affirmative ; 
and  a  few  more  paces  brought  them  to  the  thresh- 
old. There  was  the  light  of  fire  and  candle  in 
the  room  where  Alice  had  sat  to  dry  her  clothes; 
and,  on  her  knocking  at  the  door,  John  Carker 
appeared  from  that  room. 

He  was  surprised  to  see  such  visitors  at  such 
an  hour,  and  asked  Alice  what  she  wanted. 

"  I  want  your  sister,"  she  said.  "  The  woman 
who  gave  me  money  to-day." 

At  the  sound  of  her  raised  voice  Harriet  came 
out. 

"  Oh  ! "  said  Alice.  "  You  are  here  !  Do  you 
remember  me  ?" 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  wondering. 

The  face  that  had  humbled  itself  before  her 
looked  on  her  now  with  such  invincible  hatred 
and  defiance ;  and  the  hand  that  had  gently 
touched  her  arm  was  clenched  with  such  a  show 
of  evil  purpose,  as  if  it  would  gladly  strangle 
her  ;  that  she  drew  close  to  her  brother  for  pro- 
tection. 

"  That  I  could  speak  with  you,  and  not  know 
you  !  That  I  could  come  near  you,  and  not 
feel  what  blood  was  running  in  your  veins,  by 
the  tingling  of  my  own!"  said  Alice  with  a 
menacing  gesture. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?     What  have  I  done  ?  " 

"  Done  !  "  returned  the  other.  "  You  have  sat 
me  by  your' fire ;  you  have  given  me  food  and 
money ;  you  have  bestowed  your  compassion 
on  me  !     You  !  whose  name  I  spit  upon  !  " 
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The  old  woman,  with  a  malevolence  that  made 
h.er  ugliness  quite  awful,  shook  her  withered  hand 
at  the  brother  and  sister  in  confirmation  of  her 
daughter,  but  plucked  her  by  the  skirts  again, 
nevertheless,  imploring  her  to  keep  the  money. 

"  If  I  dropped  a  tear  upon  your  hand,  may  it 
wither  it  up  !  If  I  spoke  a  gentle  word  in  your 
hearing,  may  it  deafen  you  !  If  I  touched  you 
with  my  lips,  may  the  touch  be  poison  to  you  ! 
A  curse  upon  this  roof  that  gave  jTie  shelter  ! 
Sorrow  and  shame  upon  your  head  !  Ruin  upon 
all  belonging  to  you  !  " 

As  she  said  the  words,  she  threw  the  money 
down  upon  the  ground,  and  spurned  it  witli  her 
foot. 

"  I  tread  it  in  the  dust :  I  wouldn't  take  it  if 
it  ]5aved  my  way  to  Heaven  !  I  wish  the  bleed- 
ing foot  that  brought  me  here  to-day  had  rotted 
off,  before  it  led  me  to  your  house !  " 

Harriet,  pale  and  trembling,  restrained  her 
brother,  and  suffered  her  to  go  on  uninterrupted.. 

"  It  was  well  that  I  should  be  pitied  and  for- 
given by  you,  or  any  one  of  your  name,  in  the 
iirst  hour  of  my  return  !  It  was  well  that  you 
should  act  the  kind  good  lady  to  me  !  I'll  thank 
you  when  I  die ;  I'll  pray  for  you,  and  all  your 
race,  you  may  be  sure  !  " 

With  a  fierce  action  of  her  hand,  as  if  she 
sprinkled  hatred  on  the  ground,  and  with  it  de- 
voted those  who  were  standing  there  to  destruc- 
tion, she  looked  up  once  at  the  black  sky,  and 
strode  out  into  the  wild  night. 

The  mother,  who  had  plucked  at  her  skirts 
again  and  again  in  vain,  and  had  eyed  the  money 
l)ing  on  the  threshold  with  an  absorbing  greed 
that  seemed  to  concentrate  her  faculties  upon  it, 
would  have  prowled  about  until  the  house  was 
dark,  and  then  groped  in  the  mire  on  the  chance 
of  repossessing  herself  of  it.  But  the  daughter 
drew  her  away,  and  they  set  forth  straight,  on 
their  return  to  their  dwelling  ;  the  old  woman 
whimpering  and  bemoaning  their  loss  upon  the 
road,  and  fretfully  bewailing,  as  openly  as  she 
dared,  the  undutiful  conduct  of  her  handsome 
girl  in  depriving  her  of  a  supper  on  the  very 
first  night  of  their  reunion. 

.Supperless  to  bed  she  went,  saving  for  a  few 
coarse  fragments ;  and  those  she  sat  mumbling 
and  munching  over  a  scrap  of  fire,  long  after  her 
undutiful  daughter  lay  asleep. 

Were  this  miserable  mother,  and  this  mise- 
rable daughter,  only  the  reduction  to  their  lowest 
grade  of  certain  social  vices  sometimes  prevaihng 
higher  up  ?  In  this  round  world  of  many  circles 
within  circles,  do  we  make  a  weary  journey  from 
the  high  grade  to  the  low,  to  find  at  last  that  they 


lie  close  together,  that  the  two  extremes  touch, 
and  that  our  journey's  end  is  but  our  starting- 
place  ?  Allowing  for  great  diflerence  of  stuff'  and 
texture,  was  the  pattern  of  this  woof  repeated 
among  gentle  blood  at  all  ? 

Say,  Edith  Dombey  !     And  Cleopatra,  best 
of  mothers,  let  us  have  your  testimony  ! 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

THE     HAPPY     PAIR. 

'-Y^fW''"'-  HE  dark  blot  on  the  street  is  gone. 
ii.j^fflr  ,  i\Ir.  Dombey's  mansion,  if  it  be  a 
■■^9'1|te\\  gap  among  the  other  houses  any 
l^^l  longer,  is  only  so  because  it  is  not 
^^y  to  be  vied  with  in  its  brightness,  and 
)^^  haughtily  casts  them  off.  The  saying  is, 
f^^  that  home  is  home,  be  it  never  so  homely. 
'  a^  If  it  hold  good  in  the  opposite  contin- 
gency, and  home  is  home,  be  it  never  so  stately,, 
what  an  altar  to  the  Household  Gods  is  raised 
up  here  ! 

Lights  are  sparkling  in  the  windows  this  even- 
ing, and  the  ruddy  glow  of  fires  is  warm  and 
bright  upon  the  hangings  and  soft  carpets,  and 
the  dinner  waits  to  be  served,  and  the  dinner- 
table  is  handsomely  set  forth,  though  only  for 
four  persons,  and  the  sideboard  is  cumbrous 
with  plate.  It  is  the  first  time  that  the  house 
has  been  arranged  for  occupation  since  its  late 
changes,  and  the  happy  pair  are  looked  for 
every  minute. 

Only  second  to  the  wedding  morning,  in  the 
interest  and  expectation  it  engenders  among  the 
household,  is  this  evening  of  the  coming  home. 
Mrs.  Perch  is  in  the  kitchen  taking  tea;  and 
has  made  the  tour  of  the  establishment,  and 
jniced  the  silks  and  damasks  by  the  yard,  and 
exhausted  every  interjection  in  the  dictionary, 
and  out  of  it,  expressive  of  admiration  and 
wonder.  The  upholsterer's  foreman,  who  has 
left  his  hat,  with  a  pocket-handkerchief  in  it, 
both  smelling  strongly  of  varnish,  under  a  chair 
in  the  hall,  lurks  about  the  house,  gazing  up- 
wanl  at  tlie  cornices,  and  downwanl  at  the  car- 
pets, and  occasionally,  in  a  silent  transport  of 
enjoyment,  taking  a  rule  out  of  his  pocket,  and 
skirmishingly  measuring  expensive  objects,  with 
unutterable  feelings.  Cook  is  in  high  spirits,  and 
says.  Give  her  a  place  where  there's  plenty  of 
company  (as  she'll  bet  you  sixpence  there  will 
be  now),  for  she  is  of  a  lively  disposition,  and 
she  always  was  from  a  child,  and  she  don't  niintl 
who  knows  it ;  which  sentiment  elicits  from  the 
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breast  of  Mrs.  Perch  a  responsive  murmur  of 
support  and  approbation.  All  the  housemaid 
hopes  is,  happiness  for  'em — but  marriage  is  a 
lottery,  and  the  more  she  thinks  about  it,  the 
more  she  feels  the  independence  and  the  safety  of 
a  single  life.  Mr.  Towlinson  is  saturnine  and 
grim,  and  says  that's  his  opinion  too,  and  give 
him  war  besides,  and  down  with  the  French — 
for  this  young  man  has  a  general  impression 
that  every  foreigner  is  a  Frenchman,  and  must 
be  by  the  laws  of  nature. 

At  each  new  sound  of  wheels  they  all  stop, 
whatever  they  are  saying,  and  listen ;  and  more 
than  once  there  is  a  general  starting  up  and  a 
cry  of  "  Here  they  are  !  "  But  here  they  are  not 
yet ;  and  cook  begins  to  mourn  over  the  dinner, 
which  has  been  put  back  twice,  and  the  up- 
holsterer's foreman  still  goes  lurking  about  the 
rooms,  undisturbed  in  his  blissful  reverie. 

Florence  is  ready  to  receive  her  father  and  her 
new  mamma.  Whether  the  emotions  that  are 
throbbing  in  her  breast  originate  in  pleasure  or 
in  pain  she  hardly  knows.  But  the  fluttering 
heart  sends  added  colour  to  her  cheeks,  and 
brightness  to  her  eyes ;  and  they  say  down-stairs, 
drawing  their  heads  together — for  they  always 
speak  softly  when  they  speak  of  her — how 
beautiful  Miss  Florence  looks  to-night,  and  what 
a  sweet  young  lady  she  has  grown,  poor  dear ! 
A  pause  succeeds ;  and  then  cook,  feeling,  as 
president,  that  her  sentiments  are  waited  for, 
wonders  whether — and  there  stops.  The  house- 
maid wonders  too,  and  so  does  Mrs.  Perch,  who 
has  the  happy  social  faculty  of  always  wondering 
when  other  people  wonder,  without  being  at  all 
particular  what  she  wonders  at.  Mr.  Towlin- 
son, who  now  descries  an  opportunity  of  bring- 
ing down  the  spirits  of  the  ladies  to  his  own 
level,  says,  Wait  and  see  :  he  wishes  some  people 
were  well  out  of  this.  Cook  leads  a  sigh  then, 
and  a  murmur  of  "  Ah,  it's  a  strange  world, — it 
is  indeed  !  "  and,  when  it  has  gone  round  the 
table,  adds  persuasively,  "  But  Miss  Florence 
can't  well  be  the  worse  for  any  change,  Tom." 
Mr.  Towlinson's  rejoinder,  pregnant  with  frightful 
meaning,  is,  "  Oh,  can't  she,  though  !  "  and  sen- 
sible that  a  mere  man  can  scarcely  be  more  pro- 
phetic, or  improve  upon  that,  he  holds  his  peace. 

Mrs.  Skewton,  prepared  to  greet  her  darling 
daughter  and  dear  son-in-law  with  open  arms, 
is  appropriately  attired  for  that  purpose  in  a 
very  youthful  costume,  with  short  sleeves.  At 
present,  however,  her  ripe  charms  are  blooming 
in  the  shade  of  her  own  apartments,  whence  she 
has  not  emerged  since  she  took  possession  of 
them  a  few  hours  ago,  and  where  she  is  fast 
growing  fretful,  on  account  of  the  postponement 


of  dinner.  The  maid  who  ought  to  be  a  skele- 
ton, but  is  in  truth  a  buxom  damsel,  is,  on  the 
other  hand,  in  a  most  amiable  state ;  consider- 
ing her  quarterly  stipend  much  safer  than  here- 
tofore, and  foreseeing  a  great  improvement  in 
her  board  and  lodging. 

Where  are  the  happy  pair  for  whom  this 
brave  home  is  waiting?  Do  steam,  tide,  wind, 
and  horses  all  abate  their  speed,  to  linger  on 
such  happiness  ?  Does  the  swarm  of  loves  and 
graces  hovering  about  them  retard  their  progress 
by  its  numbers  ?  Are  there  so  many  flowers  in 
their  happy  path,  that  they  can  scarcely  move 
along,  without  entanglement  in  thornless  roses 
and  sweetest  brier  ? 

They  are  here  at  last  !  The  noise  of  wheels 
is  heard,  grows  louder,  and  a  carriage  drives  up 
to  the  door  !  A  thundering  knock  from  the 
obnoxious  foreigner  anticipates  the  rush  of  Mr. 
Towlinson  and  party  to  open  it ;  and  Mr.  Dom- 
bey  and  his  bride  alight,  and  walk  in  arm-and-arm. 

"  My  sweetest  Edith  !"  cries  an  agitated  voice 
upon  the  stairs.  "  My  dearest  Dombey  !"  and 
the  short  sleeves  wTeath  themselves  about  the 
happy  couple  in  turn,  and  embrace  them. 

Florence  had  come  do\\Ti  to  the  hall  too,  but 
did  not  advance :  reserving  her  timid  welcome 
until  these  nearer  and  dearer  transports  should 
subside.  But  the  eyes  of  Edith  sought  her  out 
upon  the  threshold ;  and,  dismissing  her  sensi- 
tive parent  with  a  slight  kiss  on  her  cheek,  she 
hurried  on  to  Florence  and  embraced  her. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Florence  ? "  said  Mr. 
Dombey,  putting  out  his  hand. 

As  Florence,  trembling,  raised  it  to  her  lips, 
she  met  his  glance.  The  look  was  cold  and 
distant  enough,  but  it  stirred  her  heart  to  think 
that  she  observed  in  it  something  more  of  in- 
terest than  he  had  ever  shown  before.  It  even 
expressed  a  kind  of  faint  surprise,  and  not  a  dis- 
agreeable surprise,  at  sight  of  her.  She  dared 
not  raise  her  eyes  to  his  any  more ;  but  she  felt 
that  he  looked  at  her  once  again,  and  not  less 
favourably.  Oh  !  what  a  thrill  of  joy  shot 
through  her,  awakened  by  even  this  intangible 
and  baseless  confirmation  of  her  hope  that  she 
would  learn  to  win  him  through  her  new  and 
beautilul  mamma  ! 

"  You  will  not  be  long  dressing,  Mrs.  Dom- 
bey, I  presume  ?"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  I  shall  be  ready  immediately." 

'•■  Let  them  send  up  dinner  in  a  quarter  of  an 
hour." 

With  that  Mr.  Dombey  stalked  away  to  his 
own  dressing-room,  and  Mrs.  Dombey  went  up- 
stairs to  hers.  Mrs.  Skewton  and  Florence  re- 
paired to  the  drawing-room,  where  that  excellent 
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mother  considered  it  incumbent  on  her  to  shed 
a  few  irrepressible  tears,  supposed  to  be  forced 
from  her  by  her  daughter's  feUcity ;  and  which 
she  was  still  drying,  very  gingerly,  with  a  laced 
corner  of  her  pocket-handkerchief,  when  her 
son-in-law  appeared. 

"  And  how,  my  dearest  Dombey,  did  you  find 
that  delightfullest  of  cities,  Paris  ?"  she  asked, 
subduing  her  emotion. 

"  It  was  cold,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Gay  as  ever,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  "  of 
course." 

"  Not  particularly.  I  thought  it  dull,"  said 
jNIr.  Dombey. 

"  Fie,  my  dearest  Dombey  !"  archly;  '"dull!" 

"  It  made  that  impression  upon  me,  madam," 
said  Mr.  Dombey  with  grave  politeness.  "  I  be- 
lieve Mrs.  Dombey  found  it  dull  too.  She  men- 
tioned once  or  twice  that  she  thought  it  so." 

"Why,  you  naughty  girl  !"  cried  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton,  rallying  her  dear  child,  who  now  entered, 
"  what  dreadfully  heretical  things  have  you  been 
saying  about  Paris  ?" 

Edith  raised  her  eyebrows  widi  an  air  of  weari- 
ness ;  and  passing  the  folding  doors,  which  were 
thrown  open  to  display  the  suite  of  rooms  in 
their  new  and  handsome  garniture,  and  barely 
glancing  at  them  as  she  passed,  sat  down  by 
Florence. 

"  My  dear  Dombey,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton, 
•'  how  charmingly  these  people  have  carried  out 
every  idea  that  we  hinted  !  They  have  made  a 
perfect  palace  of  the  house,  positively." 

"  It  is  handsome,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  looking 
round.  "  I  directed  that  no  expense  should  be 
spared  ;  and  all  that  money  could  do  has  been 
done,  I  believe." 

"And  what  can  it  not  do,  dear  Dombey?" 
observed  Cleopatra. 

"  It  is  powerful,  madam,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

He  looked  in  his  solemn  way  towards  his 
wife,  but  not  a  word  said  she. 

"  I  hope,  Mrs.  Dombey,"  addressing  her,  after 
a  moment's  silence,  with  especial  distinctness, 
"  that  these  alterations  meet  with  your  ap- 
proval ?" 

"  They  are  as  handsome  as  they  can  be,"  she 
returned  with  haughty  carelessness.  "  They 
should  be  so,  of  course.  And  I  suppose  they 
are." 

An  expression  of  scorn  was  habitual  to  the 
proud  face,  and  seemed  inseparable  from  it : 
but  the  contempt  with  which  it  received  any 
appeal  to  admiration,  respect,  or  consideration 
on  the  ground  of  iiis  riches,  no  matter  how  slight 
or  ordinary  in  itself,  was  a  new  and  difterent 
expression,  unequalled  in  intensity  by  any  other 
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of  which  it  was  capable.  Whether  Mr.  Dombey, 
wrapped  in  his  own  greatness,  was  at  all  aware 
of  this,  or  no,  there  had  not  been  wanting  op- 
portunities already  for  his  complete  enlighten- 
ment ;  and  at  that  moment  it  might  have  been 
effected  by  the  one  glance  of  the  dark  eye  that 
lighted  on  him,  after  it  had  rapidly  and  scorn- 
fully surveyed  the  theme  of  his  self-glorification. 
He  might  have  read  in  that  one  glance  that 
nothing  that  his  wealth  could  do,  though  it 
were  increased  ten  thousand  fold,  could  win 
him,  for  its  own  sake,  one  look  of  softened  re- 
cognition from  the  defiant  woman  linked  to  him, 
but  arrayed  with  her  whole  soul  against  him. 
He  might  have  read  in  that  one  glance  that  even 
for  its  sordid  and  mercenary  influence  upon  her- 
self she  spurned  it,  while  she  claimed  its  utmost 
power  as  her  right,  her  bargain — as  the  base  and 
worthless  recompense  for  which  she  had  become 
his  wife.  He  might  have  read  in  it  that,  ever 
baring  her  own  head  for  the  lightning  of  her 
own  contempt  and  pride  to  strike,  the  most 
innocent  allusion  to  the  power  of  his  riches  de- 
graded her  anew,  sunk  her  deeper  in  her  own 
respect,  and  made  the  blight  and  waste  within 
her  more  complete. 

But  dinner  was  announced,  and  Mr.  Dombey 
led  down  Cleopatra ;  Edith  and  his  daughter 
following.  Sweeping  past  the  gold  and  silver 
demonstration  on  the  sideboard  as  if  it  were 
heaped-up  dirt,  and  deigning  to  bestow  no  look 
upon  the  elegancies  around  her,  she  took  her 
place  at  his  board  for  the  first  time,  and  sat, 
like  a  statue,  at  the  feast. 

Mr.  Dombey,  being  a  good  deal  in  the  statue 
way  himself,  was  well  enough  pleased  to  see  his 
handsome  wife  immovable  and  proud  and  cold. 
Her  deportment  being  always  elegant  and  grace- 
ful, this  as  a  general  behaviour  was  agreeable 
and  congenial  to  him.  Presiding,  therefore, 
with  his  accustomed  dignity,  and  not  at  all  re- 
flecting on  his  wife  by  any  warmth  or  hilarity  of 
his  own,  he  performed  his  share  of  the  honours 
of  the  table  with  a  cool  satisfaction  ;  and  the 
installation  dinner,  though  not  regarded  down- 
stairs as  a  great  success,  or  very  promising  be- 
ginning, passed  off,  above,  in  a  sufficiently  polite, 
genteel,  and  frosty  manner. 

Soon  after  tea,  Mrs.  Skewton,  who  affected  to 
be  quite  overcome  and  worn  out  by  her  emo- 
tions of  happiness,  arising  in  the  contemplation 
of  her  dear  child  united  to  the  man  of  her  heart, 
but  who,  there  is  reason  to  suppose,  found  this 
family  party  somewhat  dull,  as  she  yawned  for 
one  hour  continually  behind  her  fan,  retired  to 
bed.  Edith,  also,  silently  withdrew,  and  came 
back  no  more.     Thus,  it  happened  that   Flo- 
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rence,  who  had  been  up-stairs  to  have  some 
conversation  with  Diogenes,  returning  to  the 
drawing-room  with  her  httle  work-basket,  found 
no  one  there  but  her  father,  who  was  walking  to 
'and  fro  in  dreary  magnificence. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  Shall  I  go  away,  papa  ?  " 
said  Florence  faintly,  hesitating  at  the  door. 

"  No,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey,  looking  round 
over  his  shoulder  ;  "  you  can  come  and  go  here, 
Florence,  as  you  please.  This  is  not  my  private 
room." 

Florence  entered,  and  sat  down  at  a  distant 
little  table  with  her  work ;  finding  herself  for 
the  first  time  in  her  life — for  the  very  first  time 
within  her  memory  from  her  infancy  to  that  hour 
— alone  with  her  father  as  his  companion.  She, 
his  natural  companion,  his  only  child,  who  in 
her  lonely  life  and  grief  had  known  the  suffering 
of  a  breaking  heart ;  who,  in  her  rejected  love, 
had  never  breathed  his  name  to  God  at  night, 
but  with  a  tearful  blessing,  heavier  on  him  than 
a  curse  ;  who  had  prayed  to  die  young,  so  she 
might  only  die  in  his  arms  ;  who  had,  all 
through,  repaid  the  agony  of  slight  and  coldness, 
and  dislike,  with  patient  unexacting  love,  ex- 
cusing him,  and  pleading  for  him,  like  his  better 
angel ! 

She  trembled,  and  her  eyes  were  dim.  His 
figure  seemed  to  grow  in  height  and  bulk  before 
her  as  he  paced  the  room  :  now  it  was  all  blurred 
and  indistinct ;  now  clear  again,  and  plain  :  and 
now  she  seemed  to  think  that  this  had  hap- 
pened, just  the  same,  a  multitude  of  years  ago. 
She  yearned  towards  him,  and  yet  shrunk  from 
his  approach.  Unnatural  emotion  in  a  child, 
innocent  of  wrong !  Unnatural  the  hand  that 
had  directed  the  sharp  plough,  which  furrowed 
up  her  gentle  nature  for  the  sowing  of  its  seeds  ! 

Bent  upon  not  distressing  or  offending  him  by 
her  distress,  Florence  controlled  herself,  and  sat 
quietly  at  her  work.  After  a  few  more  turns 
across  and  across  the  room,  he  left  off  pacing  it ; 
and  withdrawing  into  a  shadowy  corner  at  some 
distance,  where  there  was  an  easy-chair,  covered 
his  head  with  a  handkerchief,  and  composed 
himself  to  sleep. 

It  was  enough  for  Florence  to  sit  there  watch- 
ing him  ;  turning  her  eyes  towards  his  chair  from 
time  to  time ;  watching  him  with  her  thoughts, 
when  her  face  was  intent  upon  her  work ;  and 
sorrowfully  glad  to  think  that  he  could  sleep 
while  she  was  there,  and  that  he  was  not  made 
restless  by  her  strange  and  long-forbidden  pre- 
sence. 

What  would  have  been  her  thoughts  if  she 
had  known  that  he  was  steadily  regarding  her ; 
that  the  veil  upon  his  face,  by  accident  or  by 


design,  was  so  adjusted  that  his  sight  was  free, 
and  that  it  never  wandered  from  her  face  an 
instant !  That  when  she  looked  towards  him, 
in  the  obscure  dark  corner,  her  speaking  eyes, 
more  earnest  and  pathetic  in  their  voiceless 
speech  than  all  the  orators  of  all  the  world,  and 
impeaching  him  more  nearly  in  their  mute  ad- 
dress, met  his,  and  did  not  know  it !  That  when 
she  bent  her  head  again  over  her  work,  he  drew 
his  breath  more  easily,  but  with  the  same  atten- 
tion looked  upon  her  still — upon  her  white  brow 
and  her  falling  hair,  and  busy  hands ;  and,  once 
attracted,  seemed  to  have  no  power  to  turn  his 
eyes  away  ! 

And  what  were  his  thoughts  meanwhile  ?  With 
what  emotions  did  he  prolong  the  attentive  gaze 
covertly  directed  on  his  unknown  daughter  ? 
Was  there  reproach  to  him  in  the  quiet  figure 
and  the  mild  eyes  ?  Had  he  begun  to  feel  her 
disregarded  claims,  and  did  they  touch  him  home 
at  last,  and  waken  him  to  some  sense  of  his 
cruel  injustice  ? 

There  are  yielding  moments  in  the  lives  of 
the  sternest  and  harshest  men,  though  such  men 
often  keep  their  secret  well.  The  sight  of  her 
in  her  beauty,  almost  changed  into  a  woman 
without  his  knowledge,  may  have  struck  out 
some  such  moments  even  in  his  life  of  pride. 
Some  passing  thought  that  he  had  had  a  happy 
home  within  his  reach — had  had  a  household 
spirit  bending  at  his  feet — had  overlooked  it  in 
his  stift'-necked,  sullen  arrogance,  and  wandered 
away  and  lost  himself — may  have  engendered 
them.  Some  simple  eloquence  distinctly  heard, 
though  only  uttered  in  her  eyes,  unconscious 
that  he  read  them,  as,  "  By  the  death-beds  I 
have  tended,  by  the  childhood  I  have  suffered, 
by  our  meeting  in  this  dreary  house  at  midnight, 
by  the  cry  wrung  from  me  in  the  anguish  of  my 
heart,  O  father,  turn  to  me  and  seek  a  refuge  in 
my  love  before  it  is  too  late  ! "  may  have  arrested 
them.  Meaner  and  lower  thoughts,  as  that  his 
dead  boy  was  now  superseded  by  new  ties,  and 
he  could  forgive  the  having  been  supplanted  in 
his  aftection,  may  have  occasioned  them.  The 
mere  association  of  her  as  an  ornament,  with  all 
the  ornament  and  pomp  about  him,  may  have 
been  sufiicient.  But,  as  he  looked,  he  softened 
to  her  more  and  more.  As  he  looked,  she  be- 
came blended  with  the  child  he  had  loved,  and 
he  could  hardly  separate  the  two.  As  he  looked, 
he  saw  her  for  an  instant  by  a  clearer  and  a 
brighter  light,  not  bending  over  that  child's 
pillow  as  his  rival — monstrous  thought ! — but  as 
the  spirit  of  his  home,  and  in  the  action  tending 
himself  no  less,  as  he  sat  once  more  with  his 
bowed-down  head  uDon  his  hand  at  the  foot  of 
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the  little  bed.  He  felt  inclined  to  speak  to  her, 
and  call  her  to  him.  The  words  "  Florence, 
come  here  !"  were  rising  to  his  lips — slowly  and 
with  difficidty,  they  were  so  very  strange — when 
they  were  checked  and  stifled  by  a  footstep  on 
the  stair. 

It  was  his  wife's.  She  had  exchanged  her 
dinner  dress  for  a  loose  robe,  and  had  unbound 
her  hair,  which  fell  freely  about  her  neck.  But 
this  was  not  the  change  in  her  that  startled  him. 

"  Florence  dear,"  she  said,  "  I  have  been 
looking  for  you  everywhere." 

As  she  sat  down  by  the  side  of  Florence,  she 
stooped  and  kissed  her  hand.  He  hardly  knew 
his  wife.  She  was  so  changed.  It  was  not 
merely  that  her  smile  was  new  to  him — though 
that  he  had  never  seen;  but  her  manner,  the 
tone  of  her  voice,  the  light  of  her  eyes,  the  in- 
terest and  confidence,  and  winning  wish  to 
please,  expressed  in  all — this  was  not  Edith. 

"  Softly,  dear  mamma.     Papa  is  asleep." 

It  was  Edith  now.  She  looked  towards  the 
corner  where  he  was,  and  he  knew  that  face  and 
manner  very  well. 

"  I  scarcely  thought  you  could  be  here,  Flo- 
rence." 

.'\gain,  how  altered  and  how  softened  in  an 
instant ! 

"  I  left  here  early,"  pursued  Edith,  '•  purposely 
to  sit  up-stairs  and  talk  with  you.  But,  going 
to  your  room,  I  found  my  bird  was  flown,  and  I 
have  been  waiting  there  ever  since,  expecting  its 
return." 

If  it  had  been  a  bird  indeed,  she  could  not 
have  taken  it  more  tenderly  and  gently  to  her 
breast  than  she  did  Florence. 

"  Come,  dear  !" 

"  Papa  will  not  expect  to  find  me,  I  suppose, 
when  he  wakes?"  hesitated  Florence. 

"Do  you  think  he  will,  Florence?"  said 
Edith,  looking  full  upon  her. 

Florence  drooped  her  head,  and  rose,  and  put 
up  her  work-basket.  Edith  drew  her  hand 
tiu'ough  her  arm,  and  they  went  out  of  the  room 
like  sisters.  Her  very  step  was  difierent  and 
i;ew  to  him,  Mr.  Dombey  thought,  as  his  eyes 
Kjllowed  her  to  the  door. 

He  sat  in  his  shadowy  corner  so  long,  that 
the  church  clocks  struck  the  hour  three  times 
before  he  moved  that  night.  All  that  while  his 
face  was  still  intent  upon  the  spot  where  Flo- 
rence had  been  seated.  The  room  grew  darker 
as  the  candles  waned  and  went  out ;  but  a  dark- 
ness gathered  on  his  face,  exceeding  any  that 
the  night  could  cast,  and  rested  there. 

Florence  qnd  Edith,  seated  before  the  fire  in 
the  remote  room  where  little   Paul  had    died, 


talked  together  for  a  long  time.  Diogenes,  who 
was  of  the  party,  had  at  first  objected  to  the 
admission  of  Edith,  and,  even  in  deference  to 
his  mistress's  wish,  had  only  permitted  it  under 
growling  protest.  But,  emerging  by  little  and 
little  from  the  ante-room,  whither  he  had  retired 
in  dudgeon,  he  soon  appeared  to  comprehend 
that,  with  the  most  amiable  intentions,  he  had 
made  one  of  those  mistakes  which  will  occa- 
sionally arise  in  the  best-regulated  dogs'  minds  ; 
as  a  friendly  apology  for  which  he  stuck  himself 
up  on  end  between  the  two,  in  a  very  hot  place 
in  front  of  the  fire,  and  sat  panting  at  if,  with 
his  tongue  out,  and  a  most  imbecile  expiei^ion 
of  countenance,  listening  to  the  conversation. 

It  turned,  at  first,  on  F'lorence's  books  and 
favoiuite  pursuits,  and  on  the  manner  in  which 
she  had  beguiled  the  interval  since  the  marriage. 
The  last  theme  opened  up  to  her  a  subject  which 
lay  very  near  her  heart,  and  she  said,  with  the 
tears  starting  to  her  eyes : 

"  Oh,  mamma  !  I  have  had  a  great  sorrow 
since  that  day." 

"  You  a  great  sorrow,  Florence  !  " 

"  Yes.     Poor  Walter  is  drowned." 

Florence  spread  her  hands  before  her  face, 
and  wept  with  all  her  heart.  Many  as  were  tlie 
secret  tears  which  Walter's  fate  had  cost  her, 
they  flowed  yet  when  she  thought  or  spoke  of 
him. 

"  But  tell  me,  dear,''  said  Edith,  soothing  her, 
"  who  was  Walter  ?     What  was  he  to  you  ?" 

"  He  was  my  brother,  mamma.  After  dear 
Paul  died,  we  said  we  would  be  brother  and 
sister.  I  had  known  him  a  long  time — from  a 
little  child.  He  knew  Paul,  who  liked  him  very 
much ;  Paul  said,  almost  at  the  last,  '  Take  care 
of  Walter,  dear  papa!  I  was  fond  of  him!' 
\Valter  had  been  brought  in  to  see  him,  and  was 
there  then — in  this  room." 

"  And  ti/Id  he  take  care  of  Walter?"  imiuired 
Edith  sternly. 

"  Papa  ?  He  appointed  him  to  go  abroad. 
He  was  drowned  in  shipwreck  on  his  voyage," 
said  Florence,  sobbing. 

"Does  he  know  that  he  is  dead?"  asked 
Edith. 

"  I  cannot  tell,  mamma.  I  have  no  means  of 
knowing.  Dear  mamma  !"  cried  Florence,  cling- 
ing to  her  as  for  help,  and  hiding  her  face  upon 
her  bosom,  "  I  know  that  you  have  seen " 

"  Stay  !  Stop,  Florence  ! "  Edith  turned  so 
pale,  and  spoke  so  earnestly,  that  Florence  did 
not  need  her  restraining  hand  upon  her  lips. 
"  Tell  me  all  about  Walter  first ;  let  me  under- 
stand this  history  all  through." 

Florence  related  it,  and  everything  belonging 
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to  it,  even  down  to  the  friendship  of  Mr.  Toots, 
of  whom  she  could  hardly  speak  in  her  distress 
without  a  tearful  smile,  although  she  was  deeply 
grateful  to  him.  When  she  had  concluded  her 
account,  to  the  whole  of  which  Edith,  holding 
her  hand,  listened  with  close  attention,  and  when 
a  silence  had  succeeded,  Edith  said  : 

"  What  is  it  that  you  know  I  have  seen, 
Florence  ?  " 

"That  I  am  not,"  said  Florence,  with  the 
same  mute  appeal,  and  the  same  quick  conceal- 
ment of  her  face  as  before,  "  that  I  am  not  a 
favourite  child,  mamma.  I  never  have  been.  I 
have  never  known  how  to  be.  I  have  missed 
the  way,  and  had  no  one  to  show  it  to  me.  Oh, 
let  me  learn  from  you  how  to  become  dearer  to 
papa  !  Teach  me  !  you,  who  can  so  well  !  "  and 
clinging  closer  to  her,  with  some  broken,  fervent 
words  of  gratitude  and  endearment,  Florence, 
relieved  of  her  sad  secret,  wept  long,  but  not  as 
painfully  as  of  yore,  within  the  encircling  arms 
of  her  new  mother. 

Pale,  even  to  her  lips,  and  with  a  face  that 
strove  for  composure  until  its  proud  beauty  was 
as  fixed  as  death,  Edith  looked  down  upon  the 
weeping  girl,  and  once  kissed  her.  Then,  gra- 
dually disengaging  herself,  and  putting  Florence 
away,  she  said,  stately  and  quiet  as  a  marble 
image,  and  in  a  voice  that  deepened  as  she 
spoke,  but  had  no  other  token  of  emotion  in  it  : 

"  Florence,  you  do  not  know  me  !  Heaven 
forbid  that  you  should  learn  from  me  !  " 

"  Not  learn  from  you  ?"  repeated  Florence  in 
surprise. 

"  That  I  should  teach  you  how  to  love,  or  be 
loved.  Heaven  forbid  !  "  said  Edith.  "  If  you 
could  teach  me,  that  were  better ;  but  it  is  too 
late.  You  are  dear  to  me,  Florence.  I  did  not 
think  that  anything  could  ever  be  so  dear  to  me 
as  you  are  in  this  little  time." 

She  saw  that  Florence  would  have  spoken 
here,  so  checked  her  with  her  hand,  and  went  on. 

"  I  will  be  your  true  friend  always.  I  will 
cherish  you  as  much,  if  not  as  well,  as  any  one 
in  this  world  could.  You  may  trust  in  me — I 
know  it,  and  I  say  it,  dear — with  the  whole  con- 
hdence  even  of  your  pure  heart.  There  are  hosts 
of  women  whom  he  might  have  married,  better 
and  truer  in  all  other  respects  than  I  am,  Flo- 
rence ;  but  there  is  not  one  who  could  come 
here,  his  wife,  whose  heart  could  beat  with 
greater  truth  to  you  than  mine  does." 

"  I  know  it,  dear  mamma  ! "  cried  Florence. 
"From  that  first  most  happy  day  I  have  known  it." 

"  Most  happy  day  ! "  Edith  seemed  to  repeat 
the  words  involuntarily,  and  went  on.  "  Thousjh 
the  merit  is  not  mine,  for  I  thought  little  of  vou 


until  I  saw  you,  let  the  undeserved  reward  be 
mine  in  your  trust  and  love.  And  in  this — in 
this,  Florence;  on  the  first  night  of  my  taking 
up  my  abode  here ;  I  am  led  on,  as  it  is  best  I 
should  be,  to  say  it  for  the  first  and  last  time." 

Florence,  without  knowing  why,  felt  almost 
afraid  to  hear  her  proceed,  but  kept  her  eyes 
riveted  on  the  beautiful  face  so  fi.xed  upon  her 
own. 

"  Never  seek  to  find  in  me,"  said  Edith,  laying 
her  hand  upon  her  breast,  "what  is  not  here. 
Never  if  you  can  help  it,  Florence,  fall  off  from 
me  because  it  is  not  here.  Little  by  little  you 
will  know  me  better,  and  the  time  will  come 
when  you  will  know  me  as  I  know  myself 
Then,  be  as  lenient  to  me  as  you  can,  and  do 
not  turn  to  bitterness  the  only  sweet  remem- 
brance I  shall  have." 

The  tears  that  were  visible  in  her  eyes,  as  she 
kept  them  fixed  on  Florence,  showed  that  the 
composed  face  was  but  as  a  handsome  mask ; 
but  she  jireserved  it,  and  continued  : 

"  I  have  seen  what  you  say,  and  know  how 
true  it  is.  But  believe  me — you  will  soon,  if 
you  cannot  now — there  is  no  one  on  this  earth 
less  qualified  to  set  it  right  or  help  you,  Florence, 
than  I.  Never  ask  me  why,  or  speak  to  me 
about  it,  or  of  my  husband  more.  There  should 
be,  so  far,  a  division  and  a  silence  between  us 
two,  like  the  grave  itself" 

She  sat  for  some  time  silent;  Florence  scarcely 
venturing  to  breathe  meanwhile,  as  dim  and  im- 
perfect shadows  of  the  truth,  and  all  its  daily 
consequences,  chased  each  other  through  her 
terrified,  yet  incredulous  imagination.  Almost 
as  soon  as  she  had  ceased  to  speak,  Edith's  face 
began  to  subside  from  its  set  composure  to  that 
quieter  and  more  relenting  aspect  which  it  usually 
wore  when  she  and  Florence  were  alone  together. 
She  shaded  it,  after  this  change,  with  her  hands  ; 
and  when  she  arose,  and  with  an  affectionate 
embrace  bade  Florence  good  night,  went  quickly, 
and  without  looking  round. 

But,  when  Florence  was  in  bed,  and  the  room 
was  dark  except  for  the  glow  of  the  fire,  Edith 
returned,  and  saying  that  she  could  not  sleep, 
and  that  her  dressing-room  was  lonely,  drew  a 
chair  upon  the  hearth,  and  watched  the  embers 
as  they  died  away.  Florence  watched  them  too 
from  her  bed,  until  they,  and  the  noble  figure 
before  them,  crowned  with  its  flowing  hair,  and 
in  its  thoughtful  eyes  reflecting  back  their  light, 
became  confused  and  indistinct,  and  finally  were 
lost  in  slumber. 

In  her  sleep,  however,  Florence  could  not 
lose  an  undefined  impression  of  what  had  so 
recently  passed.     It  formed  the  subject  of  her 
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dreams,  and  haunted  her ;  now  in  one  shape, 
now  in  another ;  but  always  oppressively  ;  and 
with  a  sense  of  fear.  She  dreamed  of  seeking 
her  father  in  wildernesses,  of  following  his  track 
up  fearful  heights,  and  down  into  deep  mines 
and  caverns ;  of  being  charged  with  something 
that  would  release  him  from  extraordinary  suffer- 
ing— she  knew  not  what,  or  why — yet  never  being 
able  to  attain  the  goal  and  set  him  free.  Then 
she  saw  him  dead,  upon  that  very  bed,  and  in 
that  very  room,  and  knew  that  he  had  never 
loved  her  to  the  last,  and  fell  upon  his  cold 
breast,  passionately  weeping.  Then  a  prospect 
opened,  and  a  river  flowed,  and  a  plaintive  voice 
she  knew  cried,  "  It  is  running  on,  Floy  !  It  has 
never  stopped  !  You  are  moving  with  it ! "  And 
she  saw  him  at  a  distance  stretching  out  his  arms 
towards  her,  while  a  figure,  such  as  Walter's  used 
to  be,  stood  near  him,  av/fully  serene  and  still. 
In  every  vision  Edith  came  and  went,  sometimes 
to  her  joy,  sometimes  to  her  sorrow,  until  they 
were  alone  upon  the  brink  of  a  dark  grave,  and 
Edith  pointing  down,  she  looked  and  saw  — 
what  ? — another  Edith  lying  at  the  bottom. 

In  the  terror  of  this  dream,  she  cried  out,  and 
awoke,  she  thought.  A  soft  voice  seemed  to 
whisper  in  her  ear,  "  Florence,  dear  Florence,  it 
is  nothing  but  a  dream  ! "  and,  stretching  out 
her  arms,  she  returned  the  caress  of  her  new 
mamma,  who  then  went  out  at  the  door  in  the 
light  of  the  grey  morning.  In  a  moment  Florence 
sat  up,  wondering  whether  this  had  really  taken 
place  or  not ;  but  she  was  only  certain  that  it 
was  grey  morning  indeed,  and  that  the  black- 
ened ashes  of  the  fire  were  on  the  hearth,  and 
that  she  was  alone. 

So  passed  the  night  on  which  the  hajipy  pair 
came  home. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

HOUSE-WAKMING. 

(^■lllMfn^ANY  succeeding  days  passed  in  like 
./ISf,  ://■  manner;  except  that  there  were 
numerous  visits  received  and  paid, 
f^  and  that  Mrs.  Skewton  held  little 
f.^^v^-jjsi^  levees  in  her  own  apartments,  at 
pjj:;  which  Major  Bagstock  was  a  frequent 
jSWi/  attendant,  and  that  Florence  encoun- 
vii'-'^  tered  no  second  look  from  her  father, 
although  she  saw  him  every  day.  Nor  had  she 
much  communication  in  words  with  her  new 
mamma,  who  was  imperious  and  ])roud  to  all 
the  house  but  her — Florence  could  not  but 
observe   that  — and  who,  although   she   always 


sent  for  her  or  went  to  her  when  she  came 
home  from  visiting,  and  would  always  go  into 
her  room  at  night  before  retiring  to  rest,  how- 
ever late  the  hour,  and  never  lost  an  opportu- 
nity of  being  with  her,  was  often  her  silent  and 
thoughtful  companion  for  a  long  time  together. 

Florence,  who  had  hoped  for  so  much  from 
this  marriage,  could  not  help  sometimes  com- 
paring the  bright  house  with  the  faded,  dreary 
place  out  of  which  it  had  arisen,  and  wondering 
when,  in  any  shape,  it  would  begin  to  be  a 
home  ;  for  that  it  was  no  home  then  ior  any 
one,  though  everything  went  on  lu.vuriously  and 
regularly,  she  had  always  a  secret  misgiving. 
Many  an  hour  of  sorrowful  reflection  by  day 
and  night,  and  many  a  tear  of  blighted  hope, 
Florence  bestowed  upon  the  assurance  her  new 
mamma  had  given  her  so  strongly,  that  there 
was  no  one  on  the  earth  more  powerless  than 
herself  to  teach  her  how  to  win  her  father's 
heart.  And  soon  Florence  began  to  think — 
resolved  to  think  would  be  the  truer  phrase — 
that  as  no  one  knew  so  well  how  hopeless  of 
being  subdued  or  changed  her  father's  coldness 
to  her  was,  so  she  had  given  her  this  warning, 
and  forbidden  th.e  subject  in  very  compassion. 
Unselfish  here,  as  in  her*  every  act  and  fancy, 
Florence  preferred  to  bear  the  pain  of  this  new 
MOund,  rather  than  encourage  any  faint  fore- 
shadowings  of  the  truth  as  it  concerned  her 
father ;  tender  of  him,  even  in  her  wandering 
thoughts.  As  for  his  home,  she  hoped  it  would 
become  a  better  one,  when  its  state  of  novelty 
and  transition  should  be  over :  and,  for  herself, 
thought  little  and  lamented  less. 

If  none  of  the  new  family  were  particularly 
at  home  in  private,  it  was  resolved  that  Mrs. 
Dombey  at  least  should  be  at  home  in  i)ublic 
without  delay.  A  series  of  entertainments  in 
celebration  of  the  late  nuptials,  and  in  cultiva- 
tion of  society,  were  arranged  chiefly  by  Mr. 
Dombey  and  Mrs.  Skewton ;  and  it  was  settled 
that  the  festive  [jroceedings  should  commence 
by  Mrs.  Dombey's  being  at  home  upon  a  certain 
evening,  and  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dombey's  request- 
ing the  honour  of  the  company  of  a  great  many 
incongruous  people  to  dinner  on  the  same  day. 

Accordingly,  Mr.  Dombey  produced  a  list  of 
sundry  eastern  magnates  who  were  to  be  bidden 
to  this  feast  on  his  behalf;  to  which  Mrs.  Skewton, 
acting  for  her  dearest  child,  who  was  haughtily 
careless  on  the  subject,  subjoined  a  western  list, 
comprising  Cousin  Feeni.x,  not  yet  returned  to 
Baden-Baden,  greatly  to  the  detriment  of  his 
l)ersonal  estate;  and  a  variety  of  moths  of  various 
degrees  and  ages,  who  had,  at  various  times,  flut- 
tered round  the  light  of  her  fair  daughter,  or  her- 
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self  without  any  lasting  injury  to  their  wings. 
Florence  was  enrolled  as  a  member  of  the  dinner- 
jjarty  by  Edith's  command  —  elicited  by  a  mo- 
ment's doubt  and  hesitation  on  the  part  of  Mrs. 
Skewton  ;  and  Florence,  with  a  wondering  heart, 
and  with  a  quick  instinctive  sense  of  everything 
that  grated  on  her  father  in  the  least,  took  her 
silent  share  in  the  proceedings  of  the  day. 

The  proceedings  commenced  by  Mr.  Dombe}', 
in  a  cravat  of  e.xtraordinary  height  and  stiffness, 
walking  restlessly  about  the  drawing-room  until 
the  hour  appointed  for  dinner;  punctual  to  which, 
an  East  India  Director,  of  immense  wealth,  in  a 
waistcoat  apparently  constructed  in  serviceable 
deal  by  some  plain  carpenter,  but  really  engen- 
dered in  the  tailor's  art,  and  composed  of  the 
material  called  nankeen,  arrived,  and  was  re- 
ceived by  Mr.  Dombey  alone.  The  next  stage 
of  the  proceedings  was  Mr.  Dombey  sending  his 
compliments  to  i\Irs.  Dombey,  with  a  correct 
statement  of  the  time ;  and  the  ne.xt,  the  East 
India  Director's  falling  prostrate,  in  a  conversa- 
tional jjoint  of  view,  and,  as  Mr.  Dombey  was 
not  the  man  to  pick  him  up,  staring  at  the  fire 
until  rescue  appeared  in  the  person  of  Mrs. 
Skewton ;  whom  the  Director,  as  a  pleasant 
start  in  life  for  the  evening,  mistook  for  Mrs. 
Dombey,  and  greeted  with  enthusiasm. 

The  next  arrival  was  a  Bank  Director,  reputed 
to  be  able  to  buy  up  anything — human  Nature 
generally,  if  he  should  take  it  in  his  head  to 
influence  the  Money  Market  in  that  direction — 
but  who  was  a  v\onderfully  modest-spoken  man, 
almost  boastfully  so,  and  mentioned  his  "  little 
place "  at  Kingston-upon-Thames,  and  its  just 
being  barely  equal  to  giving  Dombey  a  bed  and 
a  chop,  if  he  would  come  and  visit  it.  Ladies, 
he  said,  it  was  not  for  a  man  who  lived  in  his 
quiet  way  to  take  upon  himself  to  invite — but 
it  Mrs.  Skewton  and  her  daughter,  Mrs.  Dombey, 
should  ever  find  themselves  in  that  direction,  and 
would  do  him  the  honour  to  look  at  a  little  bit 
of  a  shrubbery  they  would  find  there,  and  a  poor 
little  flower-bed  or  so,  and  a  humble  apology  for 
a  pinery,  and  two  or  three  little  attempts  of  that 
sort  without  any  pretension,  they  would  distin- 
guish him  very  much.  Carrying  out  his  cha- 
racter, this  gentleman  was  very  plainly  dressed, 
in  a  wisp  of  cambric  for  a  neckcloth,  big  shoes, 
a  coat  that  was  too  loose  for  him,  and  a  pair  of 
trousers  that  were  too  spare  ;  and  mention  being 
made  of  the  Opera  by  Mrs.  Skewton,  he  said  he 
very  seldom  went  there,  for  he  couldn't  afford  it. 
It  seemed  greatly  to  delight  and  exhilarate  him 
to  say  so ;  and  he  beamed  on  his  audience  after- 
wards, with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  exces- 
sive satisfaction  twinkling  in  his  eyes. 


Now  Mrs.  Dombey  appeared,  beautiful  and 
proud,  and  as  disdainful  and  defiant  of  them  all 
as  if  the  bridal  wreath  upon  her  head  had  been 
a  garland  of  steel  spikes  put  on  to  force  conces- 
sion from  her  which  she  would  die  sooner  than 
yield.  With  her  was  Florence.  When  they 
entered  together,  the  shadow  of  the  night  of  the 
return  again  darkened  Mr.  Dombey's  face.  But 
unobserved  :  for  Florence  did  not  venture  to 
raise  her  eyes  to  his,  and  Edith's  indifference 
was  too  supreme  to  take  the  least  heed  of  him. 

The  arrivals  quickly  became  numerous.  More 
Directors,  Chairmen  of  public  companies,  elderly 
ladies  carrying  burdens  on  their  heads  for  full . 
dress,  Cousin  Feenix,  Major  Bagstock,  friends 
of  Mrs.  Skewton,  with  the  same  bright  bloom 
on  their  complexion,  and  very  precious  neck- 
laces on  very  withered  necks.  Among  these, 
a  young  lady  of  sixty-five,  remarkably  coolly 
dressed  as  to  her  back  and  shoulders,  who 
spoke  with  an  engaging  lisp,  and  whose  eyelids 
wouldn't  keep  up  well,  without  a  great  deal  of 
trouble  on  her  part,  and  whose  manners  had  that 
indefinable  charm  which  so  frequently  attaches 
to  the  giddiness  of  youth.  As  the  greater  part 
of  Mr.  Dombey's  list  were  disposed  to  be  taci- 
turn, and  the  greater  part  of  Mrs.  Dombey's  list 
were  disposed  to  be  talkative,  and  there  was  no 
sympathy  between  them,  Mrs.  Dombey's  list,  by 
magnetic  agreement,  entered  into  a  bond  of 
union  against  Mr.  Dombey's  hst,  who,  wander- 
ing about  the  rooms  in  a  desolate  manner,  or 
seeking  refuge  in  corners,  entangled  themselves 
with  company  coming  in,  and  became  barricaded 
behind  sofas,  and  had  doors  opened  smartly  from 
without  against  their  heads,  and  underwent  every 
sort  of  discomfiture. 

When  dinner  was  announced,  Mr.  Dombey 
took  down  an  old  lady  like  a  crimson  velvet 
pincushion  stuffed  with  bank  notes,  who  might 
have  been  the  identical  old  lady  of  Threadneedle 
Street,  she  was  so  rich,  and  looked  so  unaccom- 
modating ;  Cousin  Feenix  took  down  Mrs.  Dom- 
bey ;  INIajor  Bagstock  took  down  Mrs.  Skewton  ; 
the  young  thing  with  the  shoulders  was  bestowed, 
as  an  extinguisher,  upon  the  East  India  Director ; 
and  the  remaining  ladies  were  left  on  view  in  the 
drawing-room  by  the  remaining  gentlemen,  until 
a  forlorn  hopevolunteered  to  conduct  them  down- 
stairs, and  those  brave  spirits  with  their  captives 
blocked  up  the  dining-room  door,  shutting  out 
seven  mild  men  in  the  stony-hearted  hall.  'When 
all  the  rest  were  got  in  and  were  seated,  one  of 
these  mild  men  still  appeared,  in  smiling  confu- 
sion, totally  destitute  and  unprovided  for,  and, 
escorted  by  the  butler,  made  the  complete  cir- 
cuit of  the  table  twice  before  his  chair  could  be 
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found,  which  it  finally  was,  on  Mrs.  Dombey's 
left  hand  ;  after  which  the  mild  maw  never  held 
up  his  head  again. 

Now  the  spacious  dining-room,  with  the  com- 
liany  seated  round  the  glittering  table,  busy  with 
their  glittering  spoons,  and  knives  and  forks,  and 
plates,  might  have  been  taken  for  a  grown-up 
exposition  of  Tom  Tiddler's  ground,  where  chil- 
dren pick  up  gold  and  silver.  Mr.  Dombey,  as 
Tiddler,  looked  his  character  to  admiration ;  and 
the  long  plateau  of  precious  metal  frosted,  sepa- 
rating him  from  Mrs.  Dombey,  whereon  frosted 
Cupids  offered  scendess  flowers  to  each  of  them, 
was  allegorical  to  see. 

Cousin  Feenix  was  in  great  force,  and  looked 
astonishingly  young.  But  he  was  sometimes 
thoughtless  in  his  good-humour — his  memory 
■occasionally  wandering  like  his  legs — and  on 
this  occasion  he  caused  the  company  to  shudder. 
It  happened  thus.  The  young  lady  with  the 
back,  who  regarded  Cousin  Feenix  with  senti- 
ments of  tenderness,  had  entrapped  the  East 
India  Director  into  leading  her  to  the  chair  next 
him  :  in  return  for  which  good  office,  she  imme- 
diately abandoned  the  Director,  who,  being 
shaded  on  the  other  side  by  a  gloomy  black 
velvet  hat  surmounting  a  bony  and  speechless 
female  with  a  fan,  yielded  to  a  depression  of 
spirits,  and  withdrew  into  himself.  Cousin  Fee- 
nix and  the  young  lady  were  very  lively  and 
humorous,  and  the  young  lady  laughed  so  much 
at  something  Cousin  Feenix  related  to  her,  that 
Major  Bagstock  begged  leave  to  inquire,  on  be- 
half of  Mrs.  Skewton  (they  were  sitting  opposite, 
a  little  lower  down),  whether  that  might  not  be 
considered  pubhc  property. 

'■  Why,  upon  my  life,"  said  Cousin  Feenix, 
"  there's  nothing  in  it :  it  really  is  not  worth 
repeating  :  in  point  of  fact,  it's  merely  an  anec- 
dote of  Jack  Adams.  I  dare  say  my  friend 
Dombey" — for  the  general  attention  was  con- 
centrated on  Cousin  Feenix — "  may  remember 
Jack  Adams,  Jack  Adams,  not  Joe  ;  that  was  his 
brother.  Jack — little  Jack — man  with  a  cast  in 
his  eye,  and  a  slight  impediment  in  his  speech 
— man  who  sat  for  somebody's  borough.  We 
used  to  call  him  in  my  parliamentary  time  W.  P. 
Adams,  in  consequence  of  his  being  Warming 
Pan  for  a  young  fellow  who  was  in  his  minority. 
Perhaps  my  friend  Dombey  may  have  known  the 
man  ?  " 

Mr.  Dombey,  who  was  as  likely  to  have  known 
Guy  Fawkes,  replied  in  the  negative.  But  one 
of  the  seven  mild  men  unexpectedly  leaped  into 
distinction  by  saying  he  had  known  him,  and 
adding — "  Always  wore  Hessian  boots  I  " 

"  E.xactly,"  said  Cousin  Feenix,  bending  for- 


ward to  see  the  mild  man,  and  smile  encourage- 
ment at  him  down  the  table.  "  That  was  Jack. 
Joe  wore " 

"  Tops  !  "  cried  the  mild  man,  rising  in  public 
estimation  every  instant. 

"  Q/ course,"  said  Cousin  Feenix,  "you  were 
intimate  with  'em?" 

"  I  knew  them  both,"  said  the  mild  man. 
With  whom  Mr.  Dombey  immediately  took 
wine. 

"  Devilish  good  fellow.  Jack  ! "  said  Cousin 
Feenix,  again  bending  forward,  and  smiling. 

"  Excellent,"  returned  the  mild  man,  becoming 
bold  on  his  success.  "  One  of  the  best  fellows  I 
ever  knew." 

"  No  doubt  you  have  heard  the  story?"  said 
Cousin  Feenix. 

"  I  shall  know,"  replied  the  bold  mild  man, 
"  when  I  have  heard  your  Ludship  tell  it."  ^Vith 
that,  he  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  smiled  at 
the  ceiling,  as  knowing  it  by  heart,  and  being 
already  tickled. 

''■  In  point  of  fact,  it's  nothing  of  a  story  in 
itself,"  said  Cousin  F'eenix,  addressing  the  table 
with  a  smile,  and  a  gay  shake  of  his  head,  "  and 
not  worth  a  word  of  preface.  But  it's  illustrative 
of  the  neatness  of  Jack's  humour.  The  fact  is, 
that  Jack  was  invited  down  to  a  marriage — 
which  I  think  took  place  in  Barkshire  ?  " 

"  Shropshire,"  said  the  bold  mild  man,  finding 
himself  appealed  to. 

"  Was  it  ?  Well !  In  point  of  fact,  it  might 
have  been  in  any  shire,"  said  Cousin  Feenix. 
"  So,  my  friend  being  invited  down  to  this  mar- 
riage in  Anyshire,"  with  a  pleasant  sense  of  the 
readiness  of  this  joke,  "goes.  Just  as  some  of 
us,  having  had  the  honour  of  being  invited  to 
the  marriage  of  my  lovely  and  accomplished 
relative  with  my  friend  Dombey,  didn't  require 
to  be  asked  twice,  and  were  devilish  glad  to  be 
present  on  so  interesting  an  occasion. — Goes — 
Jack  goes.  Now,  this  marriage  was,  in  point  of 
fact,  the  marriage  of  an  uncommonly  fine  girl 
with  a  man  for  whom  she  didn't  care  a  button, 
but  whom  she  accepted  on  account  of  his  pro- 
]3erty,  which  was  immense.  AVhen  Jack  returned 
to  town,  after  the  nuptials,  a  man  he  knew,  meet- 
ing him  in  the  lobby  of  the  House  of  Commons, 
says, '  Well,  Jack,  how  are  the  ill-matched  couple  ?' 
'  1'11-matched  I'  says  Jack.  '  Not  at  all.  It's  a 
jierfectly  fair  and  equal  transaction.  She  is  regu- 
larly bought,  and  you  may  take  your  oath  he  is 
as  regularly  sold  ! '  " 

In  his  full  enjoyment  of  this  culminating  point 
of  his  story,  the  shudder  which  had  gone  all 
round  the  table  like  an  electric  spark,  struck 
Cousin  Feenix,  and  he  stopped.     Not  a  smile, 
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occasioned  by  the  only  general  topic  of  conver- 
sation broached  that  day,  appeared  on  any  face. 
A  jjrofound  silence  ensued ;  and  the  wretched 
mild  man,  who  had  been  as  innocent  of  any  real 
foreknowledge  of  the  story  as  the  child  unborn, 
liad  the  exquisite  misery  of  reading  in  every  eye 
that  he  was  regarded  as  the  prime  mover  of  the 
mischief. 

Mr.  Dombey's  face  was  not  a  changeful  one, 
and,  being  cast  in  its  mould  of  state  that  day, 
showed  little  other  apprehension  of  the  story,  if 
any,  than  that  which  he  expressed  when  he  said 
solemnly,  amidst  the  silence,  that  it  was  "  Very 
good."  There  was  a  rapid  glance  from  Edith 
towards  Florence,  but  otherwise  she  remained, 
externally,  impassive  and  unconscious. 

Through  the  various  stages  of  rich  meats  and 
wines,  continual  gold  and  silver,  dainties  of  earth, 
air,  fire,  and  water,  heaped-up  fruits,  and  that 
unnecessary  article  in  Mr.  Dombey's  banquets — 
ice — the  dinner  slowly  made  its  way ;  the  later 
stages  being  achieved  to  the  sonorous  music  of 
incessant  double  knocks,  announcing  the  arrival 
of  visitors,  whose  portion  of  the  feast  was  limited 
to  the  smell  thereof.  When  Mrs.  Dombey  rose, 
it  was  a  sight  to  see  her  lord,  with  stiff  throat, 
and  erect  head,  hold  the  door  open  for  the  with- 
drawal of  the  ladies ;  and  to  see  how  she  swept 
past  him  with  his  daughter  on  her  arm. 

Mr.  Dombey  was  a  grave  sight,  behind  the 
decanters,  in  a  state  of  dignity  ;  and  the  East 
India  Director  was  a  forlorn  sight,  near  the 
unoccupied  end  of  the  table,  in  a  state  of  soli- 
tude ;  and  the  major  was  a  military  sight,  re- 
lating stories  of  the  Duke  of  York  to  six  of  the 
seven  mild  men  (the  ambitious  one  was  utterly 
quenched) ;  and  the  Bank  Director  was  a  lowly 
sight,  making  a  plan  of  his  little  attempt  at  a 
pinery,  with  dessert  knives,  for  a  group  of  ad- 
mirers ;  and  Cousin  Feenix  was  a  thoughtful 
sight,  as  he  smoothed  his  long  wristbands  and 
stealthily  adjusted  his  wig.  But  all  these  sights 
were  of  short  duration,  being  speedily  broken  up 
by  coffee,  and  the  desertion  of  the  room. 

There  was  a  throng  in  the  state  rooms  up- 
stairs, increasing  every  minute ;  but  still  Mr. 
Dombey's  list  of  visitors  appeared  to  have  some 
native  impossibility  of  amalgamation  with  Mrs. 
Dombey's  list,  and  no  one  could  have  doubted 
which  was  which.  The  single  exception  to  this 
rule,  perhaps,  was  Mr.  Carker,  who  now  smiled 
among  the  company,  and  who,  as  he  stood  in 
the  circle  that  was  gathered  about  Mrs.  Dombey 
^watchful  of  her,  of  them,  his  chief,  Cleopatra, 
and  the  major,  Florence,  and  everything  around 
— appeared  at  ease  widi  both  divisions  of  guests, 
and  not  marked  as  exclusively  belonging  to  either. 


Florence  had  a  dread  of  him,  which  made  his 
presence  in  the  room  a  nightmare  to  her.  She 
could  not  avoid  the  recollection  of  it,  for  her 
eyes  were  drawn  towards  him  every  now  and 
then,  by  an  attraction  of  dislike  and  distrust  that 
she  could  not  resist.  Yet  her  thoughts  were  busy 
with  other  things;  for  as  she  sat  apart — not  un- 
admired  or  unsought,  but  in  the  gentleness  of 
her  quiet  spirit — she  felt  how  little  part  her 
father  had  in  what  was  going  on,  and  saw,  with 
pain,  how  ill  at  ease  he  seemed  to  be,  and  how 
little  regarded  he  was  as  he  lingered  about,  near 
the  door,  for  those  visitors  whom  he  wished  to 
distinguish  with  particular  attention,  and  took 
them  up  to  introduce  them  to  his  wife,  who  re- 
ceived them  with  proud  coldness,  but  showed 
no  interest,  or  wish  to  please,  and  never,  after 
the  bare  ceremony  of  reception,  in  consultation 
of  his  wishes,  or  in  welcome  of  his  friends, 
opened  her  lips.  It  was  not  the  less  perplexing 
or  painful  to  Florence  that  she,  who  acted  thus, 
treated  her  so  kindly,  and  with  such  loving  con- 
sideration, that  it  almost  seemed  an  ungrateful 
return  on  her  part  even  to  know  of  what  was 
passing  before  her  eyes. 

Happy  Florence  would  have  been,  might  she 
have  ventured  to  bear  her  father  company  by  so 
much  as  a  look  ;  and  happy  Florence  was  in 
little  suspecting  the  main  cause  of  his  uneasi- 
ness. But  afraid  of  seeming  to  know  that  he 
was  placed  at  any  disadvantage,  lest  he  should 
be  resentful  of  that  knowledge ;  and  divided 
between  her  impulse  towards  him,  and  her  grate- 
ful affection  for  Edith  ;  she  scarcely  dared  to 
raise  her  eyes  towards  either.  Anxious  and  un- 
happy for  them  both,  the  thought  stole  on  her 
through  the  crowd,  that  it  might  have  been 
better  for  them  if  this  noise  of  tongues  and 
tread  of  feet  had  never  come  there, — if  the  old 
dulness  and  decay  had  never  been  replaced  by 
novelty  and  splendour, — if  the  neglected  child 
had  found  no  friend  in  Edith,  but  had  lived  her 
solitary  life,  unpitied  and  forgotten. 

Mrs.  Chick  had  some  such  thoughts  too,  but 
they  were  not  so  quietly  developed  m  her  mind. 
This  good  matron  had  been  outraged,  in  the  first 
instance,  by  not  receiving  an  invitation  to  dinner. 
That  blow  partially  recovered,  she  had  gone  to 
a  vast  expense  to  make  such  a  figure  before 
Mrs.  Dombey  at  home  as  should  dazzle  the 
senses  of  that  lady,  and  heap  mortification, 
mountains  high,  on  the  head  of  Mrs.  Skewton. 

"  But  I  am  made,"  said  Mrs.  Chick  to  Mr. 
Chick,  "  of  no  more  account  than  Florence. 
Who  takes  the  smallest  notice  of  me  ?  No 
one  ! " 

"  No  one,  my  dear,"  assented  Mr.  Chick,  who 
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Avas  seated  by  the  side  of  Mrs.  Chick  against  the 
wall,  and  could  console  himself,  even  there,  by 
softly  whistling. 

"  Does  it  at  all  appear  as  if  I  was  wanted 
here?"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Chick  with  flashing 
eyes. 

"  No,  my  dear,  I  don't  think  it  does,"  said 
Mr.  Chick. 

"  Paul's  mad  !  "  said  Mrs.  Chick. 

Mr.  Chick  whistled. 

"  Unless  you  are  a  monster,  which  I  some- 
times think  you  are,"  said  Mrs.  Chick  with  can- 
dour, "  don't  sit  there  humming  tunes.  How 
any  one,  with  the  most  distant  feelings  of  a  man, 
can  see  that  mother-in-law  of  Paul's,  dressed  as 
she  is,  going  on  like  that  with  Major  Bagstock, 
for  whom,  among  other  precious  things,  we  are 
indebted  to  your  Lucretia  Tox " 

"  My  Lucretia  Tox,  my  dear  ! "  said  Mr. 
Chick,  astounded. 

"  Yes,"  retorted  Mrs.  Chick  with  great  severity, 
"  ymir  Lucretia  Tox.  I  say,  how  anybody  can 
see  that  mother-in-law  of  Paul's,  and  that  haughty 
wife  of  Paul's,  and  those  indecent  old  frights 
with  their  backs  and  shoulders,  and,  in  short, 
this  at  home  generally,  and  can  hum" — on  which 
word  Mrs.  Chick  laid  a  scornful  emphasis  that 
made  Mr.  Chick  start — "  is,  I  thank  Heaven,  a 
mystery  to  me  !  " 

Mr.  Chick  screwed  his  mouth  into  a  form 
irreconcilable  with  humming  or  whistling,  and 
looked  very  contemplative. 

"  But  I  hope  I  know  what  is  due  to  my- 
self," said  Mrs.  Chick,  swelling  with  indigna- 
tion, "  though  Paul  has  forgotten  what  is  due  to 
me.  1  am  not  going  to  sit  here,  a  member  of 
this  family,  to  be  taken  no  notice  of.  I  am  not 
the  dirt  under  Mrs.  Dombey's  feet  yet — not 
quite  yet,"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  as  if  she  expected 
to  become  so  about  the  day  after  to-morrow. 
"  And  I  shall  go.  I  will  not  say  (whatever  I 
may  think)  that  this  affair  has  been  got  up  solely 
to  degrade  and  insult  me.  I  shall  merely  go.  I 
shall  not  be  missed  !  " 

Mrs.  Chick  rose  erect  with  these  words,  and 
took  the  arm  of  Mr.  Chick,  who  escorted  her 
from  the  room,  after  half  an  hour's  shady  sojourn 
there.  And  it  is  due  to  her  penetration  to  ob- 
serve that  she  certainly  was  not  missed  at  all. 

But  she  was  not  the  only  indignant  guest ;  for 
Mr.  Dombey's  list  (still  constantly  in  difficulties) 
were,  as  a  body,  indignant  with  Mrs.  Dombey's 
list,  for  looking  at  them  through  eye-glasses,  and 
audibly  wondering  who  all  those  people  were  ; 
while  Mrs.  Dombey's  list  complained  of  weari- 
ness, and  the  young  thing  with  the  shoulders, 
deprived  of  the  attentions  of  that  gay  youth, 


Cousin  Feenix  (who  went  away  from  the  dinner- 
table),  confidentially  alleged  to  thirty  or  forty 
friends  that  she  was  bored  to  death.  All  the 
old  ladies  with  the  burdens  on  their  heads  had 
greater  or  less  cause  of  complaint  against  Mrs. 
Dombey  ;  and  the  Directors  and  Chairmen  coin- 
cided in  thinking  that  if  Dombey  must  marry, 
he  had  better  have  married  somebody  nearer  his 
own  age,  not  quite  so  handsome,  and  a  little 
better  off.  The  general  opinion  among  this  class 
of  gentlemen  was,  that  it  was  a  weak  thing  in 
Dombey,  and  he'd  live  to  repent  it.  Hardly 
anybody  there,  except  the  mild  men,  stayed,  or 
went  away,  without  considering  himself  or  her- 
self neglected  and  aggrieved  by  Mr.  Dombey  or 
Mrs.  Dombey ;  and  the  speechless  female  in  the 
black  velvet  hat  was  found  to  have  been  stricken 
mute,  because  the  lady  in  the  crimson  velvet 
had  been  handed  down  before  her.  The  nature 
even  of  the  mild  men  got  corrupted,  either  from 
their  curdling  it  with  too  much  lemonade,  or 
from  the  general  inoculation  that  prevailed ;  and 
they  made  sarcastic  jokes  to  one  another,  and 
whispered  disparagement  on  stairs  and  in  by- 
places.  The  general  dissatisfaction  and  discom- 
fort so  diffused  itself,  that  the  assembled  footmen 
in  the  hall  were  as  well  acquainted  with  it  as  the 
company  above.  Nay,  the  very  linkmen  outside 
got  hold  of  it,  and  compared  the  party  to  a 
funeral  out  of  mourning,  with  none  of  the  com- 
pany remembered  in  the  will. 

At  last  the  guests  were  all  gone,  and  the  link- 
men  too  ;  and  the  street,  crowded  so  long  with 
carriages,  was  clear ;  and  the  dying  lights  showed 
no  one  in  the  rooms  but  Mr.  Dombey  and  Mr. 
Carker,  who  were  talking  together  apart,  and 
Mrs.  Dombey  and  her  mother  :  the  former  seated 
on  an  ottoman  ;  the  latter  reclining  in  the  Cleo- 
patra attitude,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  her  maid. 
Mr.  Dombey  having  finished  his  communication 
to  Carker,  the  latter  advanced  obseciuiously  to 
take  leave. 

"  I  trust,"  he  said,  "  that  the  fatigues  of  this 
delightful  evening  will  not  inconvenience  Mrs. 
Dombey  to-morrow." 

"  Mrs.  Dombey,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  advanc- 
ing, "  has  sufficiently  spared  herself  fatigue  to 
relieve  you  from  any  anxiety  of  that  kind.  I 
regret  to  say,  Mrs.  Dombey,  that  I  could  have 
wished  you  had  fatigued  yourself  a  little  more 
on  this  occasion." 

She  looked  at  him  with  a  supercilious  glance, 
that  it  seemed  not  worth  her  while  to  protract, 
and  turned  away  her  eyes  without  speaking. 

"  I  am  sorry,  madam,"  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
"  that  you  should  not  have  thought  it  your 
duty " 
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She  looked  at  him  again. 

"  — Your  duty,  madam,"  pursued  Mr.  Dom- 
bey,  "to  have  received  my  friends  with  a  little 
more  deference.  Some  of  those  whom  you  have 
been  pleased  to  slight  to-night  in  a  very  marked 
manner,  Mrs.  Dombey,  confer  a  distinction  upon 
you,  I  must  tell  you,  in  any  visit  they  pay  you." 

"  Do  you  know  that  there  is  some  one  here?" 
she  returned,  now  looking  at  him  steadily. 

"  No  !  Carker  !  I  beg  that  you  do  not.  I 
insist  that  you  do  not,"  cried  Mr.  Dombey,  stop- 
ping that  noiseless  gentleman  in  his  withdrawal. 
"  Mr.  Carker,  madam,  as  you  know,  possesses 
my  confidence.  He  is  as  well  acquainted  as 
myself  with  the  subject  on  which  1  speak.  I 
beg  to  tell  you,  for  your  information,  Mrs.  Dom- 
bey, that  I  consider  these  wealthy  and  important 
persons  confer  a  distinction  upon  mc :"  and  Mr. 
Dombey  drew  himself  up,  as  having  now  ren- 
dered them  of  the  highest  possible  importance. 

"  I  ask  youj"  she  repeated,  bending  her  dis- 
dainful, steady  gaze  upon  him,  "  do  you  know 
that  there  is  some  one  here,  sir  ?  " 

"  I  must  entreat,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  stepping 
forward,  "  I  must  beg,  I  must  demand,  to  be 
released.  Slight  and  unimportant  as  this  dif- 
ference is " 

Mrs.  Skewton,  who  had  been  intent  upon  her 
daughter's  face,  took  him  up  here. 

"  My  sweetest  Edith,"  she  said,  "'  and  my 
dearest  Dombey,  our  excellent  friend  Mr.  Carker, 
for  so  I  am  sure  I  ought  to  mention  him " 

Mr.  Carker  murmured,  ''Too  much  honour." 

"  — Has  used  the  very  words  that  were  in  my 
mind,  and  that  I  have  been  dying,  these  ages, 
for  an  opportunity  of  introducing.  Slight  and 
unimportant !  My  sweetest  Edith,  and  my  dearest 
Dombey,  do  we  not  know  that  any  difference 
between  you  two No,  Flowers  ;  not  now." 

Flowers  was  the  maid,  who,  finding  gentle- 
men present,  retreated  with  precipitation. 

"  — That  any  difference  between  you  two," 
resumed  Mrs.  Skewton,  "with  the  heart  you 
possess  in  common,  and  the  excessively  charm- 
ing bond  of  feeling  that  there  is  between  you, 
must  be  slight  and  unimportant  ?  What  words 
could  better  define  the  fact  ?  None.  Therefore 
I  am  glad  to  take  this  slight  occasion — this 
trifling  occasion,  that  is  so  replete  with  Nature, 
and  your  individual  characters,  and  all  that — so 
truly  calculated  to  bring  the  tears  into  a  parent's 
eyes — to  say  that  I  attach  no  importance  to  them 
in  the  least,  except  as  developing  these  minor 
elements  of  Soul ;  and  that,  unlike  most  mammas- 
in-law  (that  odious  phrase,  dear  Dombey  ! )  as 
they  have  been  represented  to  me  to  exist  in 
this  I  fear  too  artificial  world,   I  never  shall 


attempt  to  interpose  between  you  at  such  a 
time,  and  never  can  much  regret,  after  all,  such 
little  flashes  of  the  torch  of  what's-his-name — 
not  Cupid,  but  the  other  delightful  creature." 

There  was  a  sharpness  in  the  good  mother's 
glance  at  both  her  children,  as  she  spoke,  that 
may  have  been  expressive  of  a  direct  and  well- 
considered  purpose  hidden  between  these  ram- 
bling words.  That  purpose,  providently  to  detach 
herself  in  the  beginning  from  all  the  clankings  of 
their  chain  that  were  to  come,  and  to  shelter 
herself  with  the  fiction  of  her  innocent  belief  in 
their  mutual  affection,  and  their  adaptation  to 
each  other. 

"  I  have  pointed  out  to  Mrs.  Dombey,"  said 
Mr.  Dombey  in  his  most  stately  manner,  "  that 
in  her  conduct,  thus  early  in  our  married  life,  to 
which  1  object,  and  which  I  request  may  be 
corrected.  Carker,"  with  a  nod  of  dismissal, 
"  good  night  to  you  !  " 

Mr.  Carker  bowed  to  the  imperious  form  of 
the  bride,  whose  sparkling  eye  was  fixed  upon 
her  husband ;  and  stopping  at  Cleopatra's  couch 
on  his  way  out,  raised  to  his  lips  the  hand  she 
graciously  extended  to  him,  in  lowly  and  ad- 
miring homage. 

If  his  handsome  wife  had  reproached  him,  or 
even  changed  countenance,  or  broken  the  silence 
in  which  she  remained  by  one  word,  now  that 
they  were  alone  (for  Cleopatra  made  off  with  all 
speed),  Mr.  Dombey  would  have  been  equal  to 
some  assertion  of  his  case  against  her.  But  the 
intense,  unutterable,  withering  scorn  with  which, 
after  looking  upon  him,  she  dropped  her  eyes  as 
if  he  were  too  worthless  and  indifferent  to  her 
to  be  challenged  with  a  syllable — the  ineffable 
disdain  and  haughtiness  in  which  she  sat  before 
him — the  cold,  inflexible  resolve  with  which  her 
every  feature  seemed  to  bear  him  down,  and  put 
him  by — he  had  no  resource  against;  and  he 
left  her,  with  her  whole  overbearing  beauty  con- 
centrated on  despising  him. 

Was  he  coward  enough  to  watch  her,  an  hour 
afterwards,  on  the  old  well  staircase,  where  he 
had  once  seen  Florence  in  the  moonlight,  toiling 
up  with  Paul  ?  Or  was  he  in  the  dark  by  acci- 
dent, when,  looking  up,  he  saw  her  coming,  with 
a  light,  from  the  room  where  Florence  lay,  and 
marked  again  the  face  so  changed,  which  he 
could  not  subdue? 

But,  it  could  never  alter  as  his  own  did.  It 
never,  in  its  utmost  pride  and  passion,  knew  the 
shadow  that  had  fallen  on  his,  in  the  dark  corner, 
on  the  night  of  the  return  and  often  since ;  and 
which  deepened  on  it  now  as  he  looked  up. 
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CHAPTER   XXXVII. 

MORE    WARNINGS    THAN    ONE. 

'lORENCE,  Edith,  and  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton  were  together  next  day,  and  the 
carriage  was  waiting  at  the  door  to 
take  them  out.  For  Cleopatra  had 
her  galley  again  now,  and  Withers, 
no  longer  the  wan,  stood  upright  in 
a  pigeon-breasted  jacket  and  military 
trousers,  behind  her  wheel-less  chair  at 
dinner-time,  and  butted  no  more.  The  hair  of 
Withers  was  radiant  with  pomatum  in  these  days 
of  down,  and  he  wore  kid  gloves,  and  smelt  of 
the  water  of  Cologne. 

They  were  assembled  in  Cleopatra's  room. 
The  Serpent  of  old  Nile  (not  to  mention  her 
disrespectfully)  was  reposing  on  her  sofa,  sipping 
her  morning  chocolate  at  three  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon,  and  Flowers  the  maid  was  fastening 
on  her  youthful  cuffs  and  frills,  and  performing 
a  kind  of  private  coronation  ceremony  on  her 
with  a  peach-coloured  velvet  bonnet ;  the  arti- 
ficial roses  in  which  nodded  to  uncommon  ad- 
vantage, as  the  palsy  trifled  with  them  like  a 
breeze. 

"  I  think  I  am  a  little  nervous  this  morning, 
Flowers,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton.  "  My  hand  quite 
shakes." 

"  You  were  the  life  of  the  party  last  night, 
ma'am,  you  know,"  returned  Flowers,  "  and  you 
suffer  for  it  to-day,  you  see." 

Edith,  who  had  beckoned  Florence  to  the 
window,  and  was  looking  out,  with  her  back 
turned  on  the  toilet  of  her  esteemed  mother, 
suddenly  withdrew  from  it,  as  if  it  had  lightened. 

"  My  darling  child,"  cried  Cleopatra  languidly, 
"you  are  not  nervous?  Don't  tell  me,  my  dear 
Edith,  that  you,  so  enviably  self-possessed,  are 
beginning  to  be  a  martyr  too,  like  your  unfor- 
tunately-constituted mother  ?  Withers,  some  one 
at  the  door." 

"  Card,  ma'am,"  said  Withers,  taking  it  towards 
Mrs.  Dombey. 

"  I  am  going  out,"  she  said,  without  looking 
at  it. 

"  My  dear  love,"  drawled  Mrs.  Skewton,  "  how 
very  odd  to  send  that  message  without  seeing 
the  name  !  Bring  it  here.  Withers.  Dear  me, 
my  love ;  Mr.  Carker,  too  !  that  very  sensible 
person  ! " 

"  I  am  going  out,"  repeated  Edith  in  so  im- 
perious a  tone  that  Withers,  going  to  the  door, 
imperiously  informed  the  servant  who  was  wait- 
ing, "Mrs.  Dombey  is  going  out.  Get  along 
with  you,"  and  shut  it  on  him. 


But  the  servant  came  ba<:k  after  a  short  ab- 
sence, and  whispered  to  Withers  again,  who  once 
more,  and  not  very  willingly,  presented  himself 
before  Mrs.  Dombey. 

"  If  you  please,  ma'am,  Mr.  Carker  sends  his 
respectful  compliments,  and  begs  you  would 
spare  him  one  minute,  if  you  could — for  busi- 
ness, ma'am,  if  you  please." 

"  Really,  my  love,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton  in  her 
mildest  manner ;  for  her  daughter's  face  was 
threatening ;  "  if  you  would  allow  me  to  offer  a 
word,  I  should  recommend " 

"  Show  him  this  way,"  said  Edith.  As  Withers 
disappeared  to  execute  the  command,  she  added, 
frowning  on  her  mother,  "  As  he  conies  at  your 
recommendation,  let  him  come  to  your  room." 

'•  May  I — shall  I  go  away  ?"  asked  Florence 
hurriedly. 

Edith  nodded  yes,  but,  on  her  way  to  the 
door,  Florence  met  the  visitor  coming  in.  With 
the  same  disagreeable  mi.xture  of  familiarity  and 
forbearance  with  which  he  had  first  addressed 
her,  he  addressed  her  now  in  his  softest  manner 
— hoped  she  was  quite  well — needed  not  to  ask, 
with  such  looks  to  anticipate  the  answer — had 
scarcely  had  the  honour  to  know  her  last  night, 
she  was  so  greatly  changed — and  held  the  door 
open  for  her  to  pass  out ;  with  a  secret  sense  of 
power  in  her  shrinking  from  him,  that  all  the 
deference  and  politeness  of  his  manner  could 
not  quite  conceal. 

He  then  bowed  himself  for  a  moment  over 
Mrs.  Skewton's  condescending  hand,  and  lastly 
bowed  to  Edith.  Coldly  returning  his  salute 
without  looking  at  him,  and  neither  seating  her- 
self nor  inviting  him  to  be  seated,  she  waited  for 
him  to  speak. 

Entrenched  in  her  pride  and  power,  and  with 
all  the  obduracy  of  her  spirit  summoned  about 
her,  still  her  old  conviction  that  she  and  her 
mother  had  been  known  by  this  man  in  their 
worst  colours  from  their  first  acquaintance  ;  that 
every  degradation  she  had  sufiered  in  her  own 
eyes  was  as  plain  to  him  as  to  herself;  that  he 
read  her  life  as  though  it  were  a  vile  book,  and 
fluttered  the  leaves  before  her  in  slight  looks 
and  tones  of  voice  which  no  one  else  could 
detect ;  weakened  and  undermined  her.  Proudly 
as  she  opposed  herself  to  him,  with  her  com- 
manding face  exacting  his  humility,  her  disdain- 
ful lip  repulsing  him,  her  bosom  angry  at  his 
intrusion,  and  the  dark  lashes  of  her  eye  sullenly 
veiling  their  light,  that  no  ray  of  it  might  shine 
upon  him — and  submissively  as  he  stood  before 
her,  with  an  entreating  injured  manner,  but  with 
complete  submission  to  her  will — she  knew,  in 
her  own  soul,  that  the  cases  were  reversed,  and 
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that  the  triumph  and  superiority  were  his,  and 
that  he  knew  it  full  well. 

"I  have  presumed,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  "to 
solicit  an  interview,  and  I  have  ventured  to  de- 
scribe it  as  being  one  of  business,  because " 

"  Perhaps  you  are  charged  by  Mr.  Dombey 
with  some  message  of  reproof,"  said  Edith. 
"  You  possess  Mr.  Dombey's  confidence  in  such 
an  unusual  degree,  sir,  that  you  would  scarcely 
surprise  me  if  that  were  your  business." 

"  I  have  no  message  to  the  lady  who  sheds  a 


lustre  upon  his  name,"  said  Mr.  Carker.  "  But 
I  entreat  that  lady,  on  my  own  behalf,  to  be  just 
to  a  very  humble  claimant  for  justice  at  her 
hands — a  mere  dependant  of  Mr.  Dombey's — 
which  is  a  position  of  humility ;  and  to  reflect 
upon  my  perfect  helplessness  last  night,  and 
the  impossibility  of  my  avoiding  the  share 
that  was  forced  upon  me  in  a  very  painful  occa- 
sion." 

"  My  dearest  Edith,"  hinted  Cleopatra  in  a 
low  voice,    as   she   held   her   eye-glass   aside, 


'DO  YOU  KNOW  THAT  THERE  IS  SOME  ONE  HERE?"  SHE  RETURNED,  NOW  LOOKING  AT  HIM  STEADILY. 


"  really  very  charming  of  Mr.  What's-his-name. 
And  full  of  heart  !  " 

"  For  I  do,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  appealing  to 
Mrs.  Skewton  with  a  look  of  grateful  deference, 
— "  I  do  venture  to  call  it  a  painful  occasion, 
though  merely  because  it  was  so  to  me,  who  had 
the  misfortune  to  be  present.  So  slight  a  dif- 
ference, as  between  the  principals — between 
those  who  love  each  other  with  disinterested 
devotion,  and  would  make  any  sacrifice  of  self 
in  such  a  cause — is  nothina.     As  Mrs.  Skewton 


herself  expressed,  with  so  much  truth  and  feeling 
last  night,  it  is  nothing." 

Edith  could  not  look  at  him,  but  she  said 
after  a  few  moments, 

"And  your  business,  sir " 

"Edith,  my  pet,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  "all 
this  time  Mr.  Carker  is  standing.  My  dear  Mr. 
Carker,  take  a  seat,  I  beg." 

He  offered  no  reply  to  the  mother,  but  fixed 
his  eyes  on  the  proud  daughter,  as  though  he 
would  only  be  bidden  by  her,  and  was  resolved 
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to  be  bidden  by  her.  Edith,  in  spite  of  herself, 
sat  down,  and  slightly  motioned  with  her  hand 
to  him  to  be  seated  too.  No  action  could  be 
colder,  haughtier,  more  insolent  in  its  air  of 
supremacy  and  disrespect,  but  she  had  struggled 
against  even  that  concession  ineffectually,  and  it 
was  wrested  from  her.  That  was  enough  !  Mr. 
Carker  sat  down. 

"  May  I  be  allowed,  madam,"  said  Carker, 
turning  his  white  teeth  on  Mrs.  Skewton  like  a 
light — "  a  lady  of  your  excellent  sense  and  quick 
feeling  will  give  me  credit  for  good  reason,  I  am 
sure — to  address  what  I  have  to  say  to  Mrs. 
Dombey,  and  to  leave  her  to  impart  it  to  you, 
who  are  her  best  and  dearest  friend — next  to 
Mr.  Dombey  ?  " 

Mrs.  Skewton  would  have  retired,  but  Edith 
stopped  her.  Edith  would  have  stopped  him 
too,  and  indignantly  ordered  him  to  speak 
openly,  or  not  at  all,  but  that  he  said,  in  a  low 
voice — "  Miss  Florence — the  young  lady  who 

has  just  left  the  room " 

Edith  suffered  him  to  proceed.  She  looked 
at  him  now.  As  he  bent  forward,  to  be  nearer, 
with  the  utmost  show  of  delicacy  and  respect, 
and  with  his  teeth  persuasively  arrayed  in  a  self- 
depreciating  smile,  she  felt  as  if  she  could  have 
struck  him  dead. 

"  Miss  Florence's  position,"  he  began,  "  has 
been  an  unfortunate  one.  I  have  a  difficulty  in 
alluding  to  it  to  you,  whose  attachment  to  her 
father  is  naturally  watchful  and  jealous  of  every 
word  that  applies  to  him."  Always  distinct  and 
soft  in  speech,  no  language  could  describe  the 
extent  of  his  distinctness  and  softness  when  he 
said  these  words,  or  came  to  any  others  of  a. 
similar  import.  "  But,  as  one  who  is  devoted 
to  Mr.  Dombey  in  his  different  way,  and  whose 
Life  is  passed  in  admiration  of  Mr.  Dombey's 
character,  may  I  say,  without  offence  to  your 
tenderness  as  a  wife,  that  Miss  Florence  has 
unhappily  been  neglected — by  her  father  ?  May 
I  say  by  her  father  }  " 

Edith  replied,  "  I  know  it." 
"  You  know  it ! "  said  Mr.  Carker,  with  a 
great  appearance  of  relief  "  It  removes  a  moun- 
tain from  my  breast.  May  I  hope  you  know  how 
the  neglect  originated  ;  in  whit  an  amiable  phase 
of  Mr.  Dombey's  pride — character  I  mean  ?  " 

"  You  may  pass  that  by,  sir,"  she  returned, 
"and  come  the  sooner  to  the  end  of  what  you 
have  to  say." 

"  Indeed,  I  am  sensible,  madam,"  replied 
Carker, — "  trust  me,  I  am  deeply  sensible  that 
Mr.  Dombey  can  require  no  justification  in 
anything  to  you.  But,  kindly  judge  of  my 
breast  by   your  own,  and  you  will  forgive  my 


interest  in  him,  if,  in  its  excess,  it  goes  at  all 
astray." 

What  a  stab  to  her  proud  heart  to  sit  there, 
face  to  face  with  him,  and  have  him  tendering 
her  false  oath  at  the  altar  again  and  again  for 
her  acceptance,  and  pressing  it  upon  her  like 
the  dregs  of  a  sickening  cup  she  could  not  own 
her  loathing  of,  or  turn  away  from  !  How  shame, 
remorse,  and  passion  raged  within  her,  when, 
upright  in  her  beauty  before  him,  she  knew  that 
in  her  spirit  she  was  down  at  his  feet ! 

"  Miss  Florence,"  said  Carker,  "  left  to  tlu 
care — if  one  may  call  it  care — of  servants  and 
mercenary  people,  in  every  way  her  inferiors, 
necessarily  wanted  some  guide  and  compass  in 
her  younger  days,  and,  naturally,  for  want  of 
them,  has  been  indiscreet,  and  has  in  some  de- 
gree forgotten  her  station.  There  was  some 
folly  about  one  Walter,  a  common  lad,  who  is 
fortunately  dead  now :  and  some  very  undesirable 
association,  I  regret  to  say,  with  certain  coasting 
sailors,  of  anything  but  good  repute,  and  a  run- 
away old  bankrupt." 

"  I  have  heard  the  circumstances,  sir,''  said 
Edith,  flashing  her  disdainful  glance  upon  him, 
"  and  I  know  that  you  pervert  them.  You  may 
not  know  it ;  I  hope  so." 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  "  I  believe 
that  nobody  knows  them  so  well  as  I.  Your 
generous  and  ardent  nature,  madam — the  same 
nature  which  is  so  nobly  imperative  in  vindica- 
tion of  your  beloved  and  honoured  husband, 
and  which  has  blessed  him  as  even  his  merits 
deserve — I  must  respect,  defer  to,  bow  before. 
But,  as  regards  the  circumstances,  which  is,  in- 
deed, the  business  I  presumed  to  solicit  your 
attention  to,  I  can  have  no  doubt,  since  in  the 
execution  of  my  trust  as  Mr.  Dombey's  confi- 
dential— I  presume  to  say — friend,  I  have  fully 
ascertained  them.  In  my  execution  of  that 
trust;  in  my  deep  concern,  which  you  can  so 
well  understand,  for  everything  relating  to  him, 
intensified,  if  you  will,  (for  I  fear  1  labour  under 
your  displeasure,)  by  the  lower  motive  of  desire 
to  prove  my  diligence,  and  make  myself  the 
more  acceptable ;  I  have  long  pursued  these 
circumstances  by  myself  and  trustworthy  instru- 
ments, and  have  innumerable  and  most  minute 
proofs." 

She  raised  her  eyes  no  higher  than  his  mouth, 
but  she  saw  the  means  of  mischief  vaunted  in 
every  tooth  it  contained. 

"  Pardon  me,  madam,"  he  continued,  "  if,  in 
my  perplexity,  I  ])resume  to  take  counsel  with 
you,  and  to  consult  your  pleasure.  I  think  I 
have  observed  that  you  are  greatly  interested  in 
Miss  Florence  ?" 
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What  was  there  in  her  he  had  not  observed, 
and  did  not  know?  Humbled  and  yet  mad- 
dened by  the  thought,  in  every  new  presentment 
of  it,  liowcver  faint,  she  pressed  her  teeth  upon 
her  quivering  Hp  to  force  composure  on  it,  and 
distantly  inclined  her  head  in  reply. 

"  This  interest,  madam — so  touching  an  evi- 
dence of  everything  associated  with  Mr.  Dombey 
being  dear  to  you — induces  me  to  pause  before 
I  make  him  acquainted  with  these  circum- 
stances, which,  as  yet,  he  does  not  know.  It  so 
far  shakes  me,  if  I  may  make  the  confession,  in 
my  allegiance,  that  on  the  intimation  of  the 
least  desire  to  that  effect  from  you,  I  would 
suppress  them." 

Edith  raised  her  head  quickly,  and  starting 
back,  bent  her  dark  glance  upon  him.  He  met 
it  with  his  blandest  and  most  deferential  smile, 
and  went  on. 

"  You  say  that,  as  I  describe  them,  they  are 
perverted.  I  fear  not — I  fear  not :  but  let  us 
assume  that  they  are.  The  uneasiness  I  have 
for  some  time  felt  on  the  subject  arises  in  this  : 
that  the  mere  circumstance  of  such  association, 
often  repeated,  on  the  part  of  Miss  Florence, 
however  innocently  and  confidingly,  would  be 
conclusive  with  Mr.  Dombey,  already  predis- 
posed against  her,  and  would  lead  him  to  take 
some  step  (I  know  he  has  occasionally  contem- 
plated it)  of  separation  aad  alienation  of  her 
from  his  home.  Madam,  bear  with  me,  and 
remember  my  intercourse  with  Mr.  Dombey, 
and  my  knowledge  of  him,  and  my  reverence 
for  him,  almost  from  childhood,  when  I  say  that 
il  he  has  a  fault,  it  is  a  lofty  stubbornness, 
rooted  in  that  noble  pride  and  sense  of  power 
which  belong  to  him,  and  which  we  must  all 
defer  to ;  which  is  not  assailable  like  the  obsti- 
nacy of  other  characters ;  and  which  grows  upon 
itself  from  day  to  day,  and  year  to  year." 

She  bent  her  glance  upon  him  still ;  but,  look 
as  steadfast  as  she  would,  her  haughty  nostrils 
dilated,  and  her  breath  came  somewhat  deeper, 
and  her  lip  would  slightly  curl  as  he  described 
that  in  his  patron  to  which  they  must  all  bow 
down.  He  saw  it ;  and  though  his  expression 
did  not  change,  she  knew  he  saw  it. 

"  Even  so  slight  an  incident  as  last  night's," 
he  .said,  "  if  I  might  refer  to  it  once  more, 
would  serve  to  illustrate  my  meaning  better  than 
a  greater  one.  Dombey  and  Son  know  neither 
time,  nor  place,  nor  season,  but  bear  them  all 
down.  But  I  rejoice  in  its  occurrence,  for  it 
has  opened  the  way  for  me  to  approach  Mrs. 
Dombey  with  this  subject  to-day,  even  if  it  has 
entailed  upon  me  the  penalty  of  her  temporary 
displeasure.     Madam,  in  the  midst  of  my  un- 


easiness and  apprehension  on  this  subject,  I  was 
summoned  by  Mr.  Dombey  to  Leamington. 
There  I  saw  you.  There  I  could  not  help 
knowing  what  relation  you  would  shortly  occupy 
towards  him — to  his  enduring  happiness  and 
yours.  There  I  resolved  to  await  the  time  of 
your  establishment  at  home  here,  and  to  do  as 
I  have  now  done.  I  have  at  heart  no  fear  that 
I  shall  be  wanting  in  my  duty  to  Mr.  Dombey 
if  I  bury  what  I  know  in  your  breast ;  for  where 
there  is  but  one  heart  and  mind  between  two 
persons — as  in  such  a  marriage — one  almost 
represents  the  other.  I  can  acquit  my  con- 
science therefore,  almost  equally,  by  confidence, 
on  such  a  theme,  in  you  or  him.  For  the 
reasons  I  have  mentioned,  I  would  select  you. 
May  I  aspire  to  the  distinction  of  believing  that 
my  confidence  is  accepted,  and  that  I  am  re- 
lieved from  my  responsibility?" 

He  long  remembered  the  look  she  gave  him 
— who  could  see  it,  and  forget  it  ? — and  the 
struggle  that  ensued  within  her.  At  last  she 
said  : 

"  I  accept  it,  sir.  You  will  please  to  con- 
sider this  matter  at  an  end,  and  that  it  goes  no 
farther." 

He  bowed  low,  and  rose.  She  rose  too,  and 
he  took  leave  with  all  humility.  But  ^\'ithers, 
meeting  him  on  the  stairs,  stood  amazed  at  the 
beauty  of  his  teeth,  and  at  his  brilliant  smile ; 
and,  as  he  rode  avi^ay  upon  his  white-legged  horse, 
the  people  took  him  for  a  dentist,  such  was  the 
dazzling  show  he  made.  The  people  took  ker, 
when  she  rode  out  in  her  carriage  presently,  for 
a  great  lady,  as  happy  as  she  was  rich  and  fine. 
But,  they  had  not  seen  her,  just  before,  in  her 
own  room,  with  no  one  by ;  and  they  had  not 
heard  her  utterance  of  the  three  words,  "  Oh, 
Florence,  Florence ! " 

Mrs.  Skewton,  reposing  on  her  sofa,  and  sip- 
ping her  chocolate,  had  heard  nothing  but  the 
low  word  business,  for  which  she  had  a  mortal 
aversion,  insomuch  that  she  had  long  banished 
it  from  her  vocabulary,  and  had  gone  nigh,  in  a 
charming  manner  and  with  an  immense  amount 
of  heart  (to  say  nothing  of  soul),  to  ruin  divers 
milliners  and  others  in  consequence.  Therefore, 
Mrs.  Skewton  asked  no  questions,  and  showed 
no  curiosity.  Indeed,  the  peach-velvet  bonnet 
gave  her  sufficient  occupation  out  of  doors  :  for, 
being  perched  on  the  back  of  her  head,  and 
the  day  being  rather  windy,  it  was  frantic  to 
escape  from  Mrs.  Skewton's  company,  and  would 
be  coaxed  into  no  sort  of  compromise.  When 
the  carriage  was  closed,  and  the  wind  shut  out, 
the  palsy  played  among  the  artificial  roses  again, 
like  an  almshouse  full  of  superannuated  zephyrs ; 
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and  altogether  Mrs.  Skewton  had  enough  to  do, 
and  got  on  but  indifferently. 

She  got  on  no  better  towards  night ;  for  when 
Mrs.  Dombe}-,  in  her  dressing-room,  had  been 
dressed  and  waiting  for  her  half  an  hour,  and 
Mr.  Dombey,  in  the  drawing-room,  had  paraded 
Jiimself  into  a  state  of  solemn  fretfulness  (they 
were  all  three  going  out  to  dinner),  Flowers  the 
maid  appeared  with  a  pale  face  to  Mrs.  Dombey, 
saying : 

"  If  you  please,  ma'am,  I  beg  your  pardon, 
but  I  can't  do  nothing  with  missis." 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  Edith. 
"  Well,  ma'am,"  replied  the  frightened  maid, 
"  I  hardly  know.     She's  making  faces  !  " 

Edith  hurried  with  her  to  her  mother's  room. 
Cleopatra  was  arrayed  in  full  dress,  with  the 
diamonds,  short  sleeves,  rouge,  curls,  teeth,  and 
other  juvenility  all  complete ;  but  Paralysis  was 
not  to  be  deceived,  had  known  her  for  the 
object  of  its  errand,  and  had  struck  her  at  her 
glass,  where  she  lay  like  a  horrible  doll  that  had 
tumbled  down. 

They  took  her  to  pieces  in  very  shame,  and 
put  the  little  of  her  that  was  real  on  a  bed. 
Doctors  were  sent  for,  and  soon  came.  Powerful 
remedies  were  resorted  to  ;  opinions  given  that 
she  would  rally  from  this  shock,  but  would  not 
survive  another ;  and  there  she  lay  speechless, 
and  staring  at  the  ceiling,  for  days  :  sometimes 
making  inarticulate  sounds  in  answer  to  such 
questions  as,  did  she  know  who  were  present  ? 
and  the  like  :  sometimes  giving  no  reply,  either 
by  sign  or  gesture,  or  in  her  unwinking  eyes. 

At  length  she  began  to  recover  consciousness, 
and  in  some  degree  the  power  of  motion,  though 
not  yet  of  speech.  One  day  the  use  of  her  right 
hand  returned ;  and  showing  it  to  her  maid,  who 
was  in  attendance  on  her,  and  appearing  very 
imeasy  in  her  mind,  she  made  signs  for  a  pencil 
and  some  paper.  This  the  maid  immediately 
provided,  thinking  she  was  going  to  make  a  will, 
or  write  some  last  request ;  and  Mrs.  Dombey 
being  from  home,  the  maid  awaited  the  result 
with  solemn  feelings. 

After  much  painful  scrawling  and  erasing,  and 
putting  in  of  wrong  characters,  which  seemed  to 
tumble  out  of  the  pencil  of  their  own  accord,  the 
old  woman  produced  this  document : 
"  Rose-coloured  curtains." 
The  maid  being  perfectly  transfixed,  and  w-ith 
tolerable  reason,  Cleopatra  amended  the  manu- 
script by  adding  two  words  more,  when  it  stood 
thus  : 

"  Rose-coloured  curtams  for  doctors." 
The  maid  now  perceived  remotely  that  she 
wished  these  articles  to  be  provided   for   the 


better  presentation  of  her  comple.xion  to  the 
faculty  ;  and  as  those  in  the  house  who  knew 
her  best  had  no  doubt  of  the  correctness  of  this 
opinion,  which  she  was  soon  able  to  establish 
for  herself,  the  rose-coloured  curtains  were  added 
to  her  bed,  and  she  mended  with  increased  ra- 
pidity from  that  hour.  She  was  soon  able  to  sit 
up,  in  curls  and  a  laced  cap  and  nightgown,  and 
to  have  a  little  artificial  bloom  dropped  into  the 
hollow  caverns  of  her  cheeks. 

It  was  a  tremendous  sight  to  see  this  old 
woman  in  her  finery  leering  and  mincing  at 
Death,  and  playing  off  her  youthful  tricks  upon 
him  as  if  he  had  been  the  major;  but  an  altera- 
tion in  her  mind  that  ensued  on  the  paralytic 
stroke  was  fraught  with  as  much  matter  for 
reflection,  and  was  quite  as  ghastly. 

Whether  the  weakening  of  her  intellect  made 
her  more  cunning  and  false  than  before,  or 
whether  it  confused  her  between  what  she  had 
assumed  to  be  and  what  she  really  had  been,  or 
whether  it  had  awakened  any  glimmering  of  re 
morse,  which  could  neither  struggle  into  light 
nor  get  back  into  total  darkness,  or  whether,  in 
the  jumble  of  her  fiiculties,  a  combination  of 
these  effects  had  been  shaken  up,  w'hich  is  per- 
haps the  more  likely  supposition,  the  result  was 
this : — That  she  became  hugely  exacting  in  respect 
to  Edith's  affection  and  gratitude  and  attention 
to  her;  highly  laudatory  of  herself  as  a  most 
inestimable  parent ;  and  very  jealous  of  having 
any  rival  in  Edith's  regard.  Further,  in  place  of 
remembering  that  compact  made  between  them 
for  an  avoidance  of  the  subject,  she  constantly 
alluded  to  her  daughters  marriage  as  a  proof  of 
her  being  an  incomparable  mother  ;  and  all  this, 
with  the  weakness  and  peevishness  of  such  a 
state,  always  serving  for  a  sarcastic  commentary 
on  her  levity  and  youthfulness. 

"Where  is  Mrs.  Dombey?"  she  would  say  to 
her  maid. 

"Gone  out,  ma'am." 

"  Gone  out !  Does  she  go  out  to  shun  her 
mamma,  Flowers?" 

"  La  bless  you,  no,  ma'am.  Mrs.  Dombey 
has  only  gone  out  for  a  ride  with  Miss  Flo- 
rence." 

"Miss  Florence!  Who's  Miss  Florence? 
Don't  tell  me  about  Miss  Florence.  What's 
!Miss  Florence  to  her,  compared  to  me?" 

The  apposite  display  of  the  diamonds,  or  the 
peach-velvet  bonnet  (she  sat  in  the  bonnet  to 
receive  visitors,  weeks  before  she  could  stir  out 
of  doors),  or  the  dressing  of  her  up  in  some 
gaud  or  other,  usually  stopped  the  tears  that 
began  to  flow  hereabouts ;  and  she  would  remain 
in  a  complaisant  state  until  Edith  came  to  see 
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her;  when,  at  a  glance  of  the  proud  face,  she 
would  relapse  again. 

"Well,  I  am  sure,  Edith!"  she  would  cry, 
shaking  her  head. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  mother?'' 

"  Matter !     I  really  don't   know  what  is  the 


matter.  The  world  is  coming  to  such  an  arti- 
ficial and  ungrateful  state,  that  I  begin  to  think 
there's  no  Heart — or  anything  of  that  sort — left 
in  it,  positively.  Withers  is  more  a  child  to  me 
than  you  are.  He  attends  to  nie  much  more 
than  my  own  daughter.     I  almost  wish  I  didn't 


'WITHERS,   MEETING    HIM    ON    THE    STAIRS,   STOOD    AMAZED   AT    THE    BEAUTY  OF    HIS    TEETH,   AND    AT    HIS 

BRILLIANT   SMILE." 


look  SO  young — and  all  that  kind  of  thing — and 
then  perhaps  I  should  be  more  considereil." 
"  What  would  you  have,  mother?" 
"  Oh,  a  great  deal,  Edith,"  impatiently. 
"  Is  there  anything  you  want  that  you  have 
not?     It  is  your  osvn  fault  if  there  be." 


'■■  My  own  fault !  "  beginning  to  whimper. 
"  The  parent  I  have  been  to  you,  Edith  :  making 
you  a  companion  from  your  cradle  !  And  when 
you  neglect  me,  and  have  no  more  natural 
affection  for  me  than  if  I  was  a  stranger — not  a 
twentieth  part  of  the  affection  that  you  have  for 
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Florence — but  I  am  only  your  mother,  and 
should  corrupt  her  in  a  day  ! — you  reproach  me 
with  its  being  my  own  fault." 

''  Mother,  mother,  I  reproach  you  with  no- 
thing.    Why  will  you  always  dwell  on  this?" 

"  Isn't  it  natural  that  I  should  dwell  on  this, 
when  I  am  all  affection  and  sensitiveness,  and 
am  wounded  in  the  cruellest  way,  whenever  you 
look  at  me?" 

"  I  do  not  mean  to  wound  you,  mother.  Have 
you  no  remembrance  of  what  has  been  said  be- 
tween us?     Let  the  past  rest." 

"  Yes,  rest !  And  let  gratitude  to  me  rest ; 
and  let  affection  for  me  rest ;  and  let  me  rest  in 
my  out-of-the-way  room,  with  no  society  and  no 
attention,  while  you  find  new  relations  to  make 
much  of,  who  have  no  earthly  claim  upon  you  ! 
Good  gracious,  Edith,  do  you  know  what  an 
elegant  establishment  you  are  at  the  head  of?" 

"  Yes.     Hush  ! " 

"  And  that  gentlemanly  creature,  Dombey — 
do  you  know  that  you  are  married  to  him,  Edith, 
and  that  you  have  a  settlement,  and  a  position, 
and  a  carriage,  and  I  don't  know  what  ?  " 

"  Indeed  I  know  it,  mother  ;  well." 

"  As  you  would  have  had  with  that  delightful 
good  soul — what  did  they  call  him  ? — Granger 
— if  he  hadn't  died.  And  who  have  you  to  thank 
for  all  this,  Edith  ?  " 

"  You.  mother;  you." 

"  Then  put  your  arms  round  my  neck,  and 
■kiss  me ;  and  show  me,  Edith,  that  you  know 
there  never  was  a  better  mamma  than  I  have 
been  to  you.  And  don't  let  me  become  a  perfect 
fright  with  teasing  and  wearing  myself  at  your 
ingratitude,  or  when  I  am  out  again  in  society 
no  soul  will  know  me,  not  even  that  hateful 
animal,  the  major." 

But  sometimes,  when  Edith  went  nearer  to 
her,  and,  bending  down  her  stately  head,  put 
her  cold  cheek  to  hers,  the  mother  would  draw 
back  as  if  she  were  afraid  of  her,  and  would  fall 
into  a  fit  of  trembling,  and  cry  out  that  there 
was  a  wandering  in  her  wits.  And  sometimes 
^ihe  would  entreat  her,  with  humility,  to  sit  down 
on  the  chair  beside  her  bed,  and  would  look  at 
lier  (as  she  sat  there  brooding)  with  a  face  that 
even  the  rose-coloured  curtains  could  not  make 
otherwise  than  seared  and  wild. 

The  rose-coloured  curtains  blushed,  in  course 
of  time,  on  Cleopatra's  bodily  recovery,  and  on 
her  dress — more  juvenile  than  ever,  to  repair 
the  ravages  of  illness — and  on  the  rouge,  and  on 
the  teeth,  and  on  the  curls,  and  on  the  diamonds, 
and  the  short  sleeves,  and  the  whole  wardrobe 
of  the  doll  that  had  tumbled  down  before  the 
mirror.     They  blushed,  too,  now  and  then,  upon 
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an  indistinctness  in  her  speech,  which  she  turned 
off  with  a  girlish  giggle,  and  on  an  occasional 
failing  in  her  memory,  that  had  no  rule  in  it,  but 
came  and  went  fantastically,  as  if  in  mockery  of 
her  fantastic  self 

But  they  never  blushed  upon  a  change  in  the 
new  manner  of  her  thouglit  and  speech  towards 
her  daughter.  And  though  that  daughter  often 
came  within  their  influence,  they  never  blushed 
upon  her  loveliness  irradiated  by  a  smile,  or 
softened  by  the  light  of  filial  love,  in  its  stern 
beauty. 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

Miss   TOX   IMPROVES   AN   OLD   ACQUAINTANCE. 

I  IE  forlorn  Miss  Tox,  abandoned  by 
her  friend  Louisa  Chick,  and  bereft 
of  Mr.  Dombey's  countenance — for 
no  delicate  pair  of  wedding-cards, 
united  by  a  silver  thread,  graced  the 
chimney-glass  in  Princess's  Place,  or  the 
harpsichord,  or  any  of  those  little  posts  of 
display  which  Lucretia  reserved  for  holi- 
day occupation — became  depressed  in  her  spirits, 
and  suffered  much  from  melanchol)'.  For  a 
time  the  Bird  Waltz  was  unheard  in  Princess's 
Place,  the  plants  were  neglected,  and  dust  col- 
lected on  the  miniature  of  Miss  To.x's  ancestor 
with  the  powdered  head  and  pigtail. 

Miss  Tox,  however,  was  not  of  ,an  age  or  of  a 
disposition  long  to  abandon  herselV  to  unavailing 
regrets.  Only  two  notes  of  the  harpsichord 
were  dumb  from  disuse  when  the  Bird  Waltz 
again  warbled  and  trilled  in  the  crooked  draw- 
ing-room ;  only  one  slip  of  geranium  fell  a  victim 
to  imperfect  nursing,  before  she  was  gardening 
at  her  green  baskets  again,  regularly  every  morn- 
ing; tlie  powdered-headed  ancestor  had  not 
been  under  a  cloud  for  more  than  six  weeks, 
when  Miss  Tox  breathed  on  his  benignant 
visage,  and  polished  him  up  with  a  piece  of 
wash-leather. 

Still,  Miss  Tox  was  lonely,  and  at  a  loss.  Her 
attachments,  however  ludicrously  shown,  were 
real  and  strong ;  and  she  was,  as  she  expressed 
it,  "deeply  hurt  by  the  unmerited  contumely 
she  had  met  with  from  Louisa."  But  there  was 
no  such  thing  as  anger  in  Miss  Tox's  composi- 
tion. If  she  had  ambled  on  through  life,  in  her 
soft-spoken  way,  without  any  opinions,  she  had, 
at  least,  got  so  far  without  any  harsh  passions. 
The  mere  sight  of  Louisa  Chick  in  the  street  one 
day,  at  a  considerable  distance,  so  overpowered 
her  milkv  nature,  that  she  w^as  fain  to  seek  im- 
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mediate  refuge  in  a  pastrycook's,  and  there,  in  a 
musty  little  back-room  usually  devoted  to  the 
consumption  of  soups,  and  pervaded  by  an  ox- 
tail atmosphere,  relieve  her  feelings  by  weeping 
plentifully. 

Against  Mr.  Dombey  Miss  Tox  hardly  felt 
that  she  had  any  reason  of  complaint.  Her 
sense  of  that  gentleman's  magnificence  was  such 
that,  once  removed  from  him,  she  felt  as  if  her 
distance  always  had  been  immeasurable,  and  as 
if  he  had  greatly  condescended  in  tolerating  her 
at  all.  No  wife  could  be  too  handsome  or  too 
stately  for  him,  according  to  Miss  Tox's  sincere 
opinion.  It  was  perfectly  natural  that,  in  look- 
ing for  one,  he  should  look  high.  Miss  Tox 
with  tears  laid  down  this  proposition,  and  fully 
admitted  it  twenty  times  a  day.  She  never  re- 
called the  lofty  manner  in  which  ]Mr.  Dombey 
had  made  her  subservient  to  his  convenience 
and  caprices,  and  had  graciously  permitted  her 
to  be  one  of  the  nurses  of  his  little  son.  She 
only  thought,  in  her  own  words,  "  that  she  had 
passed  a  great  many  happy  hours  in  that  house, 
which  she  must  ever  remember  with  gratification, 
and  that  she  could  never  cease  to  regard  Mr. 
Dombey  as  one  of  the  most  impressive  and  dig- 
nified of  men." 

Cut  off,  however,  from  the  implacable  Louisa, 
and  being  shy  of  the  major  (whom  she  viewed 
with  some  distrust  now).  Miss  Tox  found  it  very 
irksome  to  know  nothing  of  what  was  going  on 
in  Mr.  Dombey's  establishment.  And,  as  she 
really  had  got  into  the  habit  of  considering 
Dombey  and  Son  as  the  pivot  on  which  the 
world  in  general  turned,  she  resolved,  rather 
than  be  ignorant  of  intelligence,  which  so 
strongly  interested  her,  to  cultivate  her  old 
acquaintance,  Mrs.  Richards,  who  she  knew, 
since  her  last  memorable  appearance  before  Mr. 
Dombey,  was  in  the  habit  of  sometimes  holding 
communication  with  his  servants.  Perhaps 
Miss  Tox,  in  seeking  out  the  Toodle  family,  had 
the  tender  motive  hidden  in  her  breast  of  having 
somebody  to  whom  she  could  talk  about  Mr. 
Dombey,  no  matter  how  humble  that  somebody 
might  be. 

At  all  events,  towards  the  Toodle  habitation 
Miss  Tox  directed  her  steps  one  evening,  what 
time  Mr.  Toodle,  cindery  and  swart,  was  re- 
freshing himself  with  tea  in  the  bosom  of  his 
family.  Mr.  Toodle  had  only  three  stages  of 
existence.  He  was  either  taking  refreshment  in 
the  bosom  just  mentioned,  or  he  was  tearing 
through  the  country  at  from  twenty-five  to  fifty 
miles  an  hour,  or  he  •  was  sleeping  after  his 
fiitigues.  He  was  always  in  a  whirlwind  or  a 
calm,  and  a  peaceable,  contented,   easy-going 


man  Mr.  Toodle  was  in  either  state.  He  seemed 
to  have  made  over  all  his  own  inheritance  of 
fuming  and  fretting  to  the  engines  with  which  he 
was  connected,  which  panted,  and  gasped,  and 
chafed,  and  wore  themselves  out  in  a  most  un- 
sparing manner,  while  I\Ir.  Toodle  led  a  mild 
and  equable  life. 

"Polly,  my  gal,"  said  Mr.  Toodle,  with  a 
young  Toodle  on  each  knee,  and  two  more 
making  tea  for  him,  and  plenty  more  scattered 
about — Mr.  Toodle  was  never  out  of  children, 
but  always  kept  a  good  supply  on  hand — "you 
an't  seen  our  Biler  lately,  have  you  }  " 

"  No,"  replied  Polly,  "  but  he's  almost  certain 
to  look  in  to-night.  It's  his  right  evening,  and 
he's  very  regular." 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Mr.  Toodle,  relishing  his 
meal  infinitely,  "  as  our  Biler  is  a  doin'  now 
about  as  well  as  a  boy  ca/i  do,  eh,  Polly  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  he's  a  doing  beautiful ! "  responded 
Polly. 

"  He  an't  got  to  be  at  all  secret-like — has  he, 
Polly  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Toodle. 

"  No  ! "  said  Mrs.  Toodle  plumply. 

"  I'm  glad  he  an't  got  to  be  at  all  secret-like, 
Polly,"  observed  Mr.  Toodle  in  his  slow  and 
measured  way,  and  shovelling  in  his  bread-and- 
butter  with  a  clasp-knife,  as  if  he  were  stoking 
himself,  "because  that  don't  look  well;  do  it, 
Polly?" 

"  Why,  of  course  it  don't,  father.  How  can 
you  ask  ?  " 

"  You  see,  my  boys  and  gals,"  said  Mr.  Toodle, 
looking  round  upon  his  family,  "  wotever  you're 
up  to  in  a  honest  way,  it's  my  opinion  as  you 
can't  do  better  than  be  open.  If  you  find  your- 
selves in  cuttings  or  in  tunnels,  don't  you  play 
no  secret  games.  Keep  your  whistles  going, 
and  let's  know  where  you  are." 

The  rising  Toodles  set  up  a  shrill  murmur, 
expressive  of  their  resolution  to  profit  by  the 
paternal  advice. 

"  But  what  makes  you  say  this  along  of  Rob, 
father?"  asked  his  wife  anxiously. 

"  Polly,  old  'ooman,"  said  Mr.  Toodle,  "  I 
don't  know  as  I  said  it  particular  along  o'  Rob, 
I'm  sure.  I  starts  light  with  Rob  only  ;  I  comes 
to  a  branch  ;  I  takes  on  what  I  finds  there ;  and 
a  whole  train  of  ideas  gets  coupled  on  to  him, 
afore  I  knows  where  I  am,  or  where  they  comes 
from.  What  a  Junction  a  man's  thoughts  is," 
said  Mr.  Toodle,  "to-be-sure  !" 

This  profound  reflection  Mr.  Toodle  washed 
down  with  a  pint  mug  of  tea,  and  proceeded  to 
solidify  with  a  great  weight  of  bread-and-butter  ; 
charging  his  young  daughters,  meanwhile,  to 
keep  plenty  of  hot  water  in  the  pot,  as  he  was 
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uncommon  dry,  and  should  take  the  indefinite 
quantity  of  "  a  sight  of  mugs,"  before  his  thirst 
was  appeased. 

In  satisfying  himself,  however,  Mr.  Toodle 
was  not  regardless  of  the  younger  branches 
about  him,  who,  although  they  had  made  their 
own  evening  repast,  were  on  the  look-out  for 
irregular  morsels,  as  possessing  a  relish.  These 
he  distributed  now  and  then  to  the  expectant 
circle,  by  holding  out  great  wedges  of  bread-and- 
butter,  to  be  bitten  at  by  the  family  in  lawful 
succession,  and  by  serving  out  small  doses  of 
tea  in  like  manner  with  a  spoon  ;  wliich  snacks 
had  such  a  relish  in  the  mouths  of  these  young 
Toodles,  that,  after  partaking  of  the  same,  they 
performed  private  dances  of  ecstasy  among 
themselves,  and  stood  on  one  leg  apiece,  and 
hopped,  and  indulged  in  other  saltatory  tokens 
of  gladness.  These  vents  for  their  excitement 
found,  they  gradually  closed  about  Mr.  Toodle 
again,  and  eyed  him  hard  as  he  got  through 
more  bread-and-butter  and  tea :  affecting,  how- 
ever, to  have  no  further  expectations  of  their 
own  in  reference  to  those  viands,  but  to  be 
conversing  on  foreign  subjects,  and  whispering 
confidentially. 

Mr.  Toodle,  in  the  midst  of  this  family  group, 
and  setting  an  awful  example  to  his  children  in 
the  way  of  appetite,  was  conveying  the  two 
young  Toodles  on  his  knees  to  Birmingham  by 
special  engine,  and  was  contemplating  the  rest 
over  a  barrier  of  bread-and-butter,  when  Rob 
the  Grinder,  in  his  sou'-wester  hat  and  mourn- 
ing slops,  presented  himself,  and  was  received 
with  a  general  rush  of  brothers  and  sisters. 

"  Well,  mother  !  "  said  Rob,  dutifully  kissing 
her ;  "  how  are  you,  mother  ?  " 

"  There's  my  boy  !  "  cried  Polly,  giving  him 
a  hug,  and  a  pat  on  the  back.  "  Secret  !  Bless 
you,  father,  not  he  !  " 

This  was  intended  for  Mr.  Toodle's  private 
edification,  but  Rob  the  Grinder,  whose  withers 
were  not  unwrung,  caught  the  words  as  they 
were  spoken. 

"  What !  father's  been  a  saying  something 
more  again  me,  has  he?"  cried  the  injured  in- 
nocent. "  Oh,  what  a  hard  thing  it  is  that 
when  a  cove  has  once  gone  a  little  wrong,  a 
cove's  own  father  should  be  always  a  throwing 
it  in  his  face  behind  his  back  !  It's  enough," 
cried  Rob,  resorting  to  his  coat-cuff  in  anguish 
of  spirit,  '•  to  make  a  cove  go  and  do  something 
out  of  spite  !" 

"  My  poor  boy  !  "  cried  Polly,  "  father  didn't 
mean  anything." 

"  If  father  didn't  mean  anything,"  blubbered 
the  injured   Grinder,  "  why  did  he  go  and  say 


anything,  mother?  Nobody  thinks  half  so  bad 
of  me  as  my  own  father  does.  What  a  un- 
natural thing  !  I  wish  somebody'd  take  and 
chop  my  head  oft".  Father  wouldn't  mind  doing 
it,  1  believe,  and  I'd  much  rather  he  did  that 
than  t'other." 

At  these  desperate  words  all  the  young 
Toodles  shrieked ;  a  pathetic  effect,  which  the 
Grinder  improved  by  ironically  adjuring  them 
not  to  cry  for  him,  for  they  ought  to  hate  him, 
they  ought,  if  they  was  good  boys  and  girls  ; 
and  this  so  touched  the  youngest  Toodle  but 
one,  who  was  easily  moved,  that  it  touched  him 
not  only  in  his  spirit,  but  in  his  wind  too ; 
making  him  so  purple  that  Mr.  Toodle,  in  con- 
sternation, carried  him  out  to  the  water-butt, 
and  would  have  put  him  under  the  tap,  but  for  his 
being  recovered  by  the  sight  of  that  instrimient. 

Matters  having  reached  this  point,  Mr.  Toodle 
explained,  and  the  virtuous  feelings  of  his  son 
being  thereby  calmed,  they  shook  hands,  and 
harmony  reigned  again. 

"  Will  you  do  as  I  do,  Biler,  my  boy  ?  "  in- 
quired his  father,  returning  to  his  tea  with  new 
strength. 

"  No,  thankee,  father.  Master  and  I  had  tea 
together." 

''  And  how  is  master,  Rob  ?  "  said  Polly. 

"  Well,  I  don't  know,  mother  ;  not  much  to 
boast  on.  There  ain't  no  business  done,  you 
see.  He  don't  know  anything  about  it,  the 
cap'en  don't.  There  was  a  man  come  into  the 
shop  this  very  day,  and  says,  '  I  want  a  so-and- 
so,'  he  says — some  hard  name  or  other.  '  A 
which  ?  '  says  the  cap'en.  '  A  so-and-so,'  says 
the  man.  '  Brother,'  says  the  cap'en,  '  will  you 
take  a  observation  round  the  sliop?'  'Well,' 
says  the  man,  '  I've  done  it.'  ^  '  Do  you  see  wot 
you  want? '  says  the  cap'en.  '  No,  I  don't,'  says 
the  man.  '  Do  you  know  it  wen  you  //c^see  it?' 
says  the  cap'en.  '  No,  I  don't,'  says  the  man. 
'  Why,  then,  I  tell  you  wot,  my  lad,'  says  the 
cajj'en,  '  you'd  better  go  back  and  ask  wot  it's 
like  outside,  for  no  more  don't  I  ! '  " 

"  That  an't  the  way  to  make  money,  though, 
is  it?"  said  Polly. 

"  Money,  mother  !  He'll  never  make  money. 
He  has  such  ways  as  I  never  see.  He  an't  a 
bad  master,  though,  I'll  say  that  for  him.  But 
that  an't  much  to  me,  for  I  don't  think  I  shall 
stop  with  him  long." 

"  Not  stop  in  your  place,  Rob  !  "  cried  hia 
mother ;  while  Mr.  Toodle  opened  his  eyes. 

"  Not  in  that  place,  p'raps,"  returned  the 
Grinder  with  a  wink.  "  I  shouldn't  wonder — 
friends  at  court,  you  know — but  never  ;'(;«  mind, 
mother,  }ust  now ;  I'm  all  right,  that's  all." 


276 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


The  indisputable  proof  afforded  in  these  hints, 
and  in  the  Grinder's  mysterious  manner,  of  his 
not  being  subject  to  that  failing  which  Mr. 
Toodle  had,  by  implication,  attributed  to  him, 
might  have  led  to  a  renewal  of  his  wrongs,  and 
of  the  sensation  in  the  family,  but  for  the  oppor- 
tune arrival  of  another  visitor,  who,  to  Polly's 
great  surprise,  appeared  at  the  door,  smiling 
patronage  and  friendship  on  all  there. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Mrs.  Richards  ?"  said  Miss 
Tox.  "  I  have  come  to  see  you.  May  I  come 
in?" 

The  cheery  face  of  Mrs.  Richards  shone  with 
a  hospitable  reply,  and  Miss  Tox,  accepting  the 
proffered  chair,  and  gracefully  recognising  Mr. 
Toodle  on  her  way  to  it,  untied  her  bonnet 
strings,  and  said  that,  in  the  first  place,  she  must 
beg  the  dear  children,  one  and  all,  to  come  and 
kiss  her. 

The  ill-starred  youngest  Toodle  but  one,  who 
would  appear,  from  the  frequency  of  his  domestic 
troubles,  to  have  been  born  under  an  unlucky 
planet,  was  prevented  from  performing  his  part 
in  this  general  salutation  by  having  fixed  the 
sou'- wester  hat  (with  which  he  had  been  pre- 
viously trifling)  deep  on  his  head,  hind  side  be- 
fore, and  being  unable  to  get  it  oft"  again  ;  which 
accident  presenting  to  his  terrified  imagination 
a  dismal  picture  of  his  passing  the  rest  of  his 
days  in  darkness,  and  in  hopeless  seclusion 
from  his  friends  and  family,  caused  him  to 
struggle  with  great  violence,  and  to  utter  suffo- 
cating cries.  Being  released,  his  face  was  dis- 
covered to  be  very  hot,  and  red,  and  damp; 
and  Miss  Tox  took  him  on  her  lap,  nuich  ex- 
hausted. 

"  You  have  almost  forgotten  me,  sir,  I  dare 
say?"  said  Miss  Tox  to  Mr.  Toodle. 

"  No,  ma'am,  no,"  said  Toodle.  "  But  we've 
all  on  us  got  a  little  older  since  then." 

"  And  how  do  you  find  yourself,  sir  ? "  in- 
quired Miss  Tox  blandly. 

"  Hearty,  ma'am,  thankee,"  replied  Toodle. 
"  How  do  you  find  yountXi,  ma'am  ?  Do  the 
rheumaticks  keep  off  pretty  well,  ma'am  ?  We 
must  all  expect  to  grow  into  'em  as  we  gets 
on." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Miss  Tox.  "  I  have 
not  felt  any  inconvenience  from  that  disorder 
yet." 

"You're  wery  fortunate,  ma'am,"  returned 
Mr.  Toodle.  "  Many  people  at  your  time  of 
life,  ma'am,  is  martyrs  to    it.     There  was  my 

mother "     But  catching  his  wife's  eye  here, 

Mr.    Toodle    judiciously    buried    the    rest    in 
another  mug  of  tea. 

"  You  never  mean  to  say,  Mrs.   Richards," 


cried  Miss  Tox,  looking  at  Rob,  "  that  that  is 
your " 

"  Eldest,  ma'am,"  said  Polly.  "  Yes,  indeed, 
it  is.  That's  the  little  fellow,  ma'am,  that  was 
the  innocent  cause  of  so  much." 

"  This  here,  ma'am,"  said  Toodle,  "  is  him 
with  the  short  legs — and  they  was,"  said  Mr. 
Toodle,  with  a  touch  of  poetry  in  his  tone, 
"unusual  short  for  leathers — as  Mr.  Dombey 
made  a  Grinder  on." 

The  recollection  almost  overpowered  Miss 
Tox.  The  subject  of  it  had  a  peculiar  interest 
for  her  directly.  She  asked  him  to  shake  hands, 
and  congratulated  his  mother  on  his  frank,  in- 
genuous face.  Rob,  overhearing  her,  called  up 
a  look  to  justify  the  eulogium,  but  it  was  hardly 
the  right  look. 

"  And  now,  Mrs.  Richards,"  said  Miss  Tox, 
— "  and  you  too,  sir,"  addressing  Toodle, — "  I'll 
tell  you,  plainly  and  truly,  what  I  have  come 
here  for.  You  may  be  aware,  Mrs.  Richards — 
and  possibly  you  may  be  aware  too,  sir — that  a 
little  distance  has  interposed  itself  between  me 
and  some  of  my  friends,  and  that  where  I  used 
to  visit  a  good  deal  I  do  not  visit  now." 

Polly,  who,  \i\\\\  a  woman's  tact,  understood 
this  at  once,  expressed  as  much  in  a  little  look. 
Mr.  Toodle,  who  had  not  the  faintest  idea  what 
Miss  Tox  was  talking  about,  expressed  that, 
also,  in  a  stare. 

"  Of  course,"  said  Miss  Tox,  "how  our  little 
coolness  has  arisen  is  of  no  moment,  and  does 
not  require  to  be  discussed.  It  is  sufficient  for 
me  to  say  that  I  have  the  greatest  possible  re- 
spect for,  and  interest  in,  Mr.  Dombey  ;  "  Miss 
Tox's  voice  faltered ;  "  and  everything  that  re- 
lates to  him.'' 

Mr.  Toodle,  enlightened,  shook  his  head,  and 
said  he  had  heerd  it  said,  and,  for  his  own 
part,  he  did  think,  as  Mr.  Dombey  was  a  diffi- 
cult subject. 

"  Pray  don't  say  so,  sir,  if  you  please,"  re- 
turned Miss  Tox.  "  Let  me  entreat  you  not  to 
say  so,  sir,  either  now,  or  at  any  future  time. 
Such  observations  cannot  but  be  very  painful  to 
me  ;  and  to  a  gentleman,  whose  mind  is  con- 
stituted as  I  am  quite  sure  yours  is,  can  afford 
no  permanent  satisfaction." 

Mr.  Toodle,  who  had  not  entertained  the 
least  doubt  of  oftering  a  remark  that  would  be 
received  with  acquiescence,  was  greatly  con- 
founded. 

"  All  that  I  wish  to  say,  Mrs.  Richards,"  re- 
sumed Miss  Tox, — "and  I  address  myself  to 
you  too,  sir, — is  this.  That  any  intelligence  of 
the  proceedings  of  the  family,  of  the  welfare  of 
the  family,  of  the    health  of  the   family,  that 
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reaches  you,  will  be  always  most  acceptable  to 
rne.  That  I  shall  be  always  very  glad  to  chat 
with  Mrs.  Richards  about  the  family,  and  about 
old  times.  And  as  Mrs.  Richards  and  I  never 
had  the  least  difference  (though  I  could  wish 
now  that  we  had  been  better  acquainted,  but  I 
have  no  one  but  myself  to  blame  for  that),  I 
hope  she  will  not  object  to  our  being  very  good 
friends  now,  and  to  my  coming  backwards  and 
forwards  here  when  I  like,  without  being  a 
stranger.  Now,  I  really  hope,  Mrs.  Richards," 
said  Miss  Tox  earnestly,  "  that  you  will  take 
this  as  I  mean  it,  like  a  good-humoured  creature 
as  you  always  were." 

Polly  was  gratified,  and  showed  it.  Mr. 
Toodle  didn't  know  whether  he  was  gratified  or 
not,  and  preserved  a  stolid  calmness. 

"  You  see,  Mrs.  Richards,"  said  Miss  Tox — 
"  and  I  hope  you  see  too,  sir — there  are  many 
little  ways  in  which  I  can  be  slightly  useful  to 
you,  if  you  will  make  no  stranger  of  me  ;  and  in 
which  I  shall  be  delighted  to  be  so.  For  in- 
stance, I  can  teach  your  children  something. 
I  shall  bring  a  few  little  books  if  you'll  allow 
me,  and  some  work,  and  of  an  evening,  now 
and  then,  they'll  learn — dear  me,  they'll  learn  a 
great  deal,  I  trust,  and  be  a  credit  to  their 
teacher." 

Mr.  Toodle,  who  had  a  great  respect  for  learn- 
ing, jerked  his  head  approvingly  at  his  wife,  and 
moistened  his  hands  with  dawning  satisfaction. 

"Then,  not  being  a  stranger,  I  shall  be  in 
nobody's  way,"  said  Miss  Tox,  "  and  everything 
will  go  on  just  as  if  I  were  not  here.  Mrs. 
Richards  will  do  her  mending,  or  her  ironing, 
or  her  nursing,  whatever  it  is,  without  minding 
me  :  and  you'll  smoke  your  pipe,  too,  if  you're 
so  disposed,  sir,  won't  you  ?  " 

"  Thankee,  mum,"  said  Mr.  Toodle.  "  Yes ; 
I'll  take  my  bit  of  backer." 

"Very  good  of  you  to  say  so,  sir,"  rejoined 
Miss  Tox,  "  and  I  really  do  assure  you  now, 
unfeignedly,  that  it  will  be  a  great  comfort  to 
me,  and  that  whatever  good  I  may  be  fortunate 
enough  to  do  the  children,  you  will  more  than 
pay  back  to  me,  if  you'll  enter  into  this  little 
bargain  comfortably,  and  easily,  and  good- 
naturedly,  without  another  word  about  it." 

The  bargain  was  ratified  on  the  spot ;  and 
Miss  Tox  found  herself  so  much  at  home 
already,  that  without  delay  she  instituted  a  pre- 
liminary examination  of  the  children  all  round 
— which  Mr.  Toodle  much  admired — and 
booked  their  ages,  names,  and  accjuirements  on 
a  piece  of  paper.  This  ceremony,  and  a  little 
attendant  gossip,  prolonged  the  time  until  after 
their  usual  hour  of  going  to  bed,  and  detained 


Miss  Tox  at  the  Toodle  fireside  until  it  was  too 
late  for  her  to  walk  home  alone.  The  gallant 
Grinder,  however,  being  still  there,  politely 
offered  to  attend  her  to  her  own  door ;  and  as 
it  was  something  to  Miss  Tox  to  be  seen  home 
by  a  youth  whom  Mr.  Dombey  had  first  in- 
ducted into  those  manly  garments  which  are 
rarely  mentioned  by  name,  she  very  readily  ac- 
cepted the  proposal. 

After  shaking  hands  with  Mr.  Toodle  and 
Polly,  and  kissing  all  the  children,  Miss  Tox 
left  the  house,  therefore,  with  unlimited  popu- 
larity, and  carrying  away  with  her  so  light  a 
heart  that  it  might  have  given  Mrs.  Chick 
offence  if  that  good  lady  could  have  weighed  it. 

Rob  the  Grinder,  in  his  modesty,  would  have 
walked  behind,  but  Miss  Tox  desired  him  to 
keep  beside  her,  for  conversational  purposes  ; 
and,  as  she  afterwards  expressed  it  to  his 
mother,  "  drew  him  out "  upon  the  road. 

He  drew  out  so  bright,  and  clear,  and  shining, 
that  Miss  Tox  was  charmed  with  him.  The 
more  Miss  Tox  drew  him  out,  the  finer  he  came 
— like  wire.  There  never  was  a  better  or  more 
promising  youth — a  more  affectionate,  steady, 
prudent,  sober,  honest,  meek,  candid  young 
man — than  Rob  drew  out  that  night. 

"  I  am  quite  glad,"  said  Miss  Tox,  arrived  at 
her  own  door,  "  to  know  you.  I  hope  you'll 
consider  me  your  friend,  and  that  you'll  come 
and  see  me  as  often  as  you  like.  Do  you  keep 
a  money-box?" 

"  Yes,  ma'am,"  returned  Rob  ;  "  I'm  saving  up 
against  I've  got  enough  to  put  in  the  Bank,  ma'am." 

"  Very  laudable,  indeed,"  said  Miss  Tox. 
"  I'm  glad  to  hear  it.  Put  this  half-crown  into 
it,  if  you  i)Iease." 

"Oh,  thank  you,  ma'am,"  replied  Rob,  ''but 
really  I  couldn't  think  of  depriving  you." 

"  I  commend  your  independent  spirit,"  said 
Miss  Tox,  "but  it's  no  deprivation,  I  assure  you. 
I  shall  be  offended  if  you  don't  take  it,  as  a  mark 
of  my  good-will.     Good  night,  Robin." 

"  Good  night,  ma'am,"  said  Rob,  "and  thank 
you  ! " 

Who  ran  sniggering  off  to  get  change,  and 
tossed  it  away  with  a  pieman.  But  they  never 
taught  honour  at  the  Grinders'  School,  where  the 
system  that  prevailed  was  jiarticularly  strong  in 
the  engendering  of  hypocrisy.  Insomuch  that 
many  of  the  friends  and  masters  of  past  Grinders 
said.  If  this  were  what  came  of  education  for  the 
common  people,  let  us  have  none.  Some  move 
rationally  said,  Let  us  have  a  better  one.  lUit. 
the  governing  powers  of  the  Grinders'  Company 
were  always  ready  for  Ihcm,  by  picking  out  a  fen- 
boys  who  had  turned  out  well,  in  spite  of  the 
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system,  and  roundlj'  asserting  that  they  could 
have  only  turned  out  well  because  of  it.  Which 
settled  the  business  of  those  objectors  out  of 
hand,  and  established  the  glory  of  the  Grinders' 
Institution. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

FURTHER  ADVENTURES   OF  CAPTAIN   EDWARD   CUTTLE, 
MARINER. 

^IME,  sure  of  foot  and  strong  of  will, 
had  so  pressed  onward,  that  the  year 
enjoined  by  the  old  instrument- 
maker,  as  the  term  during  which  his 
friend  should  refrain  from  opening 
the  sealed  packet  accompanying  the 
letter  he  had  left  for  him,  was  now  nearly 
expired,  and  Captain  Cuttle  began  to 
look  at  it  of  an  evening  with  feelings  of  mystery 
and  uneasiness. 

The  captain,  in  his  honour,  would  as  soon 
have  thought  of  opening  the  parcel  one  hour 
before  the  expiration  of  the  term  as  he  would 
have  thought  of  opening  himself,  to  study  his 
own  anatomy.  He  merely  brought  it  out,  at  a 
certain  stage  of  his  first  evening  pipe,  laid  it  on 
the  table,  and  sat  gazing  at  the  outside  of  it, 
through  the  smoke,  in  silent  gravity,  for  two  or 
three  hours  at  a  spell.  Sometimes,  when  he 
had  contemplated  it  thus  for  a  pretty  long 
while,  the  captain  would  hitch  his  chair,  by 
degrees,  farther  and  farther  off,  as  if  to  get 
beyond  the  range  of  its  fascination  ;  but,  if  this 
were  his  design,  he  never  succeeded  :  for  even 
when  he  was  brought  up  by  the  parlour  wall,  the 
packet  still  attracted  him ;  or  if  his  eyes,  in 
thoughtful  wandering,  roved  to  the  ceiling  or  the 
fire,  its  image  immediately  followed,  and  posted 
itself  conspicuously  among  the  coals,  or  took  up 
an  advantageous  position  on  the  whitewash. 

In  respect  of  Heart's  Delight,  the  captain's 
parental  regard  and  admiration  knew  no  change. 
But,  since  his  last  interview  with  Mr.  Carker, 
Captain  Cuttle  had  come  to  entertain  doubts 
whether  his  former  intervention  in  behalf  of  that 
young  lady  and  his  dear  boy  Wal'r  had  proved 
altogether  so  favourable  as  he  could  have  wished, 
and  as  he  at  the  time  believed.  The  captain 
was  troubled  with  a  serious  misgiving  that  he 
had  done  more  harm  than  good,  in  short ;  and, 
in  his  remorse  and  modesty,  he  made  the  best 
atonement  he  could  think  of,  by  putting  him- 
self out  of  the  way  of  doing  any  harm  to  any 
one,  and,  as  it  were,  throwing  himself  overboard 
for  a  dangerous  person. 


Self-buried,  therefore,  among  the  instruments, 
the  captain  never  went  near  Mr.  Dombey's 
house,  or  reported  himself  in  any  way  to  Flo- 
rence or  Miss  Nipper.  He  even  severed  him- 
self from  Mr.  Perch,  on  the  occasion  of  his  next 
visit,  by  drily  informing  that  gentleman  that  he 
thanked  him  for  his  company,  but  had  cut  him- 
self adrift  from  all  such  acquaintance,  as  he 
didn't  know  what  magazine  he  mightn't  blow  u\>, 
without  meaning  of  it.  In  this  self-imposed 
retirement  the  captain  passed  whole  days  and 
weeks  without  interchanging  a  word  with  any 
one  but  Rob  the  Grinder,  whom  he  esteemed 
as  a  pattern  of  disinterested  attachment  and 
fidelity.  In  this  retirement,  the  captain,  gazing 
at  the  packet  of  an  evening,  would  sit  smoking, 
and  thinking  of  Florence  and  poor  Walter,  until 
they  both  seemed  to  his  homely  fancy  to  be 
dead,  and  to  have  passed  away  into  eternal 
youth,  the  beautiful  and  innocent  children  of  his 
first  remembrance. 

The  captain  did  not,  however,  in  his  musings, 
neglect  his  own  improvement,  or  the  mental 
culture  of  Rob  the  Grinder.  That  young  man 
was  generally  required  to  read  out  of  some  book 
to  the  captain  for  one  hour  every  evening  ;  and, 
as  the  captain  implicitly  believed  that  all  books 
were  true,  he  accumulated,  by  this  means,  many 
remarkable  facts.  On  Sunday  nights  the  captain 
always  read  for  himself,  before  going  to  bed,  a 
certain  Divine  Sermon  once  delivered  on  a 
Mount ;  and  although  he  was  accustomed  to 
quote  the  text,  without  book,  after  his  own 
manner,  he  appeared  to  read  it  with  as  reverent 
an  understanding  of  its  heavenly  spirit  as  if  he 
had  got  it  all  by  heart  in  Greek,  and  had  been 
able  to  write  any  number  of  fierce  theological 
disquisitions  on  its  every  phrase. 

Rob  the  Grinder,  whose  reverence  for  the 
inspired  writings,  under  the  admirable  system  of 
the  Grinders'  School,  had  been  developed  by  a 
perpetual  bruising  of  his  intellectual  shins  against 
all  the  proper  names  of  all  the  tribes  of  Judah, 
and  by  the  monotonous  repetition  of  hard  verses, 
especially  by  way  of  punishment,  and  by  the 
parading  of  him  at  six  years  old  in  leather 
breeches  three  times  a  Sunday,  very  high  up,  in 
a  very  hot  church,  with  a  great  organ  buzzing 
against  his  drowsy  head,  like  an  exceedingly  busy 
bee — Rob  the  Grinder  made  a  mighty  show  of 
being  edified  when  the  captain  ceased  to  read, 
and  generally  yawned  and  nodded  while  the 
reading  was  in  progress.  The  latter  fact  being 
never  so  much  as  suspected  by  the  good  captain. 

Captain  Cuttle,  also,  as  a  man  of  business, 
took  to  keeping  books.  In  these  he  entered 
observations  on  the  weather,  and  on  the  currents 
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of  the  waggons  and  other  vehicles  :  which  he 
observed,  in  that  quarter,  to  set  ^vestward  in  the 
morning  and  during  the  greater  part  of  the  day, 
and  eastward  towards  the  evening.  Two  or 
tliree  stragglers  appearing  in  one  week,  wlio 
■•  spoke  him  " — so  the  captain  entered  it — on 
the  subject  of  spectacles,  and  who,  without 
positively  purchasing,  said  they  would  look  in 
again,  the  captain  decided  that  the  business  was 
improving,  and  made  an  entry  in  the  day-book 
to  that  effect ;  the  wind  then  blowing  (which  he 
first  recorded)  pretty  fresh,  west  and  by  north  ; 
having  changed  in  the  night. 

One  of  the  captain's  chief  difiiculties  was  Mr. 
Toots,  who  called  frequently,  and  who,  without 
saying  much,  seemed  to  have  an  idea  that  the 
little  back-parlour  was  an  eligible  room  to 
chuckle  in,  as  he  would  sit  and  avai'l  himself  of 
its  accommodations  in  that  regard  by  tlie  half- 
hour  together,  without  at  all  advancing  in  inti- 
macy with  the  captain.  The  captain,  rendered 
cautious  by  his  late  experience,  was  unable  quite 
to  satisfy  his  mind  whether  Mr.  Toots  was  the 
mild  subject  he  appeared  to  be,  or  was  a  pro- 
foundly artful  and  dissimulating  hypocrite.  His 
frequent  reference  to  Miss  Dombey  was  suspi- 
cious ;  but  the  captain  had  a  secret  kindness  for 
Mr.  Toots's  apparent  reliance  on  him,  and  for- 
bore to  decide  against  him  for  the  present ; 
merely  eyeing  him,  with  a  sagacity  not  to  be 
described,  whenever  he  approached  the  subject 
that  was  nearest  to  his  heart. 

"  Captain  Gills,"  blurted  out  ilr.  Toots  one 
day  all  at  once,  as  his  manner  was,  "  do  you 
think  you  could  think  favourably  of  that  propo- 
sition of  mine,  and  give  me  the  pleasure  of  your 
acquaintance  ?  " 

"  Why,  Til  tell  you  what  it  is,  my  lad,"  re- 
plied the  captain,  who  had  at  length  concluded 
on  a  course  of  action;  "  Tve  been  turning  that 
there  over." 

"  Captain  Gills,  it's  very  kind  of  you,"  re- 
torted Mr.  Toots.  "  I'm  much  obliged  to  you. 
Upon  my  word  and  honour,  Captain  Gills,  it 
would  be  a  charity  to  give  me  the  pleasure  of 
your  acquaintance.     It  really  would." 

'■'  You  see,  brother,"  argued  the  captain  slowly, 
"  I  don't  know  you." 

"  But  you  never  can  know  me.  Captain  Gills," 
replied  Mr.  Toots,  steadfast  to  his  point,  "  if 
you  don't  give  me  the  pleasure  of  your  acquaint- 
ance." 

The  captain  seemed  struck  by  the  originality 
and  power  of  this  remark,  and  looked  at  Mr. 
Toots  as  if  he  thought  there  was  a  great  deal 
more  in  him  than  he  had  expected. 

"  Well   said,  my  lad,"  observed  the  captain. 


nodding  his  head  thoughtfully ;  "  and  true.  Now 
lookee  here.  You've  made  some  observations 
to  me,  which  gives  me  to  understand  as  you  ad- 
mire a  certain  sweet  creetur.     Hey  ?  " 

"  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  gesticulating 
violently  with  the  hand  in  which  he  held  his  hat, 
"  admiration  is  not  the  word.  Upon  my  honour, 
you  have  no  conception  what  my  feelings  are. 
If  I  could  be  dyed  black,  and  made  Miss  Dom- 
bey's  slave,  I  should  consider  it  a  comi)liment. 
If,  at  the  sacrifice  of  all  my  property,  I  could 
get  transmigrated  into  Miss  Dombey's  dog — I 
— I  reall)'  think  I  should  never  leave  off  wagging 
my  tail.  I  should  be  so  perfectlv  happy,  Captain 
Gills  ! " 

Mr.  Toots  said  it  with  watery  eyes,  and 
pressed  his  hat  against  his  bosom  with  deep 
emotion. 

'•  My  lad,"  returned  the  captain,  moved  to 
compassion,  "  if  you're  in  arnest " 

"  Cajjtain  Gills,"  cried  Mr.  Toots,  "  I'm  in 
such  a  state  of  mind,  and  am  so  dreadfully  in 
earnest,  that  if  I  could  swear  to  it  upon  a  hot 
piece  of  iron,  or  a  live  coal,  or  melted  lead,  or 
burning  sealing-wax,  or  anything  of  that  sort,  I 
should  be  glad  to  hurt  myself,  as  a  relief  to  my 
feelings."  And  Mr.  Toots  looked  hurriedly 
about  the  room,  as  if  for  some  sufficiently  pain- 
ful means  of  accomplishing  his  dread  purpose. 

The  captain  pushed  his  glazed  hat  back  upon 
his  head,  stroked  his  face  down  with  his  heavy 
hand — making  his  nose  more  mottled  in  the 
process — and  planting  himself  before  Mr.  Toots, 
and  hooking  him  by  the  lappel  of  his  coat,  ad- 
dressed him  in  these  words,  while  Mr.  Toots 
looked  up  into  his  face  with  much  attention  and 
some  wonder. 

'■  If  you're  in  arnest,  you  see,  my  lad,"  said 
the  captain,  "you're  a  object  of  clemency,  and 
clemency  is  the  brightest  jewel  in  the  crown  of 
a  Briton's  head,  for  which  you'll  overhaul  the 
constitution,  as  laid  down  in  Rule  Britannia, 
and,  when  found,  that  is  the  charter  as  them 
garden  angels  was  a  singing  of,  so  many  times 
over.  Stand  by  !  This  here  proposal  o'  yourn 
takes  me  a  little  aback.  And  why  ?  Because 
I  holds  my  own  only,  you  understand,  in  these 
here  waters,  and  haven't  got  no  consort,  and 
maybe  don't  wish  for  none.  Steady  !  You  hailed 
me  first,  along  of  a  certain  young  lady  as  you 
was  chartered  by.  Now,  if  you  and  me  is  to 
keep  one  another's  company  at  all,  that  there 
young  crectur's  name  must  never  be  nameil  nor 
referred  to.  I  don't  know  what  liarin  mayn'c 
have  been  done  by  naming  of  it  too  free  afore 
now,  and  thereby  I  brings  up  short.  D'ye  make 
me  out  pretty  clear,  brother  ?  " 
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"  Well,  you'll  excuse  me,  Captain  Gills,"  re- 
plied Mr.  Toots,  "if  I  don't  quite  follow  you, 
sometimes.     But  upon  my  word  I- 


a  dreadful  load  here  " — Mr.  Toots  pathetically 

touched  his  shirt-front  with  both  hands — "  that 

It's  a  I   I  feel,  night  and  day,  exactly  as  if  somebody  was 

hard  thing,  Captain   Gills,  not  to  be   able   to      sitting  upon  me." 

mention  Miss  Dombey.     I  really  have  got  such   '       "  Them,"  said  the  captain.  '•  is  the  terms  I 


"RAN  SNIGGERING  OFF  TO   GET  CHANGE,   AND  TOSSED   IT  AWAY  WITH  A  PIEMAN." 


offer.  If  they're  hard  upon  you,  brother,  as 
mayhap  they  are,  give  'em  a  wide  berth,  sheer 
off,  and  part  company  cheerily  ! " 

"  Captain  Gills,"  returned  Mr.  Toots,  "  I 
hardly  know  how  it  is,  but  after  what  you  told 
me  when  I  came  here  for  the  first  time,  I — I 
feel  that  I'd  rather  think  about  Miss  Dombey  in 


your  society  than  talk  about  her  in  almost  any- 
body else's.  Therefore,  Captain  Gills,  if  you'll 
give  me  the  pleasure  of  your  acquaintance,  I 
shall  be  very  happy  to  accept  it  on  your  own 
conditions.  I  wish  to  be  honourable,  Captain 
Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  holding  back  his  ex- 
tended hand  for  a  moment,  "  and  therefore  I  am 
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obliged  to  say  that  I  can  ?wt  help  thinking  about 
Miss  Dombey.  It's  impossible  for  me  to  make 
a  promise  not  to  think  about  her." 

"  My  lad,"  said  the  captain,  whose  opinion  of 
Mr.  Toots  was  much  improved  by  this  candid 
avowal,  "  a  man's  thoughts  is  like  the  winds,  and 
nobody  can't  answer  for  'em  for  certain,  any 
length  of  time  together.  Is  it  a  treaty  as  to 
words  ?  " 

"  As  to  words,  Captain  Gills,"  returned  Mr. 
Toots,  "  I  think  I  can  bind  myself." 

Mr.  Toots  gave  Captain  Cuttle  his  hand  upon 
it,  then  and  there ;  and  the  captain,  with  a  plea- 
sant and  gracious  show  of  condescension,  be- 
stowed his  acquaintance  upon  him  formally. 
Mr.  Toots  seemed  much  relieved  and  gladdened 
by  the  acquisition,  and  chuckled  rapturously 
during  the  remainder  of  his  visit.  The  captain, 
for  his  part,  was  not  ill  pleased  to  occupy  that 
position  of  patronage,  and  was  e.xceedingly  well 
satisfied  by  his  own  prudence  and  foresight. 

But  rich  as  Captain  Cuttle  was  in  the  latter 
quality,  he  received  a  surprise  that  same  evening 
from  a  no  less  ingenuous  and  simple  youth  than 
Rob  the  Grinder.  That  artless  lad,  drinking 
tea  at  the  same  table,  and  bending  meekly  over 
his  cup  and  saucer,  having  taken  sidelong  ob- 
servations of  his  master  for  some  time,  who  was 
reading  the  newspaper  with  great  difficulty,  but 
much  tlignity,  through  his  glasses,  broke  silence 
by  saying — 

"  Oh  !  I  beg  your  pardon,  captain,  but  you 
mayn't  be  in  want  of  any  pigeons,  may  you, 
sir?" 

"  No,  my  lad,"  replied  the  captain. 

"  Because  I  was  wishing  to  dispose  of  mine, 
captain,"  said  Rob. 

"Ay,  ay?"  cried  the  captain,  lifting  up  his 
bushy  eyebrows  a  little. 

"  Yes;  I'm  going,  captain,  if  jou  please,"  said 
Rob. 

"  Going  !  Where  are  you  going  ?  "  asked  the 
captain,  looking  round  at  him  over  the  glasses. 

"  What  !  ditln't  you  know  that  I  w\as  going  to 
leave  you,  captain  ?"  asked  Rob  with  a  sneaking 
smile. 

The  captain  put  down  the  paper,  took  off 
his  spectacles,  and  brought  his  eyes  to  bear  on 
the  deserter. 

"  Oh  yes,  captain,  I  am  going  to  give  you 
warning.  I  thought  you'd  have  known  that 
beforehand,  perhaps,"  said  Rob,  rubbing  his 
hands,  and  getting  up.  "  If  you  could  be  so 
good  as  provide  yourself  soon,  captain,  it 
would  be  a  great  convenience  to  me.  You 
couldn't  provide  yourself  by  to-morrow  morning, 
I  am  afraid,  captain  ;  could  you,  do  you  think  ?  " 


"  And  you're  a-going  to  desert  your  colours, 
are  you,  my  lad?"  said  the  captain,  after  a  long 
examination  of  his  face. 

"  Oh,  it's  very  hard  upon  a  cove,  captain," 
cried  the  tender  Rob,  injured  and  indignant  in  a 
moment,  "  that  he  can't  give  lawful  warning, 
without  being  frowned  at  in  that  way,  and  called 
a  deserter.  You  haven't  any  right  to  call  a  poor 
cove  names,  captain.  It  an't  because  I'm  a 
servant,  and  you're  a  master,  that  you're  to  go 
and  libel  me.  What  wrong  have  I  done  ?  Come, 
captain,  let  me  know  what  my  crime  is,  will 
you?" 

The  stricken  Grinder  wept,  and  put  his  coat- 
cuff  in  his  eye. 

"  Come,  captain,"  cried  the  injured  youth,. 
"  give  my  crime  a  name  !  What  have  I  beeii 
and  done  ?  Have  I  stolen  any  of  the  property? 
Have  I  set  the  house  afire  ?  If  I  have,  why 
don't  you  give  me  in  charge,  and  try  it  ?  But  to 
take  away  the  character  of  a  lad  that's  been  a 
good  servant  to  you,  because  "ne  can't  afford  to 
stand  in  his  own  light  for  your  good,  what  a 
injury  it  is,  and  what  a  bad  return  for  faithful 
service  !  This  is  the  \vay  young  coves  is  spiled 
and  drove  wrong.  I  wonder  at  you,  captain, 
I  do." 

All  of  which  the  Grinder  howled  forth  in  a 
lachrymose  whine,  and  backing  carefully  towards 
the  door. 

"  And  so  you've  got  another  berth,  have  you, 
my  lad  ?  "  said  the  captain,  eyeing  him  intently. 

"  Yes,  captain,  since  you  put  it  in  that  shape, 
I  have  got  another  berth,"  cried  Rob,  backing 
more  and  more  ;  "  a  better  berth  than  I've  got 
here,  and  one  where  I  don't  so  much  as  want 
your  good  w^ord,  captain,  which  is  fort'nate  for 
me,  after  all  the  dirt  you've  throw'd  at  me,  be- 
cause I'm  poor,  and  can't  afford  to  stand  in  my 
own  light  for  your  good.  Yes,  I  /miv  got  an- 
other berth  ;  and  if  it  wasn't  for  leaving  you  un- 
provided, captain,  I'd  go  to  it  now,  sooner  than 
I'd  take  them  names  from  you,  because  I'm  poor, 
and  can't  afford  to  stand  in  my  own  light  for 
your  good.  Why  do  you  reproach  me  for  being 
poor,  and  not  standing  in  my  own  light  for  your 
good,  captain  ?  How  can  you  so  demean  your- 
self?" 

"  Look  ye  here,  my  boy,"  replied  the  peaceful 
captain.  "  Don't  you  pay  out  no  more  of  them 
words." 

"  Well,  then,  don't  you  pay  in  no  more  of 
ynur  words,  captain,"  retorted  the  roused  inno- 
cent, getting  louder  in  his  whine,  and  backing 
into  the  shop.  "  I'd  sooner  you  look  my  blootl 
than  my  character." 

"  Because,"  pursued  the  captain  calmly,  "  )'ou 
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have  heerd,  maybe,  of  such  a  thing  as  a  rope's 
end." 

"  Oh,  have  I  though,  cap'.ain  ?  "  cried  the 
taunting  Grinder.  "  No,  I  haven't.  I  never 
heerd  of  any  such  a  article  !  " 

"Well,"  said  the  captain,  "it's  my  belief  as 
you'll  know  more  about  it  pretty  soon,  if  you 
don't  keep  a  bright  look-out.  I  can  read  your 
signals,  my  lad.     You  may  go." 

"Oh!  I  may  go  at  once,  may  I,  captain?" 
cried  Rob,  exulting  in  his  success.  "  But  mind  ! 
/  never  asked  to  go  at  once,  captain.  You  are 
not  to  take  away  my  character  again,  because 
you  send  me  off  of  your  own  accord.  And 
you're  not  to  stop  any  of  my  wages,  captain  ! " 

His  employer  settled  the  last  point  by  pro- 
ducing the  tin  canister,  and  telling  the  Grinder's 
money  out  in  full  upon  the  table.  Rob,  snivel- 
ling and  sobbing,  and  grievously  wounded  in  his 
feelings,  took  up  the  pieces  one  by  one,  with  a 
sob  and  a  snivel  for  each,  and  tied  them  up 
separately  in  knots  in  his  pocket-handkerchief; 
then  he  ascended  to  the  roof  of  the  house,  and 
filled  his  hat  and  pockets  with  pigeons;  then, 
came  down  to  his  bed  under  the  counter  and 
made  up  his  bundle,  snivelling  and  sobbing 
louder,  as  if  he  were  cut  to  the  heart  by  old 
associations ;  then  he  whined,  "  Good  night, 
captain ;  I  leave  you  without  malice  ! "  and 
then,  going  out  upon  the  door-step,  pulled  the 
little  Midshipman's  nose  as  a  parting  indignity, 
and  went  away  down  t'ne  street  grinning  triumiih. 
The  captain,  left  to  himself,  resumed  his 
peiTisal  of  the  news  as  if  nothing  unusual  or 
unexpected  had  taken  place,  and  went  reading 
on  with  the  greatest  assiduity.  But  never  a 
word  did  Captain  Cuttle  understand,  though  he 
read  a  vast  number,  for  Rob  the  Grinder  was 
scampering  up  one  column  and  down  another 
all  through  the  newspaper. 

It  is  doubtful  whether  the  worthy  captain  had 
ever  felt  himself  quite  abandoned  until  now; 
but  now,  old  Sol  Gills,  Walter,  and  Heart's 
Delight  were  lost  to  him  indeed,  and  now  Mr. 
Carker  deceived  and  jeered  him  cruelly.  They 
were  all  represented  in  the  false  Rob,  to  whom 
he  had  held  forth  many  a  time  on  the  recollec- 
tions that  were  warm  within  him ;  he  had  be- 
lieved in  the  false  Rob,  and  had  been  glad  to 
believe  in  him ;  he  had  made  a  companion  of 
him,  as  the  last  of  the  old  ship's  company ;  he 
had  taken  the  command  of  the  little  Midship- 
man with  him  at  his  right  hand ;  he  had  meant 
to  do  his  duty  by  him,  and  had  felt  almost  as 
kindly  towards  the  boy  as  if  they  had  been  ship- 
wrecked and  cast  upon  a  desert  place  together. 
And  now  that  the  false  Rob  had  brought  dis- 


trust, treachery,  and  meanness  into  the  very  par- 
lour, which  was  a  kind  of  sacred  place.  Captain 
Cuttle  felt  as  if  the  parlour  might  have  gone 
down  next,  and  not  surprised  him  much  by  its 
sinking,  or  given  him  any  very  great  concern. 

Therefore  Captain  Cuttle  read  the  newspaper 
with  profound  attention  and  no  comprehension, 
and  therefore  Captain  Cuttle  said  nothing  what- 
ever about  Rob  to  himself,  or  admitted  to  him- 
self that  he  was  thinking  about  him,  or  would 
recognise  in  the  most  distant  manner  that  Rob 
had  anything  to  do  with  his  feeling  as  lonely  as 
Robinson  Crusoe. 

In  the  same  composed,  business-like  way  the 
captain  stepped  over  to  Leadenhall  Market  in 
the  dusk,  and  effected  an  arrangement  with  a 
private  watchman  on  duty  there,  to  come  and 
put  up  and  take  down  the  sliutters  of  the 
Wooden  Midshipman  every  night  and  morning. 
He  then  called  in  at  the  eating-house  to  diminish 
by  one-half  the  daily  rations  theretofore  supplied 
to  the  Midshipman,  and  at  the  public-house  to 
stop  the  traitor's  beer.  "  My  young  man,"  said 
the  captain,  in  explanation  to  the  young  lady  at 
the  bar,  "  my  young  man  having  bettered  him- 
self, miss."  Lastly,  the  captain  resolved  to  take 
possession  of  the  bed  under  the  counter,  and  to 
turn  in  there  o'  nights  instead  of  up-stairs,  as 
sole  guardian  of  the  property. 

From  this  bed  Captain  Cuttle  daily  rose  thence- 
forth, and  clapped  on  his  glazed  hat  at  si.x  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  with  the  solitary  air  of  Crusoe 
finishing  his  toilet  with  his  goat-skin  cap ;  and 
although  his  fears  of  a  visitation  from  the  savage 
tribe,  MacStinger,  were  somewhat  cooled,  as  simi- 
lar apprehensions  on  the  part  of  that  lone  mariner 
used  to  be  by  the  lapse  of  a  long  interval  without 
any  symptoms  of  the  cannibals,  he  still  observed 
a  regular  routine  of  defensive  operations,  and 
never  encountered  a  bonnet  without  previous 
survey  from  his  castle  of  retreat.  In  the  mean- 
time (during  which  he  received  no  call  from  Mr. 
Toots,  who  wrote  to  say  he  was  out  of  town)  his 
own  voice  began  to  have  a  strange  sound  in  his 
ears :  and  he  acquired  such  habits  of  profound  me- 
ditation from  much  polishing  and  stowing  away 
of  the  stock,  and  from  much  sitting  behind  the 
counter  reading,  or  looking  out  of  window,  that 
the  red  rim  made  on  his  forehead  by  the  hard 
glazed  hat  sometimes  ached  again  with  excess  of 
reflection. 

The  year  being  now  expired,  Captain  Cutde 
deemed  it  expedient  to  open  the  packet;  but, 
as  he  had  always  designed  doing  this  in  the  pre- 
sence of  Rob  the  Grinder,  who  had  brought  it 
to  him,  and  as  he  had  an  idea  that  it  would  be 
regular  and  ship-shape  to  open  it  in  the  presence 
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of  somebody,  he  was  sadly  put  to  it  for  want  of 
a  witness.  In  this  difficulty,  he  hailed  one  day 
with  unusual  delight  the  announcement  in  the 
Shipping  Intelligence  of  the  arrival  of  the  Cau- 
tious Clara,  Captain  John  Bunsby,  from  a  coast- 
ing voyage  ;  and  to  that  philosopher  immediately 
dispatched  a  letter  by  post,  enjoining  inviolable 
secrecy  as  to  his  place  of  residence,  and  request- 
ing to  be  favoured  with  an  early  visit  in  the 
evening  season. 

Bunsby,  who  was  one  of  those  sages  who  act 
upon  conviction,  took  some  days  to  get  the  con- 
viction thoroughly  into  his  mind,  that  he  had 
received  a  letter  to  this  effect.  But,  when  he 
had  grappled  with  the  fact  and  mastered  it,  he 
promptly  sent  his  boy  with  the  message,  "  He's 
a-coming  to-night."  Who,  being  instructed  to 
deliver  those  words  and  disappear,  fulfilled  his 
mission  like  a  tarry  spirit  charged  with  myste- 
rious warning. 

The  captain,  well  jjleased  to  receive  it,  made 
preparation  of  pipes  and  nun -and -water,  and 
awaited  his  visitor  in  the  back-parlour.  At  the 
hour  of  eight,  a  deep  lowing,  as  of  a  nautical 
bull,  outside  the  shop-door,  succeeded  by  the 
knocking  of  a  stick  on  the  panel,  announced  to 
the  listening  ear  of  Captain  Cuttle  that  Bunsby 
was  alongside ;  whom  he  instantly  admitted, 
shaggy  and  loose,  and  with  his  stolid  mahogany 
visage,  as  usual,  appearing  to  have  no  conscious- 
ness of  anything  before  it,  but  to  be  attentively 
observing  something  that  was  taking  place  in 
quite  another  part  of  the  world. 

"  Bunsby,"  said  the  captain,  grasping  him  by 
the  hand,  "  what  cheer,  my  lad,  what  cheer  ?  " 

"  Shipmet,"  replied  the  voice  within  Bunsby, 
unaccompanied  by  any  sign  on  the  part  of  the 
commander  himself,  "  hearty,  hearty." 

"  Bunsby  !  "  said  the  captain,  rendering  irre- 
pressible homage  to  his  genius,  "  here  you  are  1 
a  man  as  can  give  an  opinion  as  is  brighter  than 
di'monds — and  give  me  the  lad  with  the  tarry 
trousers  as  shines  to  me  like  di'monds  bright,  for 
which  you'll  overhaul  the  Stanfell's  Budget,  and 
when  found  make  a  note.  Here  you  are,  a  man 
as  gave  an  opinion  in  this  here  very  place,  that 
has  come  true,  every  letter  on  it,"  which  the 
captain  sincerely  believed. 

"  Ay,  ay  !  "  growled  Bunsby. 

"  Every  letter,"  said  the  captain. 

"  For  why  ?  "  growled  Bunsby,  looking  at  his 
friend  for  the  first  time.  "  Which  way  ?  If  so, 
why  not  ?     Therefore." 

AVith  these  oracular  words — they  seemed  al- 
most to  make  the  captain  giddy ;  they  launched 
him  upon  such  a  sea  of  sjieculation  and  conjec- 
ture— the  sage  submitted  to  be  helped  off  with 


his  pilot  coat,  and  accompanied  his  friend  into  the 
back-parlour,  where  his  hand  presently  alighted 
on  the  rum-bottle,  from  which  he  brewed  a  stiff 
glass  of  grog;  and  presently  afterwards  on  a 
pipe,  which  he  filled,  lighted,  and  began  to  smoke. 

Captain  Cuttle,  imitating  his  visitor  in  the 
matter  of  these  particulars,  though  the  rapt  and 
imperturbable  manner  of  the  great  commander 
was  far  above  his  powers,  sat  in  the  opposite 
corner  of  the  fireside,  observing  him  respectfully, 
and  as  if  he  waited  for  some  encouragement  or 
expression  of  curiosity  on  Bunsby's  part  which 
should  lead  him  to  his  own  affairs.  But  as  the 
mahogany  philosopher  gave  no  evidence  of  being 
sentient  of  anything  but  warmth  and  tobacco, 
except  once,  when,  taking  his  pipe  from  his  lips 
to  make  room  for  his  glass,  he  incidentally  re- 
marked, with  exceeding  gruffness,  that  his  name 
was  Jack  Bunsby — a  declaration  that  presented 
but  small  opening  for  conversation — the  captain, 
bespeaking  his  attention  in  a  short  compliment- 
ary exordium,  narrated  the  whole  history  of 
Uncle  Sol's  departure,  with  the  change  it  had 
produced  in  his  own  life  and  fortunes ;  and  con- 
cluded by  placing  the  packet  on  the  table. 

After  a  long  pause  Mr.  Bunsby  nodded  his 
head. 

"  Open?"  said  the  captain. 

Bunsby  nodded  again. 

The  captain  accordingly  broke  the  seal,  and 
disclosed  to  view  two  folded  papers,  of  which  he 
severally  read  the  indorsements,  thus  :  "  Last 
Will  and  Testament  of  Solomon  Gills."  "  Letter 
for  Ned  Cuttle." 

Bunsby,  with  his  eye  on  the  coast  of  Green- 
land, seemed  to  listen  for  the  contents.  The 
captain  therefore  hemmed  to  clear  his  throat, 
and  read  the  letter  aloud. 

"  '  My  dear  Ned  Cuttle.  When  I  left  home 
for  the  West  Indies '  " 

Here  the  captain  stopped,  and  looked  hard 
at  Bunsby,  who  looked  fixedly  at  the  coast  of 
Greenland. 

"  '  — In  forlorn  search  of  intelligence  of  my 
dear  boy,  I  knew  that,  if  you  were  acquainted 
with  my  design,  you  would  thwart  it,  or  accom- 
pany me  ;  and  therefore  I  kept  it  secret.  If  you 
ever  read  this  letter,  Ned,  I  am  likely  to  be 
dead.  You  will  easily  forgive  an  old  friend's 
folly  then,  and  will  feel  for  the  restlessness  and 
uncertainty  in  which  he  wandered  away  on  such 
a  wild  voyage.  So  no  more  of  that.  I  have 
little  hope  that  my  poor  boy  will  ever  read  these 
words,  or  gladden  your  eyes  with  the  sight  of  liis 
frank  face  any  more.'  No,  no ;  no  more,"  said 
Captain  Cuttle,  sorrowfully  meditating ;  "  no 
more.     There  he  lays,  all  his  days " 
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Mr.  Bunsby,  who  had  a  musical  ear,  suddenly- 
bellowed,  "  In  die  Bays  of  Biscay,  O  ! "  which 
so  affected  the  good  captain,  as  an  appropriate 
tribute  to  departed  worth,  that  he  shook  him  by 
the  hand  in  acknowledgment,  and  was  fain  to 
wipe  his  eyes. 

"  Well,  well  !  "  said  the  captain  with  a  sigh,  as 
the  lament  of  Bunsby  ceased  to  ring  and  vibrate 
in  the  sky-light.  "  Affliction  sore,  long  time  he 
bore,  and  let  us  overhaul  the  wollume,  and  there 
find  it." 

"  Physicians,"  observed  Bunsby,  "was  in  vain." 


"  Ay,  ay,  to  be  sure,"  said  the  captain;  "what's 
the  good  o'  them  in  two  or  three  hundred  fathom 
o'  water  ?  "  Then,  returning  to  the  letter,  he 
read  on : — "  '  But  if  he  should  be  by  when  it 
is  opened ; ' "  the  captain  involuntarily  looked 
round,  and  shook  his  head  ;  "  '  or  should  know 
of  it  at  any  other  time  ; '  "  the  captain  shook  his 
head  again  ;  "  '  my  blessing  on  him  !  In  case 
the  accompanying  paper  is  not  legally  written,  it 
matters  very  little,  for  there  is  no  one  interested 
but  you  and  he,  and  my  plain  wish  is,  that  if  he 
is  living  he  should  have  what  little  there  may  be, 
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and  if  (as  I  fear)  otherwise,  that  you  should  have 
it,  Ned.  You  will  respect  my  wish,  I  know. 
God  bless  you  for  it,  and  for  all  your  friendli- 
ness, besides,  to  Solomon  Gills.'  Bunsby  !  " 
said  the  captain,  appealing  to  him  solemnly, 
"  what  do  you  make  of  this  ?  There  you  sit,  a 
man  as  has  had  his  head  broke  from  infancy 
up'ards,  and  has  got  a  new  opinion  into  it  at 
every  seam  as  has  been  opened.  Now,  what  do 
you  make  o'  this  ?  " 

"  If  so  be,"  returned  Bunsby  with  unusual 
promptitude,  "as  he's  dead,  my  opinion  is  he 


won't  come  back  no  more.  If  so  be  as  he's 
alive,  my  opinion  is  he  will.  Do  I  say  he  will  ? 
No.  Why  not?  Because  the  bearings  of  tliis 
obserwation  lays  in  the  application  on  it." 

"  Bunsby  ! "  said  Captain  Cuttle,  who  would 
seem  to  have  estimated  the  value 'of  his  distin- 
guished friend's  opinions  in  proportion  to  the 
immensity  of  the  difficulty  he  experienced  in 
making  anything  out  of  them  ;  "  Bunsby,"  said 
the  captain,  quite  confounded  by  admiration, 
"  you  carry  a  weight  of  mind  easy,  as  would 
swamp  one  of  my  tonnage  soon.    But,  in  regard 
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o'  this  here  will,  I  don't  mean  to  take  no  steps 
towards  the  property — Lord  forbid  ! — except  to 
keep  it  for  a  more  rightful  owner ;  and  I  hope 
yet  as  the  rightful  owner,  Sol  Gills,  is  living 
and  'II  come  back,  strange  as  it  is  that  he  ain't 
forwarded  no  dispatches.  Now,  what  is  your 
opinion,  Bunsby,  as  to  stowing  of  these  here 
papers  away  again,  and  marking  outside  as  they 
was  opened,  such  a  day,  in  presence  of  John 
Bunsby  and  Ed'ard  Cutde  ?  " 

Bunsby,  descrying  no  objection,  on  the  coast 
of  Greenland  or  elsewhere,  to  this  proposal,  it 
was  carried  into  execution ;  and  that  great  man, 
bringing  his  eye  into  the  present  for  a  moment, 
affixed  his  sign-manual  to  the  cover,  totally  ab- 
staining, with  characteristic  modesty,  from  the 
use  of  capital  letters.  Captain  Cuttle,  having 
attached  his  own  left-handed  signature,  and 
locked  up  the  packet  in  the  iron  safe,  entreated 
his  guest  to  mix  another  glass  and  smoke  another 
pipe ;  and  doing  the  like  himself,  fell  a  musing 
over  the  fire  on  the  possible  fortunes  of  the  poor 
old  instrument-maker. 

And  now  a  surprise  occurred,  so  overwhelm- 
ing and  terrific  that  Captain  Cuttle,  unsupported 
by  the  presence  of  Bunsby,  must  have  sunk  be- 
neath it,  and  been  a  lost  man  from  that  fatal 
hour. 

How  the  captain,  even  in  the  satisfaction  of 
admitting  such  a  guest,  could  have  only  shut  the 
door  and  not  locked  it,  of  which  negligence  he 
was  undoubtedly  guilty,  is  one  of  those  questions 
that  must  for  ever  remain  mere  points  of  specu- 
lation, or  vague  charges  against  destiny.  But, 
by  that  unlocked  door,  at  this  quiet  moment, 
did  the  fell  MacStinger  dash  into  the  parlour, 
bringing  Alexander  MacStinger  in  her  parental 
arms,  and  confusion  and  vengeance  (not  to  men- 
tion Juliana  MacStinger,  and  the  sweet  child's 
brother,  Charles  MacStinger,  popularly  known 
about  the  scenes  of  his  youthful  sports  as  Chow- 
ley)  in  her  train.  She  came  so  swiftly  and  so 
silently,  like  a  rushing  air  from  the  neighbour- 
hood of  the  East  India  Docks,  that  Captain 
Cuttle  found  himself  in  the  very  act  of  sitting 
looking  at  her,  before  the  calm  face  with  which 
he  had  been  meditating  changed  to  one  of 
horror  and  dismay. 

But,  the  moment  Captain  Cuttle  understood 
the  full  extent  of  his  misfortune,  self-preservation 
dictated  an  attempt  at  flight.  Darting  at  the 
little  door  which  opened  from  the  parlour  on  the 
steep  little  range  of  cellar  steps,  the  captain 
made  a  rush,  head  foremost,  at  the  latter,  like  a 
man  indifferent  to  bruises  and  contusions,  who 
only  sought  to  hide  himself  in  the  bowels  of  the 
earth.     In  this  gallant  effort  he  would  probably 


have  succeeded,  but  for  the  affectionate  dispo- 
sitions of  Juliana  and  Chowley,  who,  pinning 
him  by  the  legs — one  of  those  dear  children 
holding  on  to  each — claimed  him  as  their  friend, 
with  lamentable  cries.  In  the  meantime,  Mrs. 
MacStinger,  who  never  entered  upon  any  action 
of  importance  without  previously  inverting  Alex- 
ander MacStinger,  to  bring  him  within  the  range 
of  a  brisk  battery  of  slaps,  and  then  sitting  him 
down  to  cool  as  the  reader  first  beheld  him, 
performed  that  solemn  rite,  as  if  on  this  occasion 
it  were  a  sacrifice  to  the  Furies ;  and  having 
deposited  the  victim  on  the  floor,  made  at  the 
captain  with  a  strength  of  purpose  that  appeared 
to  threaten  scratches  to  the  interposing  Bunsby. 

The  cries  of  the  two  elder  MacStingers,  and 
the  wailing  of  young  Alexander,  who  may  be 
said  to  have  passed  a  piebald  childhood,  foras- 
much as  he  was  black  in  the  face  during  one 
half  of  that  fairy  period  of  existence,  combined 
to  make  this  visitation  the  more  awful.  But 
when  silence  reigned  again,  and  the  captain,  in 
a  violent  perspiration,  stood  meekly  looking  at 
Mrs.  MacStinger,  its  terrors  were  at  their  height. 

"  Oh,  Cap'en  Cuttle,  Cap'en  Cuttle  ! "  said 
Mrs.  MacStinger,  making  her  chin  rigid,  and 
shaking  it  in  unison  with  what,  but  for  the  weak- 
ness of  her  sex,  might  be  described  as  her  fist. 
'■  Oh,  Cap'en  Cuttle,  Cap'en  Cuttle,  do  you  dare 
to  look  me  in  the  face,  and  not  be  struck  doMTi 
in  the  herth  ?" 

The  captain,  who  looked  anything  but  daring, 
feebly  muttered,  "  Stand  by  !" 

"  Oh,  I  was  a  weak  and  trusting  fool  when  I 
took  you  under  7iiy  roof,  Cap'en  Cuttle,  I  was  !" 
cried  Mrs.  MacStinger.  "  To  think  of  the  bene- 
fits I've  showered  on  that  man,  and  the  way  in 
which  I  brought  my  children  up  to  love  and 
//onor  him  as  if  he  was  a  father  to  'em,  when 
there  an't  a  'ousekeeper,  no,  nor  a  lodger  in  our 
street,  don't  know  that  I  lost  money  by  that  man, 
and  by  his  guzzlings  and  his  muzzlings  " — Mrs. 
MacStinger  used  the  last  word  for  the  joint  sake 
of  alliteration  and  aggravation,  rather  than  for 
the  expression  of  any  idea — "  and  when  they 
cried  out  one  and  all,  shame  upon  him  for  put- 
ting upon  an  industrious  woman,  up  early  and 
late  for  the  good  of  her  young  family,  and  keep^ 
ing  her  poor  place  so  clean  that  a  individual 
might  have  ate  his  dinner,  yes,  and  his  tea  too, 
if  he  was  so  disposed,  oft'  any  one  of  the  floors 
or  stairs,  in  spite  of  all  his  guzzlings  and  his 
muzzlings,  such  was  the  care  and  pains  bestowed 
upon  him  !" 

Mrs.  MacStinger  stopped  to  fetch  her  breath; 
and  her  face  flushed  with  triumph  in  this  second 
happy  introduction  of  Captain  Cuttle's  muzzlings. 
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"And  he  runs  awa-a-a-ay  !"  cried  Mrs.  Mac- 
Stinger,  with  a  lengthening  out  of  the  last  syllable 
that  made  the  unfortunate  captain  regard  him- 
self as  the  meanest  of  men;  "and  keeps  away  a 
twelvemonth  !  From  a  woman  !  Sitch  is  his 
conscience !  He  hasn't  the  courage  to  meet 
her  hi-i-i-igh  ;"  long  syllable  again  ;  "  but  steals 
away  like  a  felion.  Why,  if  that  baby  of  mine," 
said  Mrs.  MacStinger  with  sudden  rapidity,  "was 
to  offer  to  go  and  steal  away,  I'd  do  my  duty  as 
a  mother  by  him,  till  he  was  covered  with  wales ! " 

The  young  Alexander,  interpreting  this  into 
a  positive  promise,  to  be  shortly  redeemed, 
tumbled  over  with  fear  and  grief,  and  lay  upon 
the  floor,  exhibiting  the  soles  of  his  shoes,  and 
making  such  a  deafening  outcry,  that  Mrs.  Mac- 
Stinger  found  it  necessary  to  take  him  up  in  her 
arms,  where  she  quieted  him,  ever  and  anon,  as 
he  broke  out  again,  by  a  shake  that  seemed 
enough  to  loosen  his  teeth. 

"  A  pretty  sort  of  a  man  is  Cap'en  Cuttle," 
said  Mrs.  MacStinger,  with  a  sharp  stress  on  the 
first  syllable  of  the  captain's  name,  "to  take  on 
for — and  to  lose  sleep  for,  and  to  faint  along  of 
— and  to  think  dead  forsooth — and  to  go  up  and 
down  the  blessed  town  like  a  madwoman,  asking 
questions  after !  Oh,  a  pretty  sort  of  a  man  ! 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  He's  worth  all  that  trouble 
and  distress  of  mind,  and  much  more.  T/iafs, 
nothing,  bless  you  !  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha !  Cap'en 
Cuttle,"  said  Mrs.  MacStinger,  with  severe  re- 
action in  her  voice  and  manner,  "  I  wish  to 
know  if  you're  a-coming  home  ?" 

The  frightened  captain  looked  into  his  hat,  as 
if  he  saw  nothing  for  it  but  to  put  it  on,  and  give 
himself  up. 

"  Cap'en  Cuttle,"  repeated  Mrs.  MacStinger 
in  the  same  determined  manner,  "  1  wish  to 
know  if  you're  a-coming  home,  sir?" 

The  captain  seemed  quite  ready  to  go,  but 
faintly  suggested  something  to  the  effect  of  "  not 
making  so  much  nise  about  it." 

"Ay,  a)',  ay!"  said  Bunsby  in  a  soothing 
tone.     "  Awast,  my  lass,  awast  ! " 

"  And  w-ho  may  YOU  be,  if  you  please  ? "  re- 
torted Mrs.  MacStinger  with  chaste  loftiness. 
"  Did  you  ever  lodge  at  Number  Nine,  Brig 
Place,  sir  ?  My  memory  may  be  bad,  but  not 
\yith  me,  I  think.  There  was  a  Mrs.  JoUson 
lived  at  Number  Nine  before  me,  and  perhaps 
you're  mistaking  me  for  her.  That  is  my  only 
ways  of  accounting  for  your  familiarity,  sir." 

"  Come,  come,  my  lass,  awast,  awast,"  said 
Bunsby. 

Captain  Cuttle  could  hardly  believe  it,  even 
of  this  great  man,  though  he  saw  it  done  with 
his  waking  eyes  ;  but  Bunsby,  advancing  boldly. 


put  his  shaggy  blue  arm  round  Mrs.  MacStinger, 
and  so  softened  her  by  his  magic  way  of  doing 
it,  and  by  these  few  words — he  said  no  more — 
that  she  melted  into  tears  after  looking  upon  him 
for  a  few  moments,  and  observed  that  a  child 
might  conquer  her  now,  she  was  so  low  in  her 
courage. 

Speechless  and  utterly  amazed,  the  captain 
saw  him  gradually  persuade  this  inexorable 
woman  into  the  shop,  return  for  riim-and-w-ater 
and  a  candle,  take  them  to  her,  and  pacify  her 
without  appearing  to  utter  one  word.  Presently 
he  looked  in  with  his  pilot  coat  on,  and  said, 
"  Cuttle,  I'm  a-going  to  act  as  convoy  home  ;" 
and  Captain  Cuttle,  more  to  his  confusion  than 
if  he  had  been  put  in  irons  himself  for  safe  trans- 
port to  Brig  Place,  saw  the  family  pacifically 
filing  off,  with  Mrs.  MacStinger  at  their  head. 
He  had  scarcely  time  to  take  down  his  canister, 
and  stealthily  convey  some  money  into  the  hands 
of  Juliana  MacStinger,  his  former  favourite,  and 
Chowley,  who  had  the  claim  upon  him  that  he 
was  naturally  of  a  maritime  build,  before  the 
Midshipman  was  abandoned  by  them  all ;  and 
Bunsby,  whispering  that  he'd  carry  on  smart,  and 
hail  Ned  Cuttle  again  before  he  went  aboard, 
shut  the  door  upon  himself,  as  the  last  member 
of  the  party. 

Some  uneasy  ideas  that  he  must  be  walking 
in  his  sleep,  or  that  he  had  been  troubled  with 
phantoms,  and  not  a  family  of  flesh  and  blood, 
beset  the  captain  at  first,  when  he  went  back 
to  the  little  parlour,  and  found  himself  alone. 
Illimitable  faith  in,  and  immeasurable  admiration 
of,  the  commander  of  the  Cautious  Clara,  suc- 
ceeded, and  threw  the  captain  into  a  wondering 
trance. 

Still,  as  time  wore  on,  and  Bunsby  failed  to 
reappear,  the  captain  began  to  entertain  un- 
comfortable doubts  of  another  kind.  Whether 
Bunsby  had  been  artfully  decoyed  to  Brig  Place, 
and  was  there  detained  in  safe  custody  as  hostage 
for  his  friend ;  in  which  case  it  would  become 
the  captain,  as  a  man  of  honour,  to  release  him 
by  the  sacrifice  of  his  own  liberty.  Whether  he 
had  been  attacked  and  defeated  by  Mrs.  Mac- 
Stinger, and  was  ashamed  to  show  himself  after 
his  discomfiture.  Whether  Mrs.  MacStinger, 
thinking  better  of  it,  in  the  uncertainty  of  her 
temper,  had  turned  back  to  board  the  Midship- 
man again,  and  Bunsby,  pretending  to  conduct 
her  by  a  short  cut,  was  endeavouring  to  lose  the 
family  amid  the  wilds  and  savage  places  of  the 
city.  Above  all,  what  it  would  behove  him, 
Captain  Cuttle,  to  do,  in  case  of  his  hearing 
no  more  either  of  the  MacStingers  or  of 
Bunsby,  which,  in  these  wonderful  and  unfore- 
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seen    conjunctions   of    events,    might   possibly 
happen. 

He  debated  all  this  until  he  was  tired  ;  and 
still  no  Bunsby.  He  made  up  his  bed  under 
the  counter,  all  ready  for  turning  in  ;  still  no 
Bunsby.  At  length,  when  the  captain  had  given 
him  up,  for  that  night,  at  least,  and  had  begun 
to  undress,  the  sound  of  approaching  wheels  was 
heard,  and,  stopping  at  the  door,  was  succeeded 
by  Bunsby's  hail. 

The  captain  trembled  to  think  that  Mrs.  Mac- 
Stinger  was  not  to  be  got  rid  of,  and  had  been 
brought  back  in  a  coach. 

But  no.  Bunsby  was  accompanied  by  nothing 
but  a  large  box,  which  he  hauled  into  the  shop 
with  his  own  hands,  and  as  soon  as  he  had 
hauled  in,  sat  upon.  Captain  Cuttle  knew  it 
for  the  chest  he  had  left  at  Mrs.  MacStinger's 
house,  and  looking,  candle  in  hand,  at  Bunsby 
more  attentively,  believed  that  he  was  three 
sheets  in  the  wind,  or,  in  plain  words,  drunk.  It 
was  difficult,  however,  to  be  sure  of  this ;  the 
commander  having  no  trace  of  expression  in  his 
face  when  sober. 

"  Cuttle,"  said  the  commander,  getting  off  the 
chest,  and  opening  the  lid,  "  are  these  here  your 
traps?" 

Captain  Cuttle  looked  in  and  identified  his 
property. 

"Done  pretty  taut  and  trim,  hey,  shipmet?" 
said  Bunsby. 

The  grateful  and  bewildered  captain  grasped 
him  by  the  hand,  and  was  launching  into  a  reply 
expressive  of  his  astonished  feelings,  when  Bunsby 
disengaged  himself  by  a  jerk  of  his  wrist,  and 
seemed  to  make  an  effort  to  wink  with  his  re- 
volving eye,  the  only  effect  of  which  attempt,  in 
his  condition,  was  nearly  to  overbalance  him. 
He  then  abruptly  opened  the  door,  and  shot 
away  to  rejoin  the  Cautious  Clara  with  all  speed 
— supposed  to  be  his  invariable  custom,  when- 
ever he  considered  he  had  made  a  point. 

As  it  was  not  his  humour  to  be  often  sought. 
Captain  Cuttle  decided  not  to  go  or  send  to  him 
next  day,  or  until  he  should  make  his  gracious 
pleasure  known  in  such  wise,  or,  failing  that, 
until  some  little  time  should  have  elapsed.  The 
captain,  therefore,  renewed  his  solitary  life  next 
morning,  and  thought  profoundly,  many  morn- 
ings, noons,  and  nights,  of  old  Sol  Gills,  and 
Bunsby's  sentiments  concerning  him,  and  the 
hopes  there  were  of  his  return.  Much  of  such 
thinking  strengthened  Captain  Cuttle's  hopes; 
and  he  humoured  them  and  himself  by  watching 
for  the  instrument-maker  at  the  door,  as  he  ven- 
tured to  do  now,  in  his  strange  liberty — and 
setting  his  chair  in  its  place,  and  arranging  the 


little  parlour  as  it  used  to  be,  in  case  he  should 
come  home  unexpectedly.  He  likewise,  in  his 
thoughtfulness,  took  down  a  certain  little  minia- 
ture of  Walter  as  a  school-boy  from  its  accus- 
tomed nail,  lest  it  should  shock  the  old  man  on 
his  return.  The  captain  had  his  presentiments, 
too,  sometimes,  that  he  would  come  on  such  a 
day;  and  one  particular  Sunday,  even  ordered 
a  double  'allowance  of  dinner,  he  was  so  san- 
guine. But  come  old  Solomon  did  not.  And 
still  the  neighbours  noticed  how  the  seafaring 
man  in  the  glazed  hat  stood  at  the  shop-door  of 
an  evening,  looking  up  and  down  the  street. 


CHAPTER  XL. 

DOMESTIC    RELATIONS. 

was  not  in  the  nature  of  things 
that  a  man  of  Mr.  Dombey's  mood, 
opposed  to  such  a  spirit  as  he  had 
raised  against  himself,  should  be 
softened  in  the  imperious  asperity 
of  his  temper ;  or  that  the  cold, 
hard  armour  of  pride,  in  which  he  lived 
encased,  should  be  made  more  flexible 
by  constant  collision  with  haughty  scom  and 
defiance.  It  is  the  curse  of  such  a  nature — it  is 
a  main  part  of  the  heavy  retribution  on  itself  it 
bears  within  itself — that  while  deference  and 
concession  swell  its  evil  qualities,  and  are  the 
food  it  grows  upon,  resistance,  and  a  questioning 
of  its  exacting  claims,  foster  it  too,  no  less.  The 
evil  that  is  in  it  finds  equally  its  means  of  growth 
and  propagation  in  opposites.  It  draws  support 
and  life  from  sweets  and  bitters  :  bowed  down 
before,  or  unacknowledged,  it  still  enslaves  the 
breast  in  which  it  has  its  throne ;  and,  wor- 
shipped or  rejected,  is  as  hard  a  master  as  the 
Devil  in  dark  fables. 

Towards  his  first  wife,  Mr.  Dombey,  in  his 
cold  and  lofty  arrogance,  had  borne  himself  like 
the  removed  being  he  almost  conceived  himself 
to  be.  He  had  been  "  Mr.  Dombey  "  with  her 
when  she  first  saw  him,  and  he  was  "  Mr.  Dom- 
bey "  when  she  died.  He  had  asserted  his  great- 
ness during  their  whole  married  life,  and  she  had 
meekly  recognised  it.  He  had  kept  his  distant 
seat  of  state  on  the  top  of  his  throne,  and  she 
her  humble  station  on  its  lowest  step  ;  and  much 
good  it  had  done  him,  so  to  live  in  solitary 
bondage  to  his  one  idea.  He  had  imagined  that 
the  proud  character  of  his  second  wife  would 
have    been   added    to    his    own — would   have 
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merged  into  it,  and  exalted  his  greatness.  He 
had  pictured  himself  haughtier  than  ever,  with 
Edith's  haughtiness  subservient  to  his.  He  had 
never  entertained  the  possibility  of  its  arraying 
itself  against  him.  And  now,  when  he  found  it 
rising  in  his  path  at  every  step  and  turn  of  his 
daily  life,  fixing  its  cold,  defiant,  and  contemptu- 
ous face  upon  him,  this  pride  of  his,  instead  of 
withering,  or  hanging  down  its  head  beneath  the 
shock,  put  forth  new  shoots,  became  more  con- 
centrated and  intense,  more  gloomy,  sullen,  irk- 
some, and  unyielding,  than  it  had  ever  been 
before. 

Who  wears  such  armour,  too,  bears  with  him 
ever  another  heavy  retribution.  It  is  of  proof 
against  conciliation,  love,  and  confidence;  against 
all  gentle  sympathy  from  without,  all  trust,  all 
tenderness,  all  soft  emotion ;  but,  to  deep  stabs 
in  the  self-love,  it  is  as  vulnerable  as  the  bare 
breast  to  steel ;  and  such  tormenting  festers 
rankle  there  as  follow  on  no  other  wounds,  no, 
though  dealt  with  the  mailed  hand  of  pride 
itself,  on  weaker  pride,  disarmed  and  thrown 
downi. 

Such  wounds  were  his.  He  felt  them  sharply, 
in  the  solitude  of  his  old  rooms  ;  whither  he  now 
began  often  to  retire  again,  and  pass  long  soli- 
tary hours.  It  seemed  his  fate  to  be  ever  proud 
and  powerful ;  ever  humbled  and  powerless  where 
he  would  be  most  strong.  Who  seemed  fat'^d  to 
work  out  that  doom  ? 

Who  ?  Who  was  it  who  could  win  his  wife  as 
she  had  won  his  boy?  Who  was  it  who  had 
shown  him  that  new  victory,  as  he  sat  in  the 
dark  corner  ?  Who  was  it  whose  least  word  did 
what  his  utmost  means  could  not  ?  Who  was  it 
who,  unaided  by  his  love,  regard,  or  notice, 
thrived  and  grew  beautiful  when  those  so  aided 
died  ?  Who  could  it  be,  but  the  same  child  at 
whom  he  had  often  glanced  uneasily  in  her 
motherless  infancy,  with  a  kind  of  dread  lest  he 
might  come  to  hate  her  ;  and  of  whom  his  fore- 
boding was  fulfilled,  for  he  did  hate  her  in  his 
heart  ? 

Yes,  and  he  would  have  it  hatred,  and  he 
made  it  hatred,  though  some  sparkles  of  the 
light  in  which  she  had  appeared  before  him,  on 
the  memorable  night  of  his  return  home  with  his 
bride,  occasionally  hung  about  her  still.  He 
knew  now  that  she  was  beautiful;  he  did  not 
dispute  that  she  was  graceful  and  winning,  and 
that  in  the  bright  dawn  of  her  womanhood  she 
had  come  upon  him,  a  surprise.  But  he  turned 
even  this  against  her.  In  his  sullen  and  un- 
wholesome brooding,  the  unhappy  man,  with  a 
dull  perception  of  his  alienation  from  all  hearts, 
and  a  vague  yearning  for  what  he  had  all  his 


life  repelled,  made  a  distorted  picture  of  his 

rights  and  wrongs,  and  justified  himself  with  it 
against  her.  The  worthier  she  promised  to  be 
of  him,  the  greater  claim  he  was  disposed  to 
ante-date  upon  her  duty  and  submission.  When 
had  she  ever  shown  him  duty  and  submission  ? 
Did  she  grace  his  life — or  Edith's  ?  Had  her 
attractions  been  manifested  first  to  him  —  or 
Edith  ?  Why,  he  and  she  had  never  been,  from 
her  birth,  like  father  and  child !  They  had 
always  been  estranged.  She  had  crossed  him 
every  way  and  everywhere.  She  was  leagued 
against  him  now.  Her  very  beauty  softened 
natures  that  were  obdurate  to  him,  and  insulted 
him  with  an  unnatural  triumph. 

It  may  have  been  that  in  all  this  there  were 
mutterings  of  an  awakened  feeling  in  his  breast, 
however  selfishly  aroused  by  his  position  of  dis- 
advantage, in  comparison  with  what  she  might 
have  made  his  life.  But  he  silenced  the  distant 
thunder  with  the  rolling  of  his  sea  of  pride.  He 
would  bear  nothing  but  his  pride.  And  in  his 
pride,  a  heap  of  inconsistency,  and  misery,  and 
self-inflicted  torment,  he  hated  her. 

To  the  moody,  stubborn,  sullen  demon  that 
possessed  him,  his  wife  opposed  her  different 
pride  in  its  full  force.  They  never  could  have 
led  a  happy  life  together ;  but  nothing  could 
have  made  it  more  unhappy  than  the  wilful  and 
determined  warfare  of  such  elements.  His  pride 
was  set  upon  maintaining  his  magnificent  supre- 
macy, and  forcing  recognition  of  it  from  her. 
She  would  have  been  racked  to  death,  and 
turned  but  her  haughty  glance  of  calm,  inflexible 
disdain  upon  him  to  the  last.  Such  recognition 
from  Edith  !  He  little  knew  through  what  a 
storm  and  struggle  she  had  been  driven  onward 
to  the  crowning  honour  of  his  hand.  He  little 
knew  how  much  she  thought  she  had  conceded 
when  she  suffered  him  to  call  her  wife. 

Mr.  Dombey  was  resolved  to  show  her  that 
he  was  supreme.  There  must  be  no  will  but  his. 
Proud  he  desired  that  she  should  be,  but  she 
must  be  proud  for,  not  against  him.  As  he  sat 
alone,  hardening,  he  would  often  hear  her  go  out 
and  come  home,  treading  the  round  of  London 
life  with  no  more  heed  of  his  liking  or  disliking, 
pleasure  or  displeasure,  than  if  he  had  been  her 
groom.  Her  cold,  supreme  indifterence — his 
own  unquestioned  attribute  usurped — stung  him 
more  than  any  other  kind  of  treatment  could 
have  done  ;  and  he  determined  to  bend  her  to 
his  magnificent  and  stately  will. 

He  had  been  long  communing  with  these 
thoughts,  when  one  night  he  sought  her  in  her 
own  apartment,  after  he  had  heard  her  return 
home  late.    She  was  alone,  in  her  brilliant  dress. 
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and  had  but  that  moment  come  from  her  mother's 
room.  Her  face  was  melancholy  and  pensive 
when  he  came  upon  her;  but  it  marked  him  at 
the  door ;  for,  glancing  at  the  mirror  before  it, 
he  saw  immediately,  as  in  a  picture-frame,  the 
knitted  brow  and  darkened  beauty  that  he  knew 
so  well. 

"  Mrs.  Donibey,"  he  said,  entering,  "  I  must 
beg  leave  to  have  a  few  words  with  you." 

"  To-mon'ow,"  she  replied. 

"  There  is  no  time  like  the  present,  madam," 
he  returned.  "  You  mistake  your  position.  I 
am  used  to  choose  my  own  times ;  not  to  have 
them  chosen  for  me.  I  think  you  scarcely  un- 
derstand who  and  what  I  am,  Mrs.  Dombey." 

"  I  think,"  she  answered,  "  that  I  understand 
3'ou  very  well." 

She  looked  upon  him  as  she  said  so,  and 
folding  her  white  arms,  sparkling  with  gold  and 
g-ems,  upon  her  swelling  breast,  turned  away  her 
eyes. 

If  she  had  been  less  handsome,  and  less  stately 
in  her  cold  composure,  she  might  not  have  had 
the  power  of  impressing  him  with  the  sense  of 
disadvantage  that  penetrated  through  his  utmost 
pride.  But  she  had  the  power,  and  he  felt  it 
keenly.  He  glanced  round  the  room  :  saw  how 
the  splendid  means  of  personal  adornment,  and 
the  lu.\uries  of  dress,  were  scattered  here  and 
there,  and  disregarded ;  not  in  mere  caprice  and 
carelessness  (or  so  he  thought),  but  in  a  stead- 
fast, haughty  disregard  of  costly  things  :  and  felt 
it  more  and  more.  Chaplets  of  flowers,  plumes 
of  feathers,  jewels,  laces,  silks  and  satins;  look 
v.here  he  would,  he  saw  riches  despised,  poured 
out,  and  made  of  no  account.  The  very  dia- 
monds— a  marriage  gift — that  rose  and  fell  im- 
patiently upon  her  bosom,  seemed  to  pant  to 
break  the  chain  that  clasped  them  round  her 
neck,  and  roll  down  on  the  floor  where  she 
might  tread  upoii  them. 

He  felt  his  disadvantage,  and  he  showed  it. 
Solemn  and  strange  among  this  wealth  of  colour 
and  voluptuous  glitter,  strange  and  constrained 
towards  its  haughty  mistress,  whose  repellent 
beauty  it  repeated,  and  presented  all  around 
him,  as  in  so  many  fragments  of  a  mirror,  he 
was  conscious  of  embarrassment  and  awkward- 
ness. Nothing  that  ministered  to  her  disdainful 
self-possession  could  fail  to  gall  him.  Galled 
and  irritated  with  himself,  he  sat  down,  and 
went  on  in  no  improved  humour : 

'•  Mrs.  Domljey,  it  is  very  necessary  that 
there  should  be  some  understanding  arrived  at 
between  us.  Your  conduct  does  not  please  me, 
madam." 

She  merely  glanced  at  him  again,  and  again 
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averted  her  eyes ;  but  she  might  have  spoken 
for  an  hour,  and  expressed  less. 

"  I  repeat,  Mrs.  Dombey,  does  not  please  me. 
I  have  already  taken  occasion  to  request  that  it 
may  be  corrected.     I  now  insist  upon  it." 

"  You  chose  a  fitting  occasion  for  your  first 
remonstrance,  sir,  and  you  adopt  a  fitting  manner 
and  a  fitting  word  for  your  second.  You  insist ! 
Tome!" 

"  Madam,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  with  his  most 
offensive  air  of  state,  '■  I  have  made  you  my  wife. 
You  bear  my  name.  You  are  associated  with  my 
position  and  my  reputation.  I  will  not  say  that 
the  world  in  general  may  be  disposed  to  think 
you  honoured  by  that  association  ;  but  I  will 
say  that  I  am  accustomed  to  '  insist '  to  my  con- 
nections and  dependants." 

"  Which  may  you  be  pleased  to  consider 
me?"  she  asked. 

"  Possibly  I  may  think  that  my  wife  should 
partake — or  does  partake,  and  cannot  help  her- 
self— of  both  characters,  Mrs.  Dombey." 

She  bent  her  eyes  upon  him  steadily,  and  set 
her  trembling  lips.  He  saw  her  bosom  throb, 
and  saw  her  face  flush  and  turn  white.  All  this 
he  could  know,  and  did  :  but  he  could  not  know 
that  one  word  was  whispering  in  the  deep  recesses 
of  her  heart,  to  keep  her  quiet ;  and  that  the  word 
was  Florence. 

Blind  idiot,  rushing  to  a  precipice  !  He  thought 
she  stood  in  awe  of  him  ! 

"  You  are  too  expensive,  madam,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey.  "  You  are  extravagant.  You  waste  a 
great  deal  of  money — or  what  would  be  a  great 
deal  in  the  pockets  of  most  gentlemen — in  cul- 
tivating a  kind  of  society  that  is  useless  to  me, 
and,  indeed,  that  upon  the  whole  is  disagreeable 
to  me.  I  have  to  insist  upon  a  total  change  in 
all  these  respects.  I  know  that,  in  the  novelty 
of  possessing  a  tithe  of  such  means  as  fortune 
has  placed  at  your  disposal,  ladies  are  apt  to 
run  into  a  sudden  extreme.  There  has  been 
more  than  enough  of  that  extreme.  I  beg  that 
Mrs.  Granger's  very  different  experiences  may 
now  come  to  the  instruction  of  Mrs.  Dombey." 

Still  the  fixed  look,  the  trembling  lips,  the 
throbbing  breast,  the  face  now  crimson  and  now 
white;  and  still  the  deep  whisper  Florence,  Flo- 
rence, speaking  to  her  in  the  beating  of  her 
heart. 

His  insolence  of  self-importance  dilated  as  he 
saw  this  alteration  in  her.  Swollen  no  less  by 
her  past  scorn  of  him,  and  his  so  recent  feeling 
of  disadvantage,  than  by  her  present  submission 
(as  he  took  it  to  be),  it  became  too  mighty 
for  his  breast,  and  burst  all  bounds.  ^Vhy, 
who  could  long  resist  his  lofty  will  and  plca- 
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sure?     He  had  resolved  to  conquer  her,  and 
look  here  ! 

"  You  will  farther  please,  madam,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey  in  a  tone  of  sovereign  command,  "  to 
understand  distinctly,  that  I  am  to  be  deferred 
to  and  obeyed.  That  I  must  liave  a  positive 
show  and  confession  of  deference  before  the 
world,  madam.  I  am  used  to  this.  I  require  it 
as  my  right.  In  short,  I  will  have  it.  I  con- 
sider it  no  unreasonable  return  for  the  worldly 
advancement  that  has  befillen  you ;  and  I  be- 
lieve nobody  will  be  surprised,  either  at  its  being 
required  from  you,  or  at  your  making  it. — To 
me — to  me  1 "  he  added  with  emphasis. 

No  word  from  her.  No  change  in  her.  Her 
eyes  upon  him. 

"  I  have  learnt  from  your  mother,  Mrs.  Dom- 
bey," said  Mr.  Dombey  with  magisterial  import- 
ance, "what  no  doubt  you  know,  namely,  that 
Brighton  is  recommended  for  her  health.  Mr. 
Carker  has  been  so  good " 

She  changed  suddenly.  Her  face  and  bosom 
glowed  as  if  the  red  light  of  an  angry  sunset 
had  been  flung  upoii  them.  Not  unobservant 
of  the  change,  and  putting  his  own  interpreta- 
tion upon  it,  Mr.  Dombey  resumed  : 

"  Mr.  Carker  has  been  so  good  as  to  go  down 
and  secure  a  house  there  for  a  time.  On  the 
return  of  the  establishment  to  London,  I  shall 
take  such  steps  for  its  better  management  as  I 
consider  necessar)-.  One  of  these  will  be  the 
engagement  at  Brighton  (if  it  is  to  be  effected), 
of  a  very  respectable  reduced  person  there,  a 
Mrs.  Pipchin,  formerly  employed  in  a  situation 
of  trust  in  my  family,  to  act  as  housekeeper.  An 
establishment  like  this,  presided  over  but  nomi- 
nally, Mrs.  Dombey,  requires  a  competent  head." 

She  had  changed  her  attitude  before  he  arrived 
nt  these  words,  and  now  sat  —  still  looking  at 
him  fixedly — turning  a  bracelet  round  and  round 
upon  her  arm  ;  not  winding  it  about  with  a  light, 
womanly  touch,  but  pressing  and  dragging  it 
over  the  smooth  skin,  until  the  white  limb 
showed  a  bar  of  red. 

"  I  observed,"  said  Mr.  Dombey — "  and  this 
concludes  what  I  deem  it  necessary  to  say  to 
you  at  present,  Mrs.  Dombej' — I  observed  a 
moment  ago,  madam,  that  my  allusion  to  Mr. 
Carker  was  received  in  a  peculiar  manner.  On 
the  occasion  of  my  happening  to  point  out  to 
you,  before  that  confidential  agent,  the  objection 
I  had  to  your  mode  of  receiving  my  visitors,  you 
were  pleased  to  object  to  his  presence.  You 
will  have  to  get  the  better  of  that  objection, 
madam,  and  to  accustom  yourself  to  it,  very 
probably,  on  many  similar  occasions  ;  unless  you 
adopt  the  remedy  which  is  in  your  own  hands. 


of  giving  me  no  cause  of  complaint.  Mr.  Carker," 
said  Mr.  Dombey,  who,  after  the  emotion  he  had 
just  seen,  set  great  store  by  this  means  of  reducing 
his  proud  wife,  and  who  was  perhaps  sufficiently 
willing  to  exhibit  his  power  to  that  gentleman  in 
a  new  and  triumphant  aspect,  "  Mr.  Carker  being 
in  my  confidence,  Mrs.  Dombey,  may  very  well 
be  in  yours  to  such  an  extent.  I  hope,  Mrs, 
Dombey,"  he  continued  after  a  few  moments, 
during  which,  in  his  increasing  haughtiness,  he 
had  improved  on  his  idea,  "  I  may  not  find  it 
necessary  ever  to  intrust  Mr.  Carker  with  any 
message  of  objection  or  remonstrance  to  you  ; 
but  as  it  would  be  derogatory  to  my  position 
and  reputation  to  be  frequently  holding  trivial 
disputes  with  a  lady  upon  whom  I  have  con- 
ferred the  highest  distinction  that  it  is  in  my 
power  to  bestow,  I  shall  not  scruple  to  avail 
myself  of  his  services  if  I  see  occasion." 

"  And  now,"  he  thought,  rising  in  his  moral 
magnificence,  and  rising  a  stiffer  and  more  im- 
penetrable man  than  ever,  "  she  knows  me  and 
my  resolution." 

The  hand  that  had  so  pressed  the  bracelet 
was  laid  heavily  upon  her  breast,  but  she  looked 
at  him  still  with  an  unaltered  face,  and  said  in  a 
low  voice  : 

"  Wait !  For  God's  sake  !  I  must  speak  to 
you." 

Why  did  she  not,  and  what  was  the  inward 
struggle  that  rendered  her  incapable  of  doing  so 
for  minutes,  while,  in  the  strong  constraint  she 
put  upon  her  face,  it  was  as  fixed  as  any  statue's 
— looking  upon  him  with  neither  yielding  nor 
unyielding,  liking  nor  hatred, pride  nor  humility: 
nothing  but  a  searching  gaze  ? 

"  Did  I  ever  tempt  you  to  seek  my  hand  ? 
Did  I  ever  use  any  art  to  win  you  ?  Was  I  ever 
more  conciliating  to  you,  when  you  pursued  me, 
than  I  have  been  since  our  marriage  ?  Was  I 
ever  other  to  you  than  I  am  ?" 

"  It  is  wholly  unnecessary,  madam,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey,  "to  enter  upon  such  discussions." 

"  Did  you  think  I  loved  you  ?  Did  you  know 
I  did  not  ?  Did  you  ever  care,  man !  for  my 
heart,  or  propose  to  yourself  to  win  the  worth- 
less thing  ?  Was  there  any  poor  pretence  of  any 
in  our  bargain  ?   Upon  your  side  or  on  mine?" 

"  These  questions,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  are 
all  wide  of  the  purpose,  madam." 

She  moved  between  him  and  the  door  to  pre- 
vent his  going  away,  and,  drawing  her  majestic 
figure  to  its  height,  looked  steadily  upon  him 
still. 

"  You  answer  each  of  them.  You  answer  me 
before  I  speak,  I  see.  How  can  you  help  it; 
you  who  know  the  miserable  truth  as  well  as  I  ? 
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Now,  tell  me.  If  I  loved  you  to  devotion,  could 
I  do  more  than  render  up  my  whole  will  and 
being  to  you,  as  you  have  just  demanded  ?  If 
my  heart  were  pure  and  all  untried,  and  you 
its  idol,  could  you  ask  more ;  could  you  have 
more  ?  " 

"  Possibly  not,  madam,"  he  returned  coolly. 
"  Vou  know  how  different  I  am.  You  see 
me  looking  on  you  now,  and  you  can  read  the 
warmth  of  passion  for  you  that  is  breathing  in 
my  face."  Not  a  curl  of  the  proud  lip,  not  a 
flash  of  the  dark  eye,  nothing  but  the  same 
intent  and  searching  look,  accompanied  these 
words.  "  You  know  my  general  history.  You 
have  spoken  of  my  mother.  Do  you  think  you 
can  degrade,  or  bend  or  break,  me  to  submis- 
sion and  obedience  ?" 

Mr.  Dombey  smiled,  as  he  might  have  smiled 
at  an  inquiry  whether  he  thought  he  could  raise 
ten  thousand  pounds. 

"  If  there  is  anything  unusual  here,"  she  said, 
with  a  slight  motion  of  her  hand  before  her  brow, 
which  did  not  for  a  moment  flinch  from  its  im- 
movable and  otherwise  expressionless  gaze,  "  as 
I  know  there  are  unusual  feelings  here,"  raising 
the  hand  she  pressed  upon  her  bosom,  and 
heavily  returning  it,  "  consider  that  there  is  no 
common  meaning  in  the  appeal  I  am  going  to 
make  you.  Yes,  for  I  am  going  " — she  said  it 
as  in  prompt  reply  to  something  in  his  face — 
"  to  appeal  to  you." 

Mr.  Dombey,  with  a  slightly  condescending 
bend  of  his  chin  that  rustled  and  crackled  his 
stiff  cravat,  sat  down  on  a  sofa  that  was  near 
him,  to  hear  the  appeal. 

"  If  you  can  believe  that  I  am  of  such  a 
nature  now," — he  fancied  he  saw  tears  glistening 
in  her  eyes,  and  he  thought,  complacently,  that 
he  had  forced  them  from  her,  though  none  fell 
on  her  cheek,  and  she  regarded  him  as  steadily 
as  ever, — "  as  would  make  what  I  now  say  almost 
incredible  to  myself,  said  to  any  man  who  had 
become  my  husband,  but,  above  all,  said  to  you, 
you  may,  perhaps,  attach  the  greater  weight  to 
it.  In  the  dark  end  to  which  we  are  tending, 
and  may  come,  we  shall  not  involve  ourselves 
alone  (that  might  not  be  much),  but  others." 

Others  !  He  knew  at  whom  that  word  pointed, 
and  frowned  heavily.  'S 

"  I  speak  to  you  for  the  sake  of  others.  Also 
your  own  sake ;  and  for  mine.  Since  our  mar- 
riage, you  have  been  arrogant  to  me ;  and  I 
have  repaid  you  in  kind.  You  have  shown  to 
me  and  every  one  around  us,  every  day  and 
hour,  that  you  think  I  am  graced  and  distin- 
guished by  your  alliance.  I  do  not  think  so, 
and  have  shown  that  too.     It  seems  you  do  not 


understand,  or  (so  far  as  your  power  can  go) 

intend  .that  each  of  us  shall  take  a  separate 
course ;  and  you  expect  from  me,  instead,  a 
homage  you  will  never  have." 

Although  her  face  was  still  the  same,  there 
was  emphatic  confirmation  of  this  "  Never "  in 
the  very  breath  she  drew. 

"  I  feel  no  tenderness  towards  you  ;  that  you 
know.  You  would  care  nothing  for  it,  if  I  did 
or  could.  I  know  as  well  that  you  feel  none 
towards  me.  But  we  are  linked  together ;  and 
in  the  knot  that  ties  us,  as  I  have  said,  others 
are  bound  up.  We  must  both  die ;  we  are  both 
connected  with  the  dead  already,  each  by  a  little 
child.     Let  us  forbear." 

Mr.  Dombey  took  a  long  respiration,  as  if  he 
would  have  said.  Oh  !  was  this  all  ? 

"  There  is  no  wealth,"  she  went  on,  turning 
paler  as  she  watched  him,  while  her  eyes  grew 
yet  more  lustrous  in  their  earnestness,  "  that 
could  buy  these  words  of  me,  and  the  meaning 
that  belongs  to  them.  Once  cast  away  as  idle 
breath,  no  wealth  or  power  can  bring  them  back. 
I  mean  them  ;  I  have  weighed  them ;  and  I  will 
be  true  to  what  I  undertake.  If  you  will  pro- 
mise to  forbear  on  your  part,  I  will  promise  to 
forbear  on  mine.  We  are  a  most  unhappy  pair, 
in  whom,  from  different  causes,  every  sentiment 
that  blesses  marriage,  or  justifies  it,  is  rooted 
out ;  but  in  the  course  of  time,  some  friendship, 
or  some  fitness  for  each  other,  may  arise  between 
us.  I  will  try  to  hope  so,  if  you  will  make  the 
endeavour  too ;  and  I  will  look  forward  to  a 
better  and  a  happier  use  of  age  than  I  have 
made  of  youth  or  prime." 

Throughout  she  had  spoken  in  a  low,  plain 
voice,  that  neither  rose  nor  fell ;  ceasing,  she 
dropped  the  hand  with  which  she  had  enforced 
herself  to  be  so  passionless  and  distinct,  but  not 
the  eyes  with  which  she  had  so  steadily  observed 
him. 

"  Madam,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  with  his  utmost 
dignity,  "  I  cannot  entertain  any  proposal  of  this 
extraordinary  nature."  ■' 

She  looked  at  him  yet,  without  the  least 
change. 

"  I  cannot,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  rising  as  he 
spoke,  "  consent  to  temporise  or  treat  with  you, 
Mrs.  Dombey,  upon  a  subject  as  to  which  you 
are  in  ])Ossession  of  my  opinions  and  expecta- 
tions. I  have  statetl  my  ultimalum,  madam,  and 
ha\'e  only  to  request  your  very  serious  attention 
to  it." 

To  see  the  face  change  to  its  old  expression, 
deepened  in  intensity  !  To  see  the  eyes  droop 
as  from  some  mean  and  odious  object !  To  see 
the  lighting  of  the  haughty  brow  !   To  see  scorn, 
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anc;er,  indignation,  and  abhorrence  starting  into 
light,  and  the  pale  blank  earnestness  vanish  like 
a  mist !  He  could  not  choose  but  look,  although 
he  looked  to  his  dismay. 

"  Go,  sir ! "  she  said,  pointing  with  an  im- 
perious hand  towards  the  door.  "  Our  first  and 
last  confidence  is  at  an  end.  Nothing  can  make 
us  stranger  to  each  other  than  we  are  henceforth." 
"  I  shall  take  ni}'  rightful  course,  madam," 
said  Mr.  Dombey,  "undeterred,  you  may  be 
sure,  by  any  general  declamation." 

She  turned  her  back  upon  him,  and,  without 
reply,  sat  down  before  her  glass. 

"  I  place  my  reliance  on  your  improved  sense 
of  duty,  and  more  correct  feeling,  and  better 
reflection,  madam,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

She  answered  not  one  word.  He  saw  no 
more  expression  of  any  heed  of  him,  in  the 
mirror,  than  if  he  had  been  an  unseen  spider  on 
the  wall,  or  beetle  on  the  fioor,  or  rather,  than 
if  he  had  been  the  one  or  other,  seen  and  crushed 
when  she  last  turned  from  him,  and  forgotten 
among  the  ignominious  and  dead  vermin  of  the 
ground. 

He  looked  back,  as  he  went  out  at  the  door, 
upon  the  well-lighted  and  luxurious  room,  the 
beautiful  and  glittering  objects  everywhere  dis- 
played, the  shape  of  Edith  in  its  rich  dress 
seated  before  her  glass,  and  the  face  of  Edith  as 
the  glass  presented  it  to  him ;  and  he  betook 
himself  to  his  old  chamber  of  cogitation,  carry- 
ing away  with  him  a  vivid  picture  in  his  mind 
of  all  these  things,  and  a  rambling  and  unac- 
countable speculation  (such  as  sometimes  comes 
into  a  man's  head)  how  they  would  all  look 
when  he  saw  them  next. 

For  the  rest,  Mr.  Dombey  was  very  taciturn, 
and  very  dignified,  and  very  confident  of  carry- 
mg  out  his  purpose  ;  and  remained  so. 

He  did  not  design  accompanying  the  family 
to  Brighton  ;  but  he  graciously  informed  Cleo- 
patra at  breakfast,  on  the  morning  of  departure, 
which  arrived  a  day  or  two  afterwards,  that  he 
might  be  expected  down  soon.  There  was  no 
time  to  be  lost  in  getting  Cleopatra  to  any  place 
recommended  as  being  salutary ;  for,  indeed, 
she  seemed  upon  the  wane,  and  turning  of  the 
earth  earthy. 

Without  having  undergone  any  decided  second 
attack  of  her  malady,  the  old  woman  seemed  to 
ha\e  crawled  backward  in  her  recovery  from 
the  first.  She  was  more  lean  and  shrunken, 
more  uncertain  in  her  imbecility,  and  made 
stranger  confusions  in  her  mind  and  memory. 
Among  other  symptoms  of  this  last  affliction,  she 
fell  into  the  habit  of  confounding  the  names  of 
her  two  sons-in-law,  the  living  and  the  deceased  ; 


and  in  general  called  Mr.  Dombey  either 
"  Grangeby,"  or  "Domber,"  or  indiflerently  both. 
But  she  was  youthful,  very  youthful,  still;  and 
in  her  youthfulness  she  appeared  at  breakfast, 
before  going  away,  in  a  new  bonnet,  made  ex- 
press, and  a  travelling  robe  that  was  embroidered 
and  braided  like  an  old  baby's.  It  was  not  easy 
to  put  her  into  a  fly-away  bonnet  now,  or  to 
keep  the  bonnet  in  its  place  on  the  back  of  her 
poor  nodding  head,  when  it  was  got  on.  In 
this  instance,  it  had  not  only  the  extraneous 
effect  of  being  always  on  one  side,  but  of  being 
perpetually  tapped  on  the  crown  by  Flowers  the 
maid,  who  attended  in  the  background  during 
breakfast  to  perform  that  duty. 

''  Now,  my  dearest  Grangeby,"  said  Mrs. 
Skewton,  "  you  must  posively  prom,"  she  cut 
some  of  her  words  short,  and  cut  out  others 
altogether,  "  come  down  very  soon." 

"  I  said  just  now,  madam,"  returned  Mr. 
Dombey  loudly  and  laboriously,  "  that  I  am 
coming  in  a  day  or  two." 

"  Bless  you,  Domber  !  " 

Here  the  major,  who  was  come  to  take  leave 
of  the  ladies,  and  who  was  staring  through  his 
apoplectic  eyes  at  Mrs.  Skewton's  face,  with  the 
disinterested  composure  of  an  immortal  being, 
said  : 

"  Begad,  ma'am,  you  don't  ask  old  Joe  to 
come !  " 

"  Sterious  wretch,  who's  he  ?  "  lisped  Cleo- 
patra. But  a  tap  on  the  bonnet  from  Flowers 
seeming  to  jog  her  memory,  she  added,  "  Oh  ! 
you  mean  yourself,  you  naughty  creature  !  " 

"  Devilish  queer,  sir,"  whispered  the  major  to 
Mr.  Dombey.  "  Bad  case.  Never  did  wrap 
up  enough;"  the  major  being  buttoned  to  the 
chin.  "  Why,  who  should  J.  B.  mean  by  Joe, 
but  old  Joe  Bagstock — Joseph — your  slave — • 
Joe,  ma'am  ?  Here  !  Here's  the  man  !  Here 
are  the  Bagstock  bellows,  ma'am  ! "  cried  the 
major,  striking  himself  a  sounding  blow  on  the 
chest. 

"  My  dearest  Edith — Grangeby — it's  most 
trordinry  thing,"  said  Cleopatra  pettishly,  "  that 
Major " 

"  Bagstock  !  J.  B.  !  "  cried  the  major,  seeing 
that  she  faltered  for  his  name. 

"  Well,  it  don't  matter,"  said  Cleopatra. 
'■  Edith,  my  love,  you  know  I  never  could 
remember  names — what  was  it  ?  oh  ! — most 
trordinry  thing  that  so  many  jseople  wawi  come 
down  see  me.  I'm  not  going  for  long.  I'm 
coming  back.  Surely  they  can  wait  till  I  come 
back !  " 

Cleopatra  looked  all  round  the  table  as  she 
said  it,  and  appeared  very  uneasy. 


CLEOPATRA  GOING  DOWNHILL. 


293 


"  I  won't  have  visitors — really  don't  want 
visitors,"  she  said ;  "  little  repose — and  all  that 
sort  of  thing — is  what  I  quire.  No  odious 
brutes  must  proach  me  till  I've  shaken  off  this 
numbness;"  and,  in  a  grisly  resumption  of  her 
coquettish  ways,  siie  made  a  dab  at  the  major  with 
her  fan,  but  overset  Mr.  Dombey's  breakfast-cup 
instead,  which  was  in  quite  a  different  direction. 

Then  she  called  for  Withers,  and  charged  him 
to  see  particularly  that  word  was  left  about  some 
trivial  alterations  in  her  room,  which  must  be  all 
made  before  she  came  back,  and  which  must  be 
set  about  immediately,  as  there  was  no  saying 
how  soon  she  might  come  back ;  for  she  had  a 
great  many  engagements,  and  all  sorts  of  people 
to  call  upon.  Withers  received  these  directions 
with  becoming  deference,  and  gave  his  guarantee 
for  their  execution ;  but  when  he  withdrew  a 
pace  or  two  behind  her,  it  appeared  as  if  he 
couldn't  help  looking  strangely  at  the  major, 
who  couldn't  help  looking  strangely  at  Mr. 
Dombey,  who  couldn't  help  looking  strangely  at 
Cleopatra,  who  couldn't  help  nodding  her  bonnet 
over  one  eye,  and  rattling  her  knife  and  fork 
upon  her  plate  in  using  them  as  if  she  were 
playing  castanets. 

Edith  alone  never  lifted  her  eyes  to  any  face 
at  the  table,  and  never  seemed  dismayed  by 
anything  her  mother  said  or  did.  She  listened 
to  her  disjointed  talk,  or  at  least  turned  her 
head  towards  her  when  addressed  ;  replied  in  a 
few  low  words  when  necessary ;  and  sometimes 
stopped  her  when  she  was  rambling,  or  brought 
her  thoughts  back  with  a  monosyllable  to  the 
point  from  which  they  had  strayed.  The 
mother,  however  unsteady  in  other  things,  was 
constant  in  this — that  she  was  always  observant 
of  her.  She  would  look  at  the  beautiful  face,  in 
its  marble  stillness  and  severity,  now  with  a  kind 
of  fearful  admiration  ;  now  in  a  giggling,  foolish 
effort  to  move  it  to  a  smile;  now  with  capricious 
tears  and  jealous  shakings  of  her  head,  as  ima- 
gining herself  neglected  by  it ;  always  with  an 
attraction  towards  it,  that  never  fluctuated  like 
her  other  ideas,  but  had  constant  posses- 
sion of  her.  From  Edith  she  would  sometimes 
look  at  Florence,  and  back  again  at  Edith,  in  a 
manner  that  was  wild  enough ;  and  sometimes 
she  would  try  to  look  elsewhere,  as  if  to  escape 
from  her  daughter's  face ;  but  back  to  it  she 
seemed  forced  to  come,  although  it  never  sought 
hers  unless  sought,  or  troubled  her  with  one 
single  glance. 

The  breakfast  concluded,  Mrs.  Skewton,  af- 
fecting to  lean  girlishly  upon  the  major's  arm, 
but  heavily  supported  on  the  other  side  by 
Flowers  the  maid,  and  propped   up  behind  by 


Withers  the  page,  was  conducted  to  the  carriage, 
which  was  to  take  her,  Florence,  and  Edith  to 
Brighton. 

"And  is  Joseph  absolutely  banished  ?"  said 
the  major,  thrusting  in  his  purple  face  over  the 
steps.  "  Damme,  ma'am,  is  Cleopatra  so  hard- 
hearted as  to  forbid  her  faithful  Antony  Bagstock 
to  approach  the  presence  ?  " 

"  Go  along  !  "  said  Cleopatra ;  "  I  can't  bear 
you.  You  shall  see  me  when  I  come  back,  if 
you  are  very  good." 

"  Tell  Joseph  he  may  live  in  hope,  ma'am," 
said  the  major;  "  or  he'll  die  in  despair." 

Cleopatra  shuddered  and  leaned  back. 
"  Edith,  my  dear,"  she  said.     "  Tell  him " 

"What.?" 

"  Such  dreadful  words,"  said  Cleopatra.  "  He 
uses  such  dreadful  words  !  " 

Edith  signed  to  him  to  retire,  gave  the  word 
to  go  on,  and  left  the  objectionable  major  to 
Mr.  Dombey,  to  whom  he  returned  whistling. 

"  111  tell  you  what,  sir,"  said  the  major,  with 
his  hands  behind  him,  and  his  legs  very  wide 
asunder,  "  a  fair  friend  of  ours  has  removed  to 
Queer  Street." 

"What  do  you  mean,  major?"  inquired  Mr. 
Dombey. 

"  I  mean  to  say,  Dombey,"  returned  the 
major,  "  that  you'll  soon  be  an  orphan-in-law." 

Mr.  Dombey  appeared  to  relish  this  waggish 
description  of  himself  so  very  little  that  the 
major  wound  up  with  the  horse's  cough  as  an 
expression  of  gravity. 

"Damme,  sir,"  said  the  major,  "there  is  no 
use  in  disguising  a  fact.  Joe  is  blunt,  sir. 
That's  his  nature.  If  you  take  old  Josh  at  all, 
you  take  him  as  you  find  him ;  and  a  de-vilislv 
rusty,  old  rasper,  of  a  close-toothed,  J.  B.  file 
you  do  find  him.  Dombey,"  said  the  major, 
"  your  wife's  mother  is  on  the  move,  sir." 

"  I  fear,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey  with  much 
philosophy,  "that  Mrs.  Skewton  is  shaken." 

"Shaken,  Dombey!"  said  the  major. 
"  Smashed  l" 

"  Change,  however,"  pursued  Mr.  Dombey, 
"and  attention  may  do  much  yet." 

"  Don't  believe  it,  sir,"  returned  the  major. 
"  Damme,  sir,  she  never  wrapped  up  enough. 
If  a  man  don't  wrap  up,"  said  the  major,  taking 
in  another  button  of  his  buff  waistcoat,  "  he  has 
nothing  to  fall  back  upon.  But  some  people 
will  die.  They  7cv'//  do  it.  Damme,  they  7c<ill. 
They're  obstinate.  I  tell  you  what,  Dombey,  it 
may  not  be  ornamental ;  it  may  not  be  refined ; 
it  may  be  rough  and  tough  ;  but  a  little  of  the 
genuine  old  English  liagstock  stamina,  sir,  wouUl 
do  all  the  "ood  in  the  world  to  the  human  breed." 
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After  imparting  this  precious  piece  of  infor- 
mation, the  Hiajor,  who  was  certainly  true  blue, 
whatever  other  endowments  he  may  have  pos- 
sessed or  wanted,  coming  within  the  "  genuine 
old  English  "  classification,  which  has  never  been 
exactly  ascertained,  took  his  lobster  eyes  and  his 
apoplexy  to  the  club,  and  choked  there  all  day. 

Cleopatra,  at  one  time  fretful,  at  another  self- 
complacent,  sometimes  awake,  sometimes  asleep, 
at  all  times  juvenile,  reached  Brighton  the  same 
night,  fell  to  pieces  as  usual,  and  was  put  away 
in  bed ;  where  a  gloomy  fancy  might  have  pic- 
tured a  more  potent  skeleton  than  the  maid  who 
should  have  been  one,  watching  at  the  rose- 
coloured  curtains,  which  were  carried  down  to 
shed  their  bloom  upon  her. 

It  was  settled  in  high  council  of  medical 
authority  that  she  should  take  a  carriage  airing 
every  day,  and  that  it  was  important  she  should' 
get  out  every  day  and  walk  if  she  could.  Edith 
was  ready  to  attend  her — always  ready  to  attend 
her,  with  the  same  mechanical  attention  and  im- 
movable beauty — and  they  drove  out  alone ; 
for  Edith  had  an  uneasiness  in  the  presence  of 
Elorence,  now  that  her  mother  was  worse,  and 
told  Florence,  with  a  kiss,  that  she  would  rather 
they  two  went  alone. 

Mrs.  Skewton,  on  one  particular  day,  was  in 
the  irresolute,  exacting,  jealous  temper  that  had 
developed  itself  on  her  recovery  from  her  first 
attack.  After  sitting  silent  in  the  carriage 
watching  Edith  for  some  time,  she  took  her 
hand  and  kissed  it  passionately.  The  hand  was 
neither  given  nor  withdrawn,  but  simply  yielded 
to  her  raising  of  it,  and  being  released,  dropped 
down  again,  almost  as  if  it  were  insensible.  At 
this  she  began  to  whimper  and  moan,  and  say 
what  a  mother  she  had  been,  and  how  she  was 
forgotten  !  This  she  continued  to  do  at  capri- 
cious intervals,  even  when  they  had  alighted  ; 
when  she  herself  was  halting  along  with  the 
joint  support  of  Withers  and  a  stick,  and  Edith 
was  walking  by  her  side,  and  the  carriage  slowly 
following  at  a  little  distance. 

It  was  a  bleak,  lowering,  windy  day,  and  they 
were  out  upon  the  Downs,  with  nothing  but  a 
bare  sweep  of  land  between  them  and  the  sky. 
The  mother,  with  a  querulous  satisfaction  in  the 
monotony  of  her  complaint,  was  still  repeating 
it  in  a  low  voice  from  time  to  time,  and  the 
proud  form  of  her  daughter  moved  beside  her 
slowly,  when  there  came  advancing  over  a  dark 
ridge  before  them  two  other  figures,  which  in 
the  distance  were  so  like  an  exaggerated  imita- 
tion of  their  own,  that  Edith  stopped. 

Almost  as  she  stopped,  the  tivo  figures  stopped ; 
and  that   one   which    to   Edith's    thinking  was 


like  a  distorted  shadow  of  her  mother,  spoke  to 
the  other  earnestly,  and  with  a  pointing  hand 
towards  them.  That  one  seemed  inclined  to 
turn  back,  but  the  other,  in  which  Edith  recog- 
nised enough  that  was  like  herself  to  strike  her 
with  an  unusual  feeling,  not  quite  free  from  fear, 
came  on  ;  and  then  they  came  on  together. 

The  greater  part  of  this  observation  she  made 
while  walking  towards  them,  for  her  stoppage  had 
been  momentary.  Nearer  observation  showed 
her  that  they  were  poorly  dressed,  as  wanderers 
about  the  country ;  that  the  younger  woman 
carried  knitted  work  or  some  such  goods  for 
sale  ;  and  that  the  old  one  toiled  on  empty- 
handed. 

And  yet,  however  far  removed  she  was  in 
dress,  in  dignity,  in  beauty,  Edith  could  not  but 
compare  the  younger  woman  with  herself  still. 
It  may  have  been  that  she  saw  upon  her  face 
some  traces  which  she  knew  were  lingering  in 
her  own  soul,  if  not  )-et  written  on  that  index  ; 
but,  as  the  woman  came  on,  returning  her  gaze, 
fixing  her  shining  eyes  upon  her,  undoubtedly 
presenting  something  of  her  own  air  and  stature, 
and  appearing  to  reciprocate  her  own  thoughts, 
she  felt  a  chill  creep  over  her,  as  if  the  day  were 
darkening,  and  the  wind  were  colder. 

They  had  now  come  up.  The  old  woman, 
holding  out  her  hand  importunately,  stopped  to 
beg  of  Mrs.  Skewton.  The  younger  one  stopped 
too,  and  she  and  Edith  looked  in  one  another's 
eyes. 

"  What  is  it  that  you  have  to  sell  ? "  said 
Edith. 

"  Only  this,"  returned  the  woman,  holding  out 
her  wares  without  looking  at  them.  "  I  sold 
myself  long  ago." 

"  My  lady,  don't  believe  her,"  croaked  the 
old  woman  to  Mrs.  Skewton  ;  "  don't  believe 
what  she  says.  She  loves  to  talk  like  that.  She's 
my  handsome  and  undutiful  daughter.  She 
gives  me  nothing  but  reproaches,  my  lady,  for 
all  I  have  done  for  her.  Look  at  her  now,  my 
lady,  how  she  turns  upon  her  poor  old  mother 
with  her  looks." 

As  Mrs.  Skewton  drew  her  purse  out  with  a 
trembling  hand,  and  eagerly  fumbled  for  some 
money,  which  the  other  old  woman  greedily 
watched  for— their  heads  all  but  touching  iu 
their  hurry  and  decrepitude— Edith  interposed  : 

"  I  have  seen  you,"  addressing  the  old  woman, 
"  before." 

"  Yes,  my  lady,"  with  a  curtsy.  "  Down  m 
Warwickshire.  The  morning  among  the  trees. 
When  you  wouldn't  give  me  nothing.  But  the 
gentleman,  he  give  me  something  !  Oh,  bless 
him,   bless   him  ! "   mumbled   the    old   woman, 
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holding  up  her  skinny  hand,  and  grinning  fright- 
fully at  her  daughter. 

"  It's  of  no  use  attempting  to  stay  me,  Edith  !" 
said  Mrs.  Skewton,  angrily  anticipating  an  ob- 
jection from  her.  "  You  know  nothing  about  it. 
I  won't  be  dissuaded.  I  am  sure  this  is  an 
excellent  woman,  and  a  good  mother." 

'■  Yes,  my  lady,  yes,"  chattered  the  old  woman, 
holding  out  her  avaricious  hand.  "  Thankee, 
my  lady.  Lord  bless  you,  my  lad}^  Sixpence 
more,  my  pretty  lady,  as  a  good  mother  yourself" 

"  And  treated  undutifuUy  enough,  too,  my 
good  old  creature,  sometimes,  I  assure  you," 
said  Mrs.  Skewton,  whimpering.  "There!  Shake 
hands  with  me.  You're  a  very  good  old  crea- 
ture— full  of  what's-his-name — and  all  that. 
You're  all  aftection  and  et  cetera,  an't  you  ?  " 

"Oh  yes,  my  lady!" 

"  Yes,  I'm  sure  you  are  ;  and  so's  that  gentle- 
manly creature  Grangeby.  I  must  really  shake 
hands  with  you  again.  And  now  you  can  go, 
you  know ;  and  I  hope,"  addressing  the  daugh- 
ter, "  that  you'll  show  more  gratitude,  and 
natural  what's-its-name,  and  all  the  rest  of  it — 
but  I  never  did  remember  names — for  there 
never  was  a  better  mother  than  the  good  old 
creature's  been  to  you.     Come,  Edith  I " 

As  the  ruin  of  Cleopatra  trotted  off  whimper- 
ing, and  wiping  its  eyes  with  a  gingerly  remem- 
brance of  rouge  in  their  neighbourhood,  the  old 
woman  hobbled  another  way,  mumbling  and 
counting  her  money.  Not  one  word  more,  nor 
one  other  gesture,  had  been  exchanged  between 
Edith  and  the  younger  woman,  but  neither  had 
removed  her  eyes  from  the  other  for  a  moment. 
They  had  remained  confronted  until  now,  when 
Edith,  as  awakening  from  a  dream,  passed  slowly 
on. 

"  You're  a  handsome  woman,"  muttered  her 
shadow,  looking  after  her;  "but  good  looks 
won't  save  us.  And  you're  a  prouil  woman ; 
but  pride  won't  save  us.  We  had  need  to  know 
each  other  when  we  meet  again  !  " 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

NEW  VOICES   IN  THK  WAVES. 

ALL  is  going  on  as  it  was  wont.  The  waves 
are  hoarse  with  repetition  of  their  mystery  ; 
the  dust  lies  piled  upon  the  shore  ;  the  sea  birds 
soar  and  hover ;  the  winds  and  clouds  go  forth 
upon  their  trackless  flight ;  the  white  arms 
beckon,  in  the  moonlight,  to  the  invisible 
country  far  away. 


With  a  tender  melancholy  pleasure,  Florence 
finds  herself  again  on  the  old  ground  so  sadly 
trodden,  yet  so  happily,  and  thinks  of  him  in 
the  quiet  place,  where  he  and  she  have  many 
and  many  a  time  conversed  together,  with  the 
water  welling  up  about  his  couch.  And  now,  as 
she  sits  pensive  there,  she  hears,  in  the  wild  low 
murmur  of  the  sea,  his  little  story  told  again,  his 
very  words  repeated ;  and  finds  that  all  her  life 
and  hopes,  and  griefs,  since — in  the  solitary 
house,  and  in  the  pageant  it  has  changed  to — 
liave  a  portion  in  the  burden  of  llvj  marvellous 
song. 

And  gentle  Mr.  Toots,  who  wanders  at  a  dis- 
tance, looking  wistfully  towards  the  figure  that 
he  dotes  upon,  and  has  followed  there,  but  can- 
not in  his  delicacy  disturb  at  such  a  time,  like- 
wise hears  the  requiem  of  little  Dombey  on  the 
waters,  rising  and  falling  in  the  lulls  of  their 
eternal  madrigal  in  praise  of  Florence.  Yes  I 
and  he  faintly  understands,  poor  Mr.  Toots,  that 
they  are  saying  something  of  a  time  when  he  was 
sensible  of  being  brighter  and  not  addle-brained  ; 
and  the  tears  rising  in  his  eyes  when  he  fears 
that  he  is  dull  and  stupid  now,  and  good  for 
little  but  to  be  laughed  at,  diminish  his  satisfac- 
tion in  their  soothing  reminder  that  he  is  relieved 
from  present  responsibiHty  to  the  Chicken,  by 
the  absence  of  that  game  head  of  poultry  in  the 
country,  training  (at  Toots's  cost)  for  his  great 
mill  with  the  Larkey  Boy. 

But  Mr.  Toots  takes  courage  when  they  whis- 
per a  kind  thought  to  him  ;  and  by  slow  degrees, 
and  with  many  indecisive  stojipages  on  the  way, 
approaches  Florence.  Stammering  and  blush- 
ing, Mr.  Toots  affects  amazement  when  he  comes 
near  her,  and  says  (having  followed  close  on  the 
carriage  in  which  she  travelled,  every  inch  of 
the  way  from  London,  loving  even  to  be  choked 
by  the  dust  of  its  wheels)  that  he  never  was  so 
surprised  in  all  his  life. 

"  And  you've  brought  Diogenes,  too,  Miss 
Dombey!"  says  Mr.  Toots,  thrilled  through  and 
through  by  the  touch  of  the  small  hand  so  plea- 
santly and  frankly  given  him. 

No  doubt  Diogenes  is  there,  and  no  doubt 
Mr.  Toots  has  reason  to  observe  him,  for  he 
comes  straightway  at  Mr.  Toots's  legs,  and 
tumbles  over  himself  in  the  desperation  witli 
which  he  makes  at  him,  like  a  very  dog  of  Mon- 
targis.     But  he  is  checked  by  his  sweet  mistress. 

"  Down,  Di,  down.  Don't  you  remember 
who  first  made  us  friends,  Di  ?     For  shame  !" 

Oh  !  Well  may  Di  lay  his  loving  cheek  against 
her  hand,  and  run  oft",  anil  run  b.ick,  and  run 
round  her,  barking,  and  run  headlong  at  any- 
body coming  by,  to  show  his  devotion.     Mr. 
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Toots  would  run  Iieadlong  at  anybody,  too.  A 
military  gentleman  goes  past,  and  Mr.  Toots 
would  liicc  nothing  better  than  to  run  at  him, 
full  tilt. 

"  Diogenes  is  quite  in  his  native  air,  isn't  he, 
Miss  Dombey  ?  "  says  Mr.  Toots. 

Florence  assents  with  a  grateful  smile. 

"  Miss  Dombey,"  says  Mr.  Toots,  "  beg  your 
p.irdon,  but  if  you  would  like  to  walk  to  Blim- 
ber's,  I — I'm  going  there." 

Florence  puts  her  arm  in  that  of  Mr.  Toots 
without  a  word,  and  they  walk  away  together, 
with  Diogenes  going  on  before.  Mr.  Toots's 
legs  shake  under  him ;  and  though  he  is  splen- 
didly dressed,  he  feels  misfits,  and  sees  wrinkles, 
in  the  masterpieces  of  Burgess  and  Co.,  and 
wishes  he  had  put  on  that  brightest  pair  of 
boots. 

Doctor  Blimber's  house,  outside,  has  as 
scholastic  and  studious  an  air  as  ever ;  and  up 
there  is  the  window  where  she  used  to  look  for 
the  pale  face,  and  where  the  pale  face  brightened 
when  it  saw  her,  and  the  wasted  little  hand 
waved  kisses  as  she  passed.  The  door  is  opened 
by  the  same  weak-eyed  young  man,  whose  im- 
becility of  grin  at  sight  of  Mr.  Toots  is  feeble- 
ness of  character  personified.  They  are  shown 
into  the  Doctor's  study,  where  blind  Homer  and 
Minerva  give  them  audience  as  of  yore,  to  the 
sober  ticking  of  the  great  clock  in  the  hall ;  and 
where  the  globes  stand  still  in  their  accustomed 
places,  as  if  the  world  were  stationary  too,  and 
nothing  in  it  ever  perished  in  obedience  to  the 
universal  law,  that,  while  it  keeps  it  on  the  roll, 
calls  everything  to  earth. 

And  here  is  Doctor  Blimber,  with  his  learned 
legs ;  and  here  is  Mrs.  Blimber,  with  her  sky- 
blue  cap  ;  and  here  is  Cornelia,  with  her  sandy 
little  row  of  curls,  and  her  bright  spectacles,  still 
working  like  a  sexton  in  the  graves  of  languages. 
Here  is  the  table  upon  which  he  sat  forlorn  and 
strange,  the  "new  boy"  of  the  school;  and 
hither  comes  the  distant  cooing  of  the  old  boys, 
at  their  old  lives  in  the  old  room  on  the  old 
principle  ! 

"  Toots  ! "  says  Doctor  Blimber,  "  I  am  very 
glad  to  see  you.  Toots." 

Mr.  Toots  chuckles  in  reply. 
"  Also  to  see  you.  Toots,  in  such  good  com- 
pany," says  Doctor  Blimber. 

Mr.  Toots,  with  a  scarlet  visage,  explains  that 
he  has  met  Miss  Dombey  by  accident,  and  that 
Miss  Dombey  wishing,  like  himself,  to  see  the 
old  place,  they  have  come  together. 

'•  You  will  like,"  says  Doctor  Blimber,  "  to 
step  among  our  young  friends,  Miss  Dombey, 
no  doubt.     All  fellow-students  of  yours.  Toots, 


once.  I  think  we  have  no  new  disciples  in  our 
little  portico,  my  dear,"  says  Doctor  IBlimber  to 
Cornelia,  "  since  Mr.  Toots  left  us." 

"  Except  Bitherstone,"  returns  Cornelia. 

"  Ay,  truly,"  says  the  Doctor.  "  Bitherstone 
is  new  to  Mr.  Toots." 

New  to  Florence,  too,  ahnost ;  for,  in  the 
schoolroom,  Bitherstone  —  no  longer  Master 
Bitherstone  of  Mrs.  Pipchin's — shows  in  collars' 
and  a  neckcloth,  and  wears  a  watch.  But 
Bitherstone,  born  beneath  some  Bengal  star  of 
ill  omen,  is  extremely  inky ;  and  his  lexicon  has 
got  so  dropsical  from  constant  reference,  that  it 
won't  shut,  and  yawns  as  if  it  really  could  not 
bear  to  be  so  bothered.  So  does  Bitherstone 
its  master,  forced  at  Doctor  Blimber's  highest 
pressure ;  but  in  the  yawn  of  Bitherstone  there 
is  malice  and  snarl,  and  he  has  been  heard  to 
say  that  he  wishes  he  could  catch  "  old  Blim- 
ber "  in  India.  He'd  precious  soon  find  himself 
carried  up  the  country  by  a  few  of  his  (Bither- 
stone's)  coolies,  and  handed  over  to  the  Thugs ; 
he  can  tell  him  that ! 

Briggs  is  still  grinding  in  the  mill  of  know- 
ledge ;  and  Tozer  too;  and  Johnson  too  ;  and  all 
the  rest;  the  older  pupils  being  principally  en- 
gaged in  forgetting,  with  prodigious  labour, 
everything  they  knew  when  they  were  younger. 
All  are  as  polite  and  pale  as  ever ;  and  among 
them,  Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.,  with  his  bony  hand  and 
bristly  head,  is  still  hard  at  it :  with  his  Hero- 
dotus stop  on  just  at  present,  and  his  other 
barrels  on  a  shelf  behind  him. 

A  mighty  sensation  is  created,  even  among 
these  grave  young  gentlemen,  by  a  visit  from 
the  emancipated  Toots ;  who  is  regarded  with  a 
kind  of  awe,  as  one  who  has  passed  the  Rubicon, 
and  is  pledged  never  to  come  back,  and  con- 
cerning the  cut  of  whose  clothes,  and  fashion  of 
whose  jeweller)',  whispers  go  about  behind 
hands  ;  the  bilious  Bitherstone,  who  is  not  of 
Mr.  Toots's  time,  affecting  to  despise  the  latter 
to  the  smaller  boys,  and  saying  he  knows  better. 
and  that  he  should  like  to  see  him  coming  that 
sort  of  thing  in  Bengal,  where  his  mother  has 
got  an  emerald  belonging  to  him,  that  was  taken 
out  of  the  footstool  of  a  rajah.     Coine  now  ! 

Bewildering  emotions  are  awakened  also  by 
the  sight  of  Florence,  with  whom  every  young 
gentleman  immediately  falls  in  love  again  ;  ex- 
cept, as  aforesaid,  the  bilious  Bitherstone,  who 
declines  to  do  so,  out  of  contradiction.  Black 
jealousies  of  Mr.  Toots  arise,  and  Briggs  is  oi 
opinion  that  he  an't  so  very  old  after  all.  But 
this  disparaging  insinuation  is  speedily  made 
nought  by  Mr.  Toots  saying  aloud  to  Mr.  Feeder. 
B.A.,  "  How  are  you.  Feeder?"  and  asking  him 
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to  come  and  dine  with  him  to-day  at  the  Bed- 
ford ;  in  right  of  which  feats  he  might  set  up  as 
Old  Parr,  if  he  chose,  miquestioned. 

There  is  much  shaking  of  hands,  and  much 
bowing,  and  a  great  desire  on  the  part  of  each 
young  gentleman  to  take  Toots  down  in 
Miss  Dombey's  good  graces  ;  and  then,  Mr. 
Toots  having  bestowed  a  chuckle  on  his  old 
desk,  Florence  and  he  withdraw  with  Mrs.  Blim- 
ber  and  Cornelia ;  and  Doctor  Blimber  is  heard 
to  observe  behind  them,  as  he  comes  out  last, 
and  shuts  the  door,  "  Gentlemen,  we  will  now 
resume  our  studies."  For  that  and  little  else  is 
what  the  Doctor  hears  the  sea  say,  or  has  heard 
it  saying  all  his  life. 

Florence  then  steals  away,  and  goes  up-stairs 
to  the  old  bedroom  with  Mrs.  Blimber  and  Cor- 
nelia; Mr.  Toots,  who  feels  that  neither  he  nor 
anybody  else  is  wanted  there,  stands  talking  to 
the  Doctor  at  the  study  door,  or  rather,  hearing 
the  Doctor  talk  to  him,  and  wondering  how  he 
ever  thought  the  study  a  great  sanctuary,  and 
the  Doctor,  with  his  round  turned  legs,  like  a 
clerical  piano-forte,  an  awful  man.  Florence 
soon  comes  down  and  takes  leave  ;  Mr.  Toots 
takes  leave  ;  and  Diogenes,  who  has  been  worry- 
ing the  weak-eyed  young  man  pitilessly  all  the 
time,  shoots  out  at  the  door,  and  barks  a  glad 
defiance  down  the  cliff;  while  'Melia,and  another 
of  the  Doctor's  female  domestics,  look  out  of  an 
upper  window,  laughing  "at  that  there  Toots," 
and  saying  of  Miss  Dombey,  "  But  really, 
though,  now — ain't  she  like  her  brother,  only 
[jrettier?  " 

Mr.  Toots,  who  saw  when  Florence  came 
down  that  there  were  tears  upon  her  face,  is 
desperately  anxious  and  uneasy,  and  at  first 
fears  that  he  did  wrong  in  proposing  the  visit. 
But  he  is  soon  relieved  by  her  saying  she  is  very 
glad  to  have  been  there  again,  and  by  her  talk- 
ing quite  cheerfully  about  it  all,  as  they  walked 
on  by  the  sea.  What  with  the  voices  there,  and 
her  sweet  voice,  when  they  come  near  Mr.  Dom- 
bey's house,  and  Mr.  Toots  must  leave  her,  he  is 
so  enslaved  that  he  has  not  a  scrap  of  free-will 
left;  when  she  gives  him  her  hand  at  parting,  he 
cannot  let  it  go. 

"  Miss  Dombey,  I  beg  your  pardon,"  says 
Mr.  Toots,  in  a  sad  fluster,  "  but  if  you  would 
allow  me  to — to " 

The  smiling  and  unconscious  look  of  Florence 
brings  him  to  a  dead  stop. 

"  If  you  would  allow  me  to- — if  you  would  not 
consider  it  a  liberty.  Miss  Dombey,  if  I  was  to — 
without  any  encouragement  at  ail,  if  I  was  to 
hope,  you  know,"  says  Mr.  Toots. 

Florence  looks  at  him  inquiringly. 


"  Miss  Dombey,"  says  Mr.  Toots,  who  feels 
that  he  is  in  for  it  now,  "  I  really  am  in  that 
state  of  adoration  of  you  that  I  don't  know  what 
to  do  with  myself.  I  am  the  most  deplor.ablc 
wretch.  If  it  wasn't  at  the  corner  of  the  square 
at  present,  I  should  go  down  on  my  knees,  and 
beg  and  entreat  of  you,  without  any  encourage- 
ment at  all,  just  to  let  me  hope  that  I  may — 
may  think  it  possible  that  you " 

"  Oh,  if  you  please,  don't !  "  cries  Florence,  {01 
the  moment  quite  alarmed  and  distressed.  "  Oh, 
pray  don't,  Mr.  Toots  !  Stop,  if  you  jilease. 
Don't  say  any  more.  As  a  kindness  and  a 
favour  to  me,  don't." 

Mr.  Toots  is  dreadfully  abashed,  and  his 
mouth  opens. 

"  You  have  been  so  good  to  me,"  says  Flo- 
rence, "  I  am  so  grateful  to  you,  I  have  such 
reason  to  like  you  for  being  a  kind  friend  to  me, 
and  I  do  like  you  so  much  ; "  and  here  the  inge- 
nuous face  smiles  upon  him  with  the  pleasantest 
look  of  honesty  in  the  world ;  "  that  I  am  sure 
you  are  only  going  to  say  good-bye  !  " 

"  Certainly,  Miss  Dombey,"  says  Mr.  Toots, 
"  I — I — that's  exactly  what  I  mean.  It's  of  no 
consequence." 

"  Good-bye  ! "  cries  Florence. 

"  Good-bye,  Miss  Dombey  ! "  stammers  Mr. 
Toots.  "  I  hope  you  won't  think  anything 
about  it.  It's — it's  of  no  consequence,  thank 
you.  It's  not  of  the  least  consequence  in  the 
world." 

Poor  Mr.  Toots  goes  home  to  his  hotel  in  a 
state  of  desperation,  locks  himself  into  his  bed- 
room, flings  himself  upon  his  bed,  and  lies  there 
for  a  long  time  ;  as  if  it  were  of  the  greatest  con- 
sequence nevertheless.  But  Mr.  Feeder,  B..A., 
is  coming  to  dinner,  which  happens  well  for  .Mr. 
Toots,  or  there  is  no  knowing  when  he  might  get 
up  again.  Mr.  Toots  is  obliged  to  get  up  to 
receive  him,  and  to  give  him  hospitable  enter- 
tainment. 

And  the  generous  influence  of  that  social 
virtue,  hospitality  (to  make  no  mention  of  wine 
and  good  cheer),  opens  Mr.  Toots's  heart,  and 
warms  him  to  conversation.  He  does  not  tell 
Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.,  what  passed  at  the  corner  of 
the  square ;  but  when  Mr.  Feeder  asks  him 
"  when  it  is  to  come  off,"  Mr.  Toots  replies  "  that 
there  are  certain  subjects" — which  brings  Mr. 
Feeder  down  a  peg  or  two  immediately.  Mr. 
Toots  adds,  that  he  don't  know  what  right 
Blimber  had  to  notice  his  being  in  Miss  Dom- 
bey's company,  and  that,  if  he  thought  he  meant 
impudence  by  it,  he'd  have  him  out,  Doctor  or 
no  Doctor ;  but  he  supposes  it's  only  his  igno- 
rance.    Mr.  Feeder  says  he  has  no  doubt  of  it. 
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Mr.  Feeder,  however,  as  an  intimate  frienci,  is 
not  excluded  from  the  subject.  Mr.  Toots 
merely  requires  that  it  should  be  mentioned 
mysteriously,  and  with  feeling.  After  a  few 
glasses  of  wine,  he  gives  Miss  Dombey's  health, 
observing,  "  Feeder,  you  have  no  idea  of  the 
sentiments  with  which  I  propose  that  toast." 
Mr.  Feeder  replies,  "  Oh  yes,  I  have,  my  dear 
Toots  ;  and  greatly  they  redound  to  your  honour, 
old  boy."  Mr.  Feeder  is  then  agitated  by  friend- 
ship, and  shakes  hands  ;  and  says,  if  ever  Toots 
wants  a  brother,  he  knows  where  to  find  him, 
either  by  post  or  parcel.  Mr.  Feeder  likewise 
says  that  if  he  may  advise,  he  would  recommend 
Mr.  Toots  to  learn  the  guitar,  or,  at  least,  the 
flute ;  for  wouien  like  music,  when  you  are  pay- 
ing your  addresses  to  'em,  and  he  has  found  the 
advantage  of  it  himself. 

This  brings  Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.,  to  the  con- 
fession that  he  has  his  eye  upon  Cornelia  Blim- 
ber.  He  informs  Mr.  Toots  that  he  don't  ob- 
ject to  spectacles,  and  that  if  the  Doctor  were 
to  do  the  handsome  thing  and  give  up  the  busi- 
ness, why,  there  they  are — provided  for.  He 
says  it's  his  opinion  that  when  a  man  has  made 
a  handsome  sum  by  his  business,  he  is  bound  to 
give  it  up  ;  and  that  Cornelia  would  be  an  assist- 
ance in  it  which  any  man  might  be  proud  of  Mr. 
Toots  replies  by  launching  wildly  out  into  Miss 
Dombey's  praises,  and  by  insinuations  that 
sometimes  he  thinks  he  should  like  to  blow  his 
brains  out.  Mr.  Feeder  strongly  urges  that  it 
would  be  a  rash  attempt,  and  shows  him,  as  a 
reconcilement  to  existence,  Cornelia's  portrait, 
spectacles  and  all. 

Thus  these  quiet  spirits  pass  the  evening  ;  and 
when  it  has  yielded  place  to  night,  Mr.  Toots 
walks  home  with  Mr.  Feeder,  and  parts  with 
him  at  Doctor  Blimber's  door.  But  Mr.  Feeder 
only  goes  up  the  steps,  and,  when  Mr.  Toots  is 
gone,  comes  down  again,  to  stroll  upon  the 
beach  alone,  and  think  about  his  prospects.  Mr. 
Feeder  plainly  hears  the  waves  informing  him, 
as  he  loiters  along,  that  Doctor  Blimber  will  give 
up  the  business  ;  and  he  feels  a  soft  romantic 
pleasure  in  looking  at  the  outside  of  the  house, 
and  thinking  that  the  Doctor  will  first  paint  it, 
and  put  it  into  thorough  repair. 

Mr.  Toots  is  likewise  roaming  up  and  down 
outside  the  casket  that  contains  his  jewel ;  and 
in  a  deplorable  condition  of  mind,  and  not  im- 
suspected  by  the  police,  gazes  at  a  window 
where  he  sees  a  light,  and  which  he  has  no 
doubt  is  Florence's.  But  it  is  not,  for  that  is 
Mrs.  Skewton's  room  ;  and  while  Florence,  sleep- 
ing in  another  chamber,  dreams  lovingly,  in  the 
midst  of  the  old  scenes,  and  their  old  associa- 


tions live  again,  the  figure  which  in  grim  reality 
is  substituted  for  the  patient  boy's  on  the  same 
theatre,  once  more  to  connect  it — but  how  dif 
ferently  ! — with  decay  and  death,  is  stretched 
there,  wakeful  and  complaining.  Ugly  and 
haggard  it  lies  upon  its  bed  of  unrest ;  and  by 
it,  in  the  terror  of  her  unimpassioned  loveliness 
— for  it  has  terror  in  the  sufterer's  failing  eyes — 
sits  Edith.  What  do  the  waves  say  in  the  still- 
ness of  the  night  to  them  ? 

"  Edith,  what  is  that  stone  arm  raised  to  strike 
me  ?     Don't  you  see  it  ?  " 

"  There  is  nothing,  mother,  but  your  fancy." 

"  But  my  fancy !  Everything  is  my  fancy. 
Look  !     Is  it  possible  that  you  don't  see  it  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  mother,  there  is  nothing.  Should 
I  sit  unmoved  if  there  were  any  such  thing 
there  ?  " 

"  Unmoved  ?  " — looking  wildly  at  her — "  it's 
gone  now — and  why  are  you  so  unmoved  ?  That 
is  not  my  fancy,  Edith.  It  turns  me  cold  to  see 
you  sitting  at  my  side." 

"  I  am  sorry,  mother." 

"  Sorry  !  You  seem  always  sorry.  But  it  is 
not  for  me  !  " 

With  that  she  cries ;  and,  tossing  her  restless 
head  from  side  to  side  upon  her  pillow,  runs  on 
about  neglect,  and  the  mother  she  has  been,  and 
the  mother  the  good  old  creature  was  whom 
they  met,  and  the  cold  return  the  daughters  of 
such  mothers  make.  In  the  midst  of  lier  inco- 
herence, she  stops,  looks  at  her  daughter,  cries 
out  that  her  wits  are  going,  and  hides  her  face 
upon  the  bed. 

Edith,  in  compassion,  bends  over  her  and 
speaks  to  her.  The  sick  old  woman  clutches 
her  round  the  neck,  and  says  with  a  look  of 
horror, 

"  Edith !  we  are  going  home  soon ;  going 
back.     You  mean  that  I  shall  go  home  again  ?  " 

"  Yes,  mother,  yes." 

"  And  what  he  said — what'sdiis-name — I  never 
could  remember  names — Major — that  dreadful 
word,  when  we  came  away — it's  not  true? 
Edith  !  "  with  a  shriek  and  a  stare,  "  it's  not  tliat 
that  is  the  matter  with  me." 

Night  after  night  the  light  burns  in  the  win- 
dow, and  the  figure  lies  upon  the  bed,  and 
Edith  sits  beside  it,  and  the  restless  waves  are 
calling  to  them  both  the  whole  night  long. 
Night  after  night  the  waves  are  hoarse  with 
repetition  of  their  mystery ;  the  dust  lies  piled 
upon  the  shore  ;  the  sea  birds  soar  and  hover ; 
the  winds  and  clouds  are  on  their  trackless 
flight ;  the  white  arms  beckon,  in  the  moonlight, 
to  the  invisible  country  far  away. 

And  still  the  sick  old  woman  looks  into  the 
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corner,  where  the  stone  arm — part  of  a  figure  of 
some  tomb,  she  says — is  raised  to  strike  her. 
At  last  it  falls  ;  and  then  a  dumb  old  woman 
lies  upon  the  bed,  and  she  is  crooked,  and 
shrunk  up,  and  half  of  her  is  dead. 

Such  is  the  figure,  painted  and  patched  for 
the  sun  to  mock,  that  is  drawn  slowly  through 
the  crowd  from  day  to  day  ;  looking,  as  it  goes, 
for  the  good  old  creature  who  was  such  a 
mother,  and  making  mouths  as  it  peers  among 
the  crowd  in  vain.  Such  is  the  figure  that  is 
often  wheeled  down  to  the  margin  of  the  sea, 
and  stationed  there  ;  but  on  which  no  wind  can 
blow  freshness,  and  for  which  the  murmur  of  the 
ocean  has  no  soothing  word.  She  lies  and  listens 
to  it  by  the  hour  ;  but  its  speech  is  dark  and 
gloomy  to  her,  and  a  dread  is  on  her  face,  and 
when  her  eyes  wander  over  the  expanse,  they 
see  but  a  broad  stretch  of  desolation  between 
earth  and  heaven. 

Florence  she  seldom  sees,  and  when  she  does, 
is  angry  with  and  mows  at.  Edith  is  beside  her 
always,  and  keeps  Florence  away ;  and  Flo- 
rence, in  her  bed  at  night,  trembles  at  the 
thought  of  death  in  such  a  shape,  and  often 
wakes  and  listens,  thinking  it  has  come.  No 
one  attends  on  her  but  Edith.  It  is  better  that 
few  eyes  should  see  her ;  and  her  daughter 
watches  alone  by  the  bedside. 

A  shadow  even  on  that  shadowed  face,  a 
sharpening  even  of  the  sharpened  features,  and 
a  thickening  of  the  veil  before  the  eyes  into  a 
pall  that  shuts  out  the  dim  world,  is  come.  Her 
wandering  hands  upon  the  coverlet  join  feebly 
palm  to  palm,  and  move  towards  her  daughter  ; 
and  a  voice  not  like  hers,  not  like  any  voice  that 
speaks  our  mortal  language — says,  "  For  I  nursed 
you  !  " 

Edith,  without  a  tear,  kneels  down  to  bring 
her  voice  closer  to  the  sinking  head,  and 
answers  : 

"  Mother,  can  you  hear  me  ?  " 

Staring  wide,  she  tries  to  nod  in  answer. 

"  Can  you  recollect  the  night  before  I  mar- 
ried ?  " 

The  head  is  motionless,  but  it  expresses  some- 
how that  she  does. 

"  I  told  you  then  that  I  forgave  your  part  in 
it,  and  prayed  God  to  forgive  my  own.  I  told 
you  that  the  past  was  at  an  end  between  us.  I 
say  so  now  again.     Kiss  me,  mother." 

Edith  touches  the  white  lips,  and  for  a  mo- 
ment all  is  still.  A  moment  afterwards,  her 
mother,  with  her  girlish  laugh,  and  the  skeleton 
of  the  Cleopatra  manner,  rises  in  her  bed. 

Draw  the  rose-coloured  curtains.  There  is 
something  else  upon  its  flight  besides  the  wind 


and  clouds.     Draw  the  rose-coloured  curtains 
close  ! 

Intelligence  of  the  event  is  sent  to  Mr.  Dom- 
bey  in  town,  who  waits  upon  Cousin  Feenix 
(not  yet  able  to  make  up  his  mind  for  Baden- 
Baden),  who  has  just  received  it  too.  A  good- 
natured  creature  like  Cousin  Feenix  is  the  ver)' 
man  for  a  marriage  or  a  funeral,  and  his  position 
in  the  family  renders  it  right  that  he  should  be 
consulted. 

"  Dombey,"  says  Cousin  Feenix,  "  upon  my 
soul,  I  am  very  much  shocked  to  see  you  on 
such  a  melancholy  occasion.  My  poor  aunt  ! 
She  was  a  devilish  lively  woman." 

Mr.  Dombey  replies,  "  Very  much  so." 

"  And  made  up,"  says  Cousin  Feenix,  "  really 
young,  you  know,  considering.  I  am  sure,  on 
the  day  of  your  marriage,  I  thought  she  was 
good  for  another  twenty  years.  In  point  of  fact, 
I  said  so  to  a  man  at  Brooks's — little  Billy 
Joper— you  know  him,  no  doubt — man  with  a 
glass  in  his  eye  ?  " 

Mr.  Dombey  bows  a  negative.  "  In  reference 
to  the  obsequies,"  he  hmts,  "  whether  there  is 
any  suggestion " 

"  Well,  upon  my  life,"  says  Cousin  Feenix, 
stroking  his  chin,  which  he  has  just  enough  of 
hand  below  his  wristbands  to  do,  "  I  really  don't 
know.  There's  a  Mausoleum  down  at  my  place, 
in  the  park,  but  I'm  afraid  it's  in  bad  repair, 
and,  in  point  of  fact,  in  a  devil  of  a  state.  But 
for  being  a  little  out  at  elbows,  I  should  have 
had  it  put  to  rights ;  but  J  believe  the  people 
come  and  make  picnic  parties  there  inside  the 
iron  railings." 

Mr.  Dombey  is  clear  that  this  won't  do. 

"  There's  an  uncommon  good  church  in  the 
village,"  says  Cousin  Feenix  thoughtfully  ;  "  pure 
specimen  of  the  Anglo-Norman  style,  and  ad- 
mirably well  sketched,  too,  by  Lady  Jane  Finch- 
bury — woman  with  tight  stays — but  they've 
spoilt  it  with  whitewash,  I  understand,  and  it's 
a  long  journey." 

"  Perhaps  Brighton  itself,"  Mr.  Dombey  sug- 
gests. 

"  Upon  my  honour,  Dombey,  I  don't  think 
we  could  do  better,"  says  Cousin  Feenix.  "  It's 
the  spot,  you  see,  and  a  very  clieerful  place." 

"  And  when,"  hints  Mr.  Dombey,  "  would  it 
be  convenient  ?" 

"  I  shall  make  a  point,"  says  Cousin  Feenix, 
"  of  pledging  myself  for  any  day  you  think  best. 
I  shall  have  great  jjleasure  (melancholy  pleasure, 
of  coursc)in  following  my  poor  aunt  to  the  con- 
fines of  the in  point  of  fact,  to  the  grave," 

says  Cousin  Feenix,  failing  in  the  other  turn  of 
speech. 
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'•  Would  Monday  do  for  leaving  town  ?"  says 
Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Monday  would  suit  me  to  perfection,"  re- 
plies Cousin  Feenix.  Therefore  Mr.  Dombey 
arranges  to  take  Cousin  Feenix  down  on  that 
day,  and  presently  takes  his  leave,  attended  to 
the  stairs  by  Cousin  Feenix,  who  says,  at  part- 
ing, "  I'm  really  excessively  sorry,  Dombey,  that 
vou  should  have  so  much  trouble  about  it ;  "  to 
which  Mr.  Dombey  answers,  "  Not  at  all." 


At  the  appointed  time  Cousin  Feenix  and 
Mr.  Dombey  meet,  and  go  down  to  Brighton, 
and  representing,  in  their  two  selves,  all  the 
other  mourners  for  the  deceased  lady's  loss, 
attend  her  remains  to  their  place  of  rest.  Cousin 
Feenix,  sitting  in  the  mourning  coach,  recognises 
innumerable  acquaintances  on  the  road,  but  takes 
no  other  notice  of  them,  in  decorum,  than  check- 
ing them  off  aloud,  as  they  go  by,  for  Mr.  Dom- 
bey's  information,  as   "  Tom    Johnson.      Man 


'  MR.  TOOTS   REPLIES   BY  LAUNCHING  WILDLY  OUT  INTO   MISS   DOMBEY'S   PRAISES,   AND  BY   INSINUATIONS 
THAT  SOMETIMES   HE  THINKS   HE  SHOULD   LIKE  TO  BLOW  HIS   BRAINS   OUT." 


with  cork  leg,  from  White's.  What,  are  you 
here.  Tommy  ?  Foley  on  a  blood  mare.  The 
Smalder  girls  " — and  so  forth.  At  the  ceremony 
Cousin  Feenix  is  depressed,  observing,  that  these 
are  the  occasions  to  make  a  man  think,  in  point 
of  fact,  that  he  is  getting  shaky ;  and  his  eyes 
are  really  moistened  when  it  is  over.  But  he 
soon  recovers:  and  so  do  the  rest  of  Mrs. 
Skewton's  relatives  and  friends,  of  whom  the 
major  continually  tells  the  club  that  she  never 


did  wrap  up  enough ;  while  the  young  lady 
with  the  back,  who  has  so  much  trouble  with 
her  eyelids,  says,  with  a  little  scream,  that  she 
must  have  been  enormously  old,  and  that  she 
died  of  all  kinds  of  horrors,  and  you  mustn't 
mention  it. 

So  Edith's  mother  lies  unmentioned  of  her 
dear  friends,  who  are  deaf  to  the  waves  that  are 
hoarse  with  repetition  of  their  mystery,  and  blind 
to  the  dust  that  is  piled  upon  the  shore,  and  to 
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the  white  arms  that  are  beckoning,  in  the  moon- 
light, to  the  invisible  country  far  away.  But  all 
goes  on  as  it  was  wont  upon  the  margin  of  the 
unknown  sea ;  and  Edith  standing  there  alone, 
and  listening  to  its  waves,  has  dank  weed  cast 
up  at  her  feet,  to  strew  her  path  in  life  withal. 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

CONFIDENTIAL  AND  ACCIDENTAL. 

TTIRED  no  more  in  Captain  Cut- 
tle's sable  slops  and  sou'-wester  hat, 
but  dressed  in  a  substantial  suit  of 
brown  livery,  which,  while  it  affected 
to  be  a  very  sober  and  demure 
..yv  livery  indeed,  was  really  as  self-satisfied 
fiJ'Q^^  and  confident  a  one  as  tailor  need  de- 
•^^^  sire  to  make,  Rob  the  Grinder,  thus 
transformed  as  to  his  outer  man,  and  all  regard- 
less within  of  the  captain  and  the  Midshipman, 
except  when  he  devoted  a  few  minutes  of  his 
leisure  time  to  crowing  over  those  inseparable 
worthies,  and  recalling,  with  much  applauding 
music  from  that  brazen  instrument,  his  con- 
science, the  triumphant  manner  in  which  he  had 
disembarrassed  himself  of  their  company,  now 
served  his  patron,  Mr.  Carker.  Inmate  of  Mr. 
Carker's  house,  and  serving  about  his  person, 
Rob  kept  his  round  eyes  on  the  white  teeth 
jvith  fear  and  trembling,  and  felt  that  he  had 
need  to  open  them  wider  than  ever. 

He  could  not  have  quaked  more,  through  his 
whole  being,  before  the  teeth,  though  he  had 
come  into  the  service  of  some  powerful  en- 
chanter, and  they  had  been  his  strongest  spells. 
The  boy  had  a  sense  of  power  and  authority  in 
this  patron  of  his  that  engrossed  his  whole 
attention,  and  exacted  his  most  implicit  sub- 
mission and  obedience.  He  hardly  considered 
himself  safe  in  thinking  about  him  when  he  was 
absent,  lest  he  should  feel  himself  immediately 
taken  by  the  throat  again,  as  on  the  morning 
when  he  first  became  bound  to  him,  and  should 
see  every  one  of  the  teeth  finding  him  out,  and 
taxing  him  with  every  fancy  of  his  mind.  Face 
to  face  with  him,  Rob  had  no  more  doubt  that 
Mr.  Carker  read  his  secret  thoughts,  or  that  he 
could  read  them  by  the  least  exertion  of  his  will 
if  he  were  so  inclined,  than  he  had  that  Mr. 
Carker  saw  him  when  he  looked  at  him.  The 
ascendancy  was  so  complete,  and  held  him  in 
such  enthralment,  that,  hardly  daring  to  think 
at  all,  but  with  his  mind  filled  with  a  constantly 
dilating  impression  of  his  patron's  irresistible 


command  over  him,  and  power  of  doing  any- 
thing with  him,  he  would  stand  watching  his 
pleasure,  and  trying  to  anticipate  his  orders,  in 
a  state  of  mental  suspension  as  to  all  other 
things. 

Rob  had  not  informed  himself,  perhaps — in 
his  then  state  of  mind  it  would  have  been  an 
act  of  no  common  temerity  to  inquire — whether 
he  yielded  so  completely  to  this  influence  in  any 
part,  because  he  had  floating  suspicions  of  his 
patron's  being  a  master  of  certain  treacherous 
arts  in  which  he  had  himself  been  a  poor  scholar 
at  the  Grinders'  School.  But  certainly  Rob 
admired  him,  as  well  as  feared  him.  Mr. 
Carker,  perhaps,  was  better  acquainted  with  the 
sources  of  his  power,  whicii  lost  nothing  by  his 
management  of  it. 

On  the  very  night  when  he  left  tlie  captain's 
service,  Rob,  after  disposing  of  his  pigeons,  and 
even  making  a  bad  bargain  in  his  hurry,  had 
gone  straight  down  to  Mr.  Carker's  house,  and 
hotly  presented  himself  before  his  new  master 
with  a  glowing  face  that  seemed  to  expect  com- 
mendation. 

"  What,  scapegrace  !  "  said  Mr.  Carker,  glanc- 
ing at  his  bundle.  "  Have  you  left  your  situa- 
tion and  come  to  me  ?  " 

"Oh,  if  you  please,  sir,"  faltered  Rob,  "you 
said,  you  know,  when  I  come  here  last " 

"  /  said  !  "  returned  Mr.  Carker.  '•'  What  did 
I  say  ?  " 

"If  you  please,  sir,  you  didn't  say  nothing  at 
all,  sir,"  returned  Rob,  warned  by  the  manner 
of  this  inquiry,  and  very  much  disconcerted. 

His  patron  looked  at  him  with  a  wide  display 
of  gums,  and  shaking  his  forefinger,  observed  : 

"  You'll  come  to  an  evil  end,  my  vagabond 
friend,  I  foresee.  There's  ruin  in  store  for 
you." 

"  Oh,  if  you  please,  don't,  sir  !  "  cried  Rob, 
with  his  legs  trembling  under  him.  "  I'm  sure, 
sir,  I  only  want  to  work  for  you,  sir,  and  to  wait 
upon  you,  sir,  and  to  do  faithful  whatever  I'm 
bid,  sir." 

"  You  had  better  do  faithfully  whatever  you 
are  bid,"  returned  his  patron,  "  if  you  have  any- 
thing to  do  with  me." 

"  Yes,  I  know  that,  sir,''  pleaded  the  submis- 
sive Rob  ;  "  I'm  sure  of  that,  sir.  If  you'll  only 
be  so  good  as  try  me,  sir !  And  if  ever  you  find 
me  out,  sir,  doing  anything  against  your  wishes, 
I  give  you  leave  to  kill  me." 

"You  dog!"  said  Mr.  Carker,  leaning  back 
in  his  chair, and  smiling  at  him  serenely.  "  That's 
nothing  to  what  I'd  do  to  you,  if  you  tried  to 
deceive  me." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  replied  the  abject  Grinder,  "  I'm 
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sure  you  would  be  down  upon  me  dreadful,  sir. 
1  wouldn't  attempt  for  to  go  and  do  it,  sir,  not 
if  I  was  bribed  with  golden  guineas." 

Thoroughly  checked  in  his  expectation  of 
commendation,  the  crest-fallen  Grinder  stood 
looking  at  his  patron,  and  vainly  endeavouring 
not  to  look  at  him,  with  the  uneasiness  which  a 
cur  will  often  manifest  in  a  similar  situation. 

"  So  you  have  left  your  old  service,  and  come 
here  to  ask  me  to  take  you  into  mine,  eh  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Carker. 

"Yes,  if  you  please,  sir,"  returned  Rob,  who, 
in  doing  so,  had  acted  on  his  patron's  own  in- 
structions, but  dared  not  justify  himself  by  the 
least  insinuation  to  that  effect. 

"  Well !  "  said  Mr.  Carker.  "  You  know  me, 
boy?" 

"  Please,  sir,  yes,  sir,"  returned  Rob,  fumbling 
with  his  hat,  and  still  fixed  by  Mr.  Carker's  eye, 
and  fruitlessly  endeavouring  to  unfix  himself. 

Mr.  Carker  nodded.     "  Take  care,  then  !  " 

Rob  expressed  in  a  number  of  short  bows  his 
lively  understanding  of  this  caution,  and  was 
bowing  himself  back  to  the  door,  greatly  relieved 
by  the  prospect  of  getting  on  the  outside  of  it, 
when  his  patron  stopped  him. 

"  Halloa  !  "  he  cried,  calling  him  roughly  back. 
"  You  have  been Shut  that  door." 

Rob  obeyed  as  if  his  life  had  depended  on  his 
alacrity. 

"  You  have  been  used  to  eavesdropping.  Do 
you  know  what  that  means  ?  " 

"Listening,  sir?"  Rob  hazarded,  after  some 
embarrassed  reflection. 

His  patron  nodded.  '•  And  watching,  and  so 
forth." 

"  I  wouldn't  do  such  a  thing  here,  sir,"  an- 
swered Rob ;  "  upon  my  word  and  honour,  I 
wouldn't,  sir,  I  w'ish  I  may  die  if  I  would,  sir,  for 
anything  that  could  be  promised  to  me.  I 
should  consider  it  as  much  as  all  the  world  was 
worth  to  offer  to  do  such  a  thing,  unless  I  was 
ordered,  sir." 

"  You  had  better  not.  You  have  been  used, 
too,  to  babbling  and  tattling,"  said  his  patron 
with  perfect  coolness.  "  Beware  of  that  here, 
or  you're  a  lost  rascal,"  and  he  smiled  again, 
and  again  cautioned  him  with  his  forefinger. 

The  Grinder's  breath  came  short  and  thick 
with  consternation.  He  tried  to  protest  the 
purity  of  his  intentions,  but  could  only  stare  at 
the  smiling  gentleman  in  a  stupor  of  submission, 
with  which  the  smiling  gentleman  seemed  well 
enough  satisfied,  for  he  ordered  him  down-stairs, 
after  observing  him  for  some  moments,  in  silence, 
and  gave  him  to  understand  that  he  was  retained 
in  his  employment. 


This  was  the  manner  of  Rob  the  Grinder's 
engagement  by  Mr.  Carker,  and  his  awe-stricken 
devotion  to  that  gentleman  had  strengthened 
and  increased,  if  possible,  with  every  minute  of 
his  service. 

It  was  a  service  of  some  months'  duration, 
when  early  one  morning  Rob  opened  the  garden- 
gate  to  Mr.  Dombey,  who  was  come  to  breakfast 
with  his  master  by  appointment.  At  the  same 
moment  his  master  himself  came  hurrj'ing  forth 
to  receive  the  distinguished  guest,  and  give  him 
welcome  with  all  his  teeth. 

"  I  never  thought,"  said  Carker  when  he  had 
assisted  him  to  alight  from  his  horse,  "  to  see  you 
here,  I'm  sure.  This  is  an  extraordinary  day  in 
my  calendar.  No  occasion  is  very  special  to  a 
man  like  you,  who  may  do  anything ;  but,  to  a 
man  like  me,  the  case  is  widely  different." 

"  You  have  a  tasteful  place  here,  Carker,"  said 
Mr.  Dombey,  condescending  to  stop  upon  the 
lawn  to  look  about  him. 

"  You  can  afford  to  say  so,"  returned  Carker. 
"  Thank  you." 

"  Indeed,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  in  his  lofty 
patronage,  "  any  one  might  say  so.  As  far  as  it 
goes,  it  is  a  very  commodious  and  well-arranged 
place — quite  elegant." 

"As  far  as  it  goes,  truly,"  returned  Carker 
with  an  air  of  disparagement.  "  It  wants  that 
qualification.  Well !  we  have  said  enough  about 
it ;  and  though  you  can  afford  to  praise  it,  I 
thank  you  none  the  less.     Will  you  walk  in  ?  " 

Mr.  Dombey,  entering  the  house,  noticed,  as 
he  had  reason  to  do,  the  complete  arrangement 
of  the  rooms,  and  the  numerous  contrivances  for 
comfort  and  effect  that  abounded  there.  Mr. 
Carker,  in  his  ostentation  of  humility,  received 
this  notice  with  a  deferential  smile,  and  said  he 
understood  its  delicate  meaning,  and  appre- 
ciated' it,  but  in  truth  the  cottage  was  good 
enough  for  one  in  his  position — better,  perhaps, 
than  such  a  man  should  occupy,  poor  as  it  was. 

"  But  perhaps  to  you,  who  are  so  far  removed, 
it  really  does  look  better  than  it  is,"  he  said,  with 
his  false  mouth  distended  to  its  fullest  stretch. 
"Just  as  monarchs  imagine  attractions  in  the 
lives  of  beggars." 

He  directed  a  sharp  glance  and  a  sharp  smile 
at  Mr.  Dombey  as  he  spoke,  and  a  sharper  glance 
and  a  sharper  smile  yet,  when  Mr.  Dombey, 
diawing  himself  up  before  the  fire,  in  the  attitude 
so  often  copied  by  his  second  in  command, 
looked  round  at  the  pictures  on  the  walls.  Cur- 
sorily as  his  cold  eye  wandered  over  them, 
Carker's  keen  glance  accompanied  his,  and  kept 
pace  with  his,  marking  exactly  where  it  went, 
and  what  it  saw.     As  it  rested  on  one  picture  in 
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particular,  Carker  hardly  seemed  to  breathe,  his 
sidelong  scrutiny  was  so  cat-like  and  vigilant, 
but  the  eye  of  his  great  chief  passed  from  that, 
as  from  the  others,  and  appeared  no  more  im- 
pressed by  it  than  by  the  rest. 

Carker  looked  at  it — it  was  the  picture  that 
resembled  Edith — as  if  it  were  a  living  thing; 
and  with  a  wicked,  silent  laugh  upon  his  face, 
that  seemed  in  part  addressed  to  it,  though  it 
was  all  derisive  of  the  great  man  standing  so 
unconscious  beside  him.  Breakfast  was  soon 
set  upon  the  table :  and,  inviting  Mr.  Dombey 
to  a  chair  which  had  its  back  towards  this 
picture,  he  took  his  own  seat  opposite  to  it  as 
usual. 

Mr.  Dombey  was  even  graver  than  it  was  his 
custom  to  be,  and  quite  silent.  The  parrot, 
swinging  in  the  gilded  hoop  within  her  gaudy 
cage,  attempted  in  vain  to  attract  notice,  for 
Carker  was  too  observant  of  his  visitor  to  heed 
her;  and  the  visitor,  abstracted  in  meditation, 
looked  fixedly,  not  to  say  sullenly,  over  his  stiff 
neckcloth,  without  raising  his  eyes  from  the 
table-cloth.  As  to  Rob,  who  was  in  attendance, 
all  his  faculties  and  energies  were  so  locked  up 
in  observation  of  his  master,  that  he  scarcely 
ventured  to  give  shelter  to  the  thought  that  the 
visitor  was  the  great  gentleman  before  whom  he 
had  been  carried  as  a  certificate  of  the  family 
health  in  his  childhood,  and  to  whom  he  had 
been  indebted  for  his  leather  smalls. 

"  Allow  me,"  said  Carker  suddenly,  "  to  ask 
how  Mrs.  Dombey  is  ?  '' 

He  leaned  forward  obsequiously  as  he  made 
the  inquiry,  with  his  chin  resting  on  his  hand ; 
and,  at  the  same  time,  his  eyes  went  up  to  the 
picture,  as  if  he  said  to  it,  "  Now  see  how  I  will 
lead  him  on  !  " 

Mr.  Dombey  reddened  as  he  answered  : 

'•  Mrs.  Dombey  is  quite  well.  You  remind 
me,  Carker,  of  some  conversation  that  I  wish  to 
have  with  you." 

"  Robin,  you  can  leave  us,"  said  his  master,  at 
whose  mild  tones  Robin  started  and  disappeared, 
with  his  eyes  fixed  on  his  patron  to  the  last. 
'■  You  don't  remember  that  boy,  of  course  ?  "  he 
added  when  the  immeshed  Grinder  was  gone. 

"  No,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  with  magnificent 
indifterencc. 

"  Not  likely  that  a  man  like  you  would. 
Hardly  possible,"  murmured  Carker.  "  But  he 
is  one  of  that  family  from  whom  you  took  a 
nurse.  Perhaps  you  may  remember  having 
generously  charged  yourself  with  his  education?' 

"  Is  it  that  boy?"  said  Mr.  Dombey  with  a 
frown.  "  He  does  little  credit  to  his  education, 
I  believe." 


"  Why,  he  is  a  young  rip,  I  am  afraid,"  re- 
turned Carker  with  a  shrug.  "He  bears  that 
character.  But  the  truth  is,  I  took  him  into  my 
service  because,  being  able  to  get  no  other  em- 
ployment, he  conceived  (had  been  taught  at 
home,  I  dare  say)  that  he  had  some  sort  of 
claim  upon  you,  and  was  constantly  trying  to 
dog  your  heels  with  his  petition.  And  although 
my  defined  and  recognised  connection  with  your 
aftairs  is  merely  of  a  business  character,  still  I 
have  that  spontaneous  interest  in  everything  be- 
longing to  you,  that " 

He  stopped  again,  as  if  to  discover  whether 
he  had  led  Mr.  Dombey  far  enough  yet.  And 
again,  with  his  chin  resting  on  his  hand,  he 
leered  at  the  picture. 

"  Carker,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "I  am  sensible 
that  you  do  not  limit  your " 

"  Service,"  suggested  his  smiling  entertainer. 

"  No  ;  I  prefer  to  say  your  regard,"  observed 
Mr.  Dombey ;  very  sensible,  as  he  said  so,  that 
he  was  paying  him  a  handsome  and  flattering 
compliment,  "  to  our  mere  business  relations. 
Your  consideration  for  my  feelings,  hopes,  and 
disappointments,  in  the  little  instance  you  have 
just  now  mentioned,  is  an  example  in  point.  I 
am  obliged  to  you,  Carker." 

Mr.  Carker  bent  his  head  slowly,  and  very 
softly  rubbed  his  hands,  as  if  he  were  afraid  by 
any  action  to  disturb  the  current  of  Mr.  Dom- 
bey's  confidence. 

"  Your  allusion  to  it  is  opportune,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey  after  a  little  hesitation,  "  for  it  pre|)ares 
the  way  to  what  I  was  beginning  to  say  to  you, 
and  reminds  me  that  that  involves  no  absolutely 
new  relations  between  us,  although  it  may  in- 
volve more  personal  confidence  on  my  part  than 
I  have  hitherto " 

"Distinguished  me  with,"  suggested  Carker, 
bending  his  head  again.  "  I  will  not  say  to  you 
how  honoured  I  am ;  for  a  man  like  you  well 
knows  how  much  honour  he  has  in  his  power 
to  bestow  at  pleasure." 

"  Mrs.  Dombey  and  myself,"  said  ]\Ir.  Dom- 
bey, passing  this  compliment  with  august  self- 
denial,  "are  not  quite  agreed  upon  some  jioints. 
We  do  not  appear  to  understand  each  other 
yet.     Mrs.  Dombey  has  something  to  learn." 

"  Mrs.  Dombey  is  distinguished  by  many  rare 
attractions  ;  and  has  been  accustomed,  no  doubt, 
to  receive  much  adulation,"  said  the  smooth, 
sleek  watcher  of  his  slightest  look  and  tone. 
"  But  where  there  is  affection,  duty,  and  respect, 
any  little  mistakes  engendered  by  such  causes 
are  soon  set  right. ' 

Mr.  Dombey's  thoughts  instinctively  flew  back 
to  the  face  that  had  looked  at  him  in  his  wife's 


304 


DOMBE  V  AND  SOX. 


dressing-room,  when  an  imperious  hand  was 
stretched  towards  the  door :  and  remembering 
the  afiection,  duty,  and  respect  expressed  in  it, 
he  felt  the  blood  rush  to  his  own  face  quite  as 
plainly  as  the  watchful  eyes  upon  him  saw  it 
there. 

"  Mrs.  Dombey  and  myself,"  he  went  on  to 
say,  "  had  some  discussion,  before  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton's  death,  upon  the  causes  of  my  dissatisfac- 
tion ;  of  which  you  will  have  formed  a  general 
understanding  from  having  been  a  witness  of 
what  passed  between  iMrs.  Dombey  and  myself 


on  the  evening  when  you  were  at  our — at  my 
house." 

"  When  1  so  much  regretted  being  present," 
said  the  smiling  Carker.  "  Proud  as  a  man  in 
my  position  necessarily  must  be  of  your  familiar 
notice — though  I  give  you  no  credit  for  it;  you 
may  do  anything  you  please  without  losing  caste 
— and  honoured  as  I  was  by  an  early  presenta- 
tion to  Mrs.  Dombey,  before  she  was  made 
eminent  by  bearing  your  name,  I  almost  regretted 
that  night,  I  assure  you,  that  I  iiad  been  the 
object  of  such  especial  good  fortune." 


SAYS   COUSIN   FEENIX,    "  UPON   MY   SOUL,   I   AM  VERY  MUCH   SHOCKED  TO   SEE   YOU   ON   SUCH 
A   MEL.^NCHOLY'  OCCASION." 


That  any  man  could,  under  any  possible  cir- 
x:umstance5,  regret  the  being  distinguished  by 
his  condescension  and  patronage  was  a  moral 
phenomenon  which  Mr.  Dombey  could  not  com- 
prehend. He  therefore  responded,  with  a  con- 
siderable accession  of  dignity,  "  Indeed  !  And 
why,  Carker  ?  " 

"  I  fear,"  returned  the  confidential  agent, 
"  that  Mrs.  Dombey,  never  very  much  disposed 
to  regard  me  with  favourable  interest— one  in 
my  position  could  not  expect  that  from  a  lady 
naturally  proud,  and  whose  pri.le  becomes  her 


so  well— may  not  easily  forgive  my  innocent  part 
in  that  conversation.  Your  displeasure  is  no 
light  matter,  you  must  remember;  and  to  be 
visited  with  it  before  a  third  party " 

"  Carker,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  arrogantly ;  "  I 
presume  that  /am  the  first  consideration  ?  '\ 

"  Oh  !  Can  there  be  a  doubt  about  it  ?  " 
replied  the  other,  with  the  impatience  of  a  man 
admitting  a  notorious  and  incontrovertible  fact. 

"  Mrs.  Dombey  becomes  a  secondary  con- 
sideration when  we  are  both  in  question,  I 
imagine,"  said  Mr.  Dombey.     "  Is  that  so  ?" 
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"  Is  it  so  ?"  returned  Carker.  "  Do  you  know 
better  than  any  one  that  you  have  no  need  to 
ask?" 

"  Then  I  hope,  Carker,"  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
"  that  your  regret  in  the  acquisition  of  Mrs. 
Dombey's  displeasure  may  be  almost  counter- 
balanced by  your  satisfaction  in  retaining  my 
confidence  and  good  opinion." 

"  I  have  the  misfortune,  I  find,"  returned 
Carker,  "  to  have  incurred  that  displeasure.  Mrs. 
Dombey  has  e.xpressed  it  to  you  ?  " 

"  M  rs.  Dombey  has  expressed  various  opinions," 
said  Mr.  Dombey  with  majestic  coldness  and  in- 
difference, "in  which  I  do  not  participate,  and 
which  I  am  not  inclined  to  discuss,  or  to  recall. 
I  made  Mrs.  Dombey  acquainted,  some  time 
since,  as  I  have  already  told  you,  with  certain 
points  of  domestic  deference  and  submission  on 
which  I  felt  it  necessary  to  insist.  I  failed  to 
convince  Mrs.  Dombey  of  the  expediency  of  her 
immediately  altering  her  conduct  in  those  re- 
spects, with  a  view  to  her  own  peace  and  welfare, 
and  my  dignity ;  and  I  informed  Mrs.  Dombey 
that  if  I  should  find  it  necessary  to  object  or 
remonstrate  again,  I  should  express  my  opinion 
to  her  through  yourself,  my  confidential  agent." 

Blended  with  the  look  that  Carker  bent  upon 
him  was  a  devilish  look  at  the  picture  over  his 
head,  that  struck  upon  it  like  a  flash  of  lightning. 

"  Now,  Carker,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  I  do  not 
hesitate  to  say  to  you  that  I  7ot7/  carry  my  point. 
I  am  not  to  be  trifled  with.  Mrs.  Dombey  must 
understand  that  my  will  is  law,  and  that  I  cannot 
allow  of  one  exception  to  the  whole  rule  of  my 
life.  You  wxW  have  the  goodness  to  undertake 
this  charge,  which,  coming  from  me,  is  not  unac- 
ceptable to  you,  I  hope,  whatever  regret  you  may 
politely  profess — for  which  I  am  obliged  to  you 
on  behalf  of  Mrs.  Dombey ;  and  you  will  have 
the  goodness,  I  am  persuaded,  to  discharge  it  as 
exactly  as  any  other  commission." 

"  You  know,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  "  that  you  have 
only  to  command  me." 

"  I  know,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  with  a  majestic 
indication  of  assent,  "  that  I  have  only  to  com- 
mand you.  It  is  necessary  that  I  should  proceed 
in  this.     Mrs.  Dombey  is  a  lady  undoubtedly 

highly  qualified,  in  many  respects,  to " 

"  To  do  credit  even  to  your  choice,"  suggested 
Carker,  with  a  fawning  show  of  teeth. 

"Yes;  if  you  please  to  adopt  that  form  of 
words,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  in  his  tone  of  state ; 
"  and  at  present  I  do  not  conceive  that  Mrs. 
Dombey  does  that  credit  to  it  to  which  it  is 
entitled.  There  is  a  principle  of  opposition  in 
Mrs.  Dombey  that  must  be  eradicated  ;  that  must 
be  overcome  :  Mrs.  Dombey  does  not  appear  to 
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understand,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  forcibly,  "  that 
the  idea  of  opposition  to  Me  is  monstrous  and 
absurd." 

"  We,  in  the  City,  know  you  better,"  replied 
Carker,  with  a  smile  from  ear  to  ear. 

"  You  know  me  better,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 
"  I  hope  so.  Though,  indeed,  I  am  bound  to 
do  Mrs.  Dombey  the  justice  of  saying,  however 
inconsistent  it  may  seem  with  her  subsequent 
conduct  (which  remains  unchanged),  that  on  my 
expressing  my  disapprobation  and  determination 
to  her,  with  some  severity,  on  the  occasion  to 
which  I  have  referred,  my  admonition  appeared 
to  produce  a  very  powerful  effect."  Mr.  Dombey 
delivered  himself  of  those  words  with  most  por- 
tentous stateliness.  "  I  wish  you  to  have  the 
goodness,  then,  to  inform  Mrs.  Dombey,  Carker, 
from  me,  that  I  must  recall  our  former  conver- 
sation to  her  remembrance  in  some  surprise  that 
it  has  not  yet  had  its  effect.  That  I  must  insist 
upon  her  regulating  her  conduct  by  the  injunc- 
tions laid  upon  her  in  that  conversation.  That 
I  am  not  satisfied  with  her  conduct.  That  I  am 
greatly  dissatisfied  with  it.  And  that  I  shall  be 
under  the  very  disagreeable  necessity  of  making 
you  the  bearer  of  yet  more  unwelcome  and  ex- 
plicit communications,  if  she  has  not  the  good 
sense  and  the  proper  feeling  to  adapt  herself  to 
my  wishes,  as  the  first  Mrs.  Dombey  did,  and,  I 
believe  I  may  add,  as  any  other  lady  in  her  place 
would." 

"  The  first  Mrs.  Dombey  lived  very  happily," 
said  Carker. 

"  The  first  Mrs.  Dombey  had  great  good 
sen.se,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  in  a  gentlemanly 
toleration  of  the  dead,  "and  very  correct 
feeling." 

'•  Is  Miss  Dombey  like  her  mother,  do  you 
think?"  said  Carker. 

.Swiftly  and  darkly  Mr.  Dombey's  face  changed. 
His  confidential  agent  eyed  it  keenly. 

"  I  have  approached  a  painful  subject,"  he 
said  in  a  soft  regretful  tone  of  voice,  irrecon- 
cilable with  his  eager  eye.  "  Pray  forgive  me. 
I  forget  these  chains  of  association  in  the  interest 
I  have.     Pray  forgive  me." 

But,  for  all  he  said,  his  eager  eye  scanned  Mr, 
Dombey's  downcast  face  none  the  less  closely  ; 
and  then  it  shot  a  strange  triumphant  look  at 
the  picture,  as  appealing  to  it  to  bear  witness 
how  he  led  him  on  again,  and  what  was  coming. 

"  Carker,"  said  Mr.  IJombey,  looking  here 
and  there  upon  the  table,  and  speaking  in  :i 
somewhat  altered  and  more  hurried  voice,  and 
with  a  paler  lip,  "  there  is  no  occasion  for 
apology.  You  mistake.  The  association  is  with 
the  matter  in  hand,  and  not  with  any  rccollcc- 
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tion,  as  you  suppose.    I  do  not  approve  of  Mrs. 
Dombey's  behaviour  towards  my  daughter." 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  "  I  don't  quite 
understand." 

"  Understand,  then,"  returned  j\Ir.  Donibey, 
"  that  you  may  make  that — that  you  ivill  make 
that,  if  you  please — matter  of  direct  objection 
from  me  to  Mrs.  Dombey.  You  will  please 
to  tell  her  that  her  show  of  devotion  for  my 
daughter  is  disagreeable  to  me.  It  is  likely  to 
be  noticed.  It  is  likely  to  induce  people  to 
contrast  Mrs.  Dombey  in  her  relation  towards 
my  daughter,  with  Mrs.  Dombey  in  her  relation 
towards  myself.  You  will  have  the  goodness  to 
let  Mrs.  Dombey  know,  plainly,  that  I  object  to 
it;  and  that  I  expect  her  to  defer,  immediately, 
to  my  objection.  Mrs.  Dombey  may  be  in 
earnest,  oi:  she  may  be  pursuing  a  whim,  or  she 
may  be  opposing  me ;  but  I  object  to  it  in  any 
case,  and  in  every  case.  If  Mrs.  Dombey  is  in 
earnest,  so  mucli  the  less  reluctant  should  she 
be  to  desist ;  for  she  will  not  serve  my  daughter 
by  any  such  display.  If  my  wife  has  any  super- 
fluous gentleness  and  duty  over  and  above  her 
proper  submission  to  me,  she  may  bestow  them 
where  she  pleases,  perhaps ;  but  I  will  have 
submission  first! — Carker,"  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
checking  the  unusual  emotion  with  which  he 
had  spoken,  and  falling  into  a  tone  more  like 
that  in  which  he  was  accustomed  to  assert  his 
greatness,  "  you  will  have  the  goodness  not  to 
omit  or  slur  this  point,  but  to  consider  it  a  very 
important  part  of  your  instructions." 

Mr.  Carker  bowed  his  head,  and  rising  from 
the  table,  and  standing  thoughtfully  before  the 
fire,  with  his  hand  to  his  smooth  chin,  looked 
dowTi  at  Mr.  Dombey  with  the  evil  slyness  of 
some  monkish  carving,  half  human  and  half  brute; 
or  like  a  leering  face  on  an  old  water-spout. 
Mr.  Dombey,  recovering  his  composure  by  de- 
grees, or  cooling  his  emotion  in  his  sense  of 
having  taken  a  high  position,  sat  gradually  stift'- 
ening  again,  and  looking  at  the  parrot  as  she- 
swung  to  and  fro  in  her  great  wedding-ring. 
_  "  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Carker  after  a 
silence,  suddenly  resuming  his  chair,  and  draw- 
ing it  opposite  to  Mr.  Dombey's,  "but  let  me 
understand.  Mrs.  Dombey  is  aware  of  the  pro- 
bability of  your  making  me  the  organ  of  your 
displeasure  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Mr.  Dombey.     "  I  have  said 
so." 

^^' Yes,"  rejoined  Carker  quickly;  "but  why?" 
"  Why ! "  Mr.  Dombey  repeated,  not  without 

hesitation.     "  Because  I  told  her." 

"  Ay,"  replied  Carker.      "  But  why  did  you 

tell  her  ?     You  see,"  he  continued  with  a  smile, 


and  softly  laying  his  velvet  hand,  as  a  cat  might 
have  laid  its  sheathed  claws,  on  ]Mr.  Dombey's 
arm ;  "  if  I  perfectly  understand  what  is  in  your 
mind,  I  am  so  much  more  likely  to  be  useful, 
and  to  have  the  happiness  of  being  eftectually 
employed.  I  think  I  do  understand.  I  have  not 
the  honour  of  Mrs.  Dombey's  good  opinion.  In 
my  position  I  have  no  reason  to  expect  it ;  but 
I  take  the  fact  to  be,  that  I  have  not  got  it  ?" 

"  Possibly  not,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Consequently,"  pursued  Carker, ''  your  mak- 
ing these  communications  to  Mrs.  Dombey 
through  me  is  sure  to  be  particularly  unpalatable 
to  that  lady  ?  " 

"  It  appears  to  me,"  said  j\Ir.  Dombey  with 
haughty  reserve,  and  yet  with  some  embarrass- 
ment, "  that  Mrs.  Dombey's  views  upon  the 
subject  form  no  part  of  it  as  it  presents  itself  to 
you  and  me,  Carker.     But  it  may  be  so." 

"  And — pardon  me — do  I  misconceive  you," 
said  Carker,  "  when  I  think  you  descry  in  this  a 
likely  means  of  humbling  Mrs.  Dombey's  pride 
— I  use  the  word  as  expressive  of  a  quality 
which,  kept  within  due  bounds,  adorns  and 
graces  a  lady  so  distinguished  for  her  beauty 
and  accomplishments  —  and,  not  to  say  of 
punishing  her,  but  of  reducing  her  to  the  sub- 
mission you  so  naturally  and  justly  require  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  accustomed,  Carker,  as  you  know," 
said  Mr.  Dombey,  '■  to  give  such  close  reasons 
for  any  course  of  conduct  I  think  proper  to 
adopt,  but  I  will  gainsay  nothing  of  this.  If 
you  have  any  objection  to  found  upon  it,  that  is 
indeed  another  thing,  and  the  mere  statement 
that  you  have  one  wll  be  sufficient.  But  I  have 
not  supposed,  I  confess,  that  any  confidence  I 
could  intrust  to  you  would  be  likely  to  degrade 


you " 

"  Oh  !  /  degraded  ! "  exclaimed  Carker.  "  In 
your  service  ! " 

"  — Or  to  place  you,"  pursued  Mr.  Dombey, 
''in  a  false  position." 

"  /  in  a  false  position  ! "  exclaimed  Carker. 
"  I  shall  be  proud — delighted— to  execute  your 
trust.  I  could  have  wished,  I  own,  to  have 
given  the  lady  at  whose  feet  I  would  lay  my 
humble  duty  and  devotion — for  is  she  not  your 
wife  ? — no  new  cause  of  dislike  ;  but  a  wish  from 
you  is,  of  course,  paramount  to  every  other  con- 
sideration on  earth.  Besides,  when  Mrs.  Dombey 
is  converted  from  these  little  errors  of  judgment, 
incidental,  I  would  presume  to  say,  to  the  novelty 
of  her  situation,  I  shall  hope  that  she  will  per- 
ceive, in  the  slight  part  I  take,  only  a  grain^my 
removed  and  different  sphere  gives  room  for  little 
more — of  the  respect  for  you,  and  sacrifice  of  all 
considerations  to  you,  of  which  it  will  be  her 
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pleasure  and  privilege  to  garner  up  a  great  store 
every  day." 

Mr.  Dombey  seemed,  at  the  moment,  again  to 
see  her  with  her  hand  stretched  out  towards  the 
door,  and  again  to  hear  through  the  mild  speech 
of  his  confidential  agent  an  echo  of  the  words, 
"  Nothing  can  make  us  stranger  to  each  other 
than  we  are  henceforth  !  "  But  he  shook  off  the 
fancy,  and  did  not  shake  in  his  resolution,  and 
said,  "  Certainly,  no  doubt." 

"There  is  nothing  more?"  quoth  Carker, 
drawing  his  chair  back  to  its  old  place — for 
they  had  taken  little  breakfast  as  yet — and 
pausing  for  an  answer  before  he  sat  down. 

"  Nothing,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  but  this.  You 
will  be  good  enough  to  observe,  Carker,  that  no 
message  to  Mrs.  Dombey  with  which  you  are  or 
may  be  charged  admits  of  reply.  You  will  be 
good  enough  to  bring  me  no  reply.  Mrs.  Dombey 
is  informed  that  it  does  not  become  me  to  tem- 
porise or  treat  upon  any  matter  that  is  at  issue 
between  us,  and  that  what  I  say  is  final." 

Mr.  Carker  signified  his  understanding  of  these 
credentials,  and  they  fell  to  breakfast  with  what 
appetite  they  might.  The  Grinder  also,  in  due 
time,  reappeared,  keeping  his  eyes  upon  his 
master  without  a  moment's  respite,  and  passing 
the  time  in  a  reverie  of  worshipful  terror.  Break- 
fast concluded,  Mr.  Dombey's  horse  was  ordered 
out  again,  and  Mr.  Carker  mounting  his  own, 
they  rode  off  for  the  City  together. 

Mr.  Carker  was  in  capital  spirits,  and  talked 
much.  Mr.  Dombey  received  his  conversation 
with  the  sovereign  air  of  a  man  w-ho  had  a  right 
to  be  talked  to,  and  occasionally  condescended 
to  throw  in  a  few  words  to  carry  on  the  con- 
versation. So  they  rode  on  characteristically 
enough.  But  Mr.  Dombey,  in  his  dignity,  rode 
with  very  long  stirrups,  and  a  very  loose  rein, 
and  very  rarely  deigned  to  look  down  to  see 
where  his  horse  went.  In  consecpience  of  which 
it  happened  that  Mr.  Dombey's  horse,  while 
going  at  a  round  trot,  stumbled  on  some  loose 
stones,  threw  him,  rolled  over  him,  and  lashing 
out  with  his  iron-shod  feet,  in  his  struggles  to 
get  up,  kicked  him. 

Mr.  Carker,  quick  of  eye,  steady  of  hand,  and 
a  good  horseman,  was  afoot,  and  had  the  strug- 
gling animal  upon  his  legs  and  by  the  bridle,  in 
a  moment.  Otherwise  that  morning's  confidence 
would  have  been  Mr.  Dombey's  last.  Yet  even 
with  the  flush  and  hurry  of  this  action  red  upon 
him,  he  bent  over  his  prostrate  chief  with  every 
tooth  disclosed,  and  muttered  as  he  stooped 
down,  "  I  have  given  good  cause  of  offence  to 
Mrs.  Dombey  mnv,  if  she  knew  it  !  " 

Mr.  Dombey  being  insensible,  and  bleeding 


from  the  head  and  face,  was  carried  by  certain 
menders  of  the  road,  under  Carker's  direction, 
to  the  nearest  public-house,  which  was  not  fai 
off,  and  where  he  was  soon  attended  by  divers 
surgeons,  who  arrived  in  quick  succession  from 
all  parts,  and  who  seemed  to  come  by  some 
mysterious  instinct,  as  vultures  are  said  to  gather 
about  a  camel  who  dies  in  the  desert.  .After 
being  at  some  pains  to  restore  him  to  conscious- 
ness, these  gentlemen  examined  into  the  nature 
of  his  injuries.  One  surgeon  who  lived  hard  by 
was  strong  for  a  compound  fracture  of  the  leg, 
which  was  the  landlord's  opinion  also  ;  but  two 
surgeons  who  lived  at  a  distance,  and  were  only 
in  that  neighbourhood  by  accident,  combated 
this  opinion  so  disinterestedly,  that  it  was  de- 
cided at  last  that  the  patient,  though  severel}- 
cut  and  bruised,  had  broken  no  bones  but  a 
lesser  rib  or  so,  and  might  be  carefully  taken 
home  before  night.  His  injuries  being  dressed 
and  bandaged,  which  was  a  long  operation,  and 
he  at  length  left  to  repose,  Mr.  Carker  mounted 
his  horse  again,  and  rode  away  to  carry  the  in- 
telligence home. 

Crafty  and  cruel  as  his  face  w-as  at  the  best 
of  times,  though  it  was  a  sufficiently  fair  face  as 
to  form  and  regularity  of  feature,  it  was  at  its 
worst  when  he  set  forth  on  this  errand  ;  animated 
by  the  craft  and  cruelty  of  thoughts  within  him, 
suggestions  of  remote  possibility  rather  than  of 
design  or  plot,  that  made  him  ride  as  if  he 
hunted  men  and  women.  Drawing  rein  at 
length,  and  slackening  in  his  speed,  as  he  came 
into  the  more  public  roads,  he  checked  his  white- 
legged  horse  into  picking  his  way  along  as  usual, 
and  hid  himself  beneath  his  sleek,  hushed, 
crouching  marker,  and  his  ivory  smile,  as  he 
best  could. 

He  rode  direct  to  Mr.  Dombey's  house, 
alighted  at  the  door,  and  begged  to  see  Mrs. 
Dombey  on  an  affair  of  importance.  The  ser- 
vant who  showed  him  to  Mr.  Dombey's  own 
room  soon  returned  to  say  that  it  was  not  Mrs. 
Dombey's  hour  for  receiving  visitors,  and  that 
he  begged  pardon  for  not  having  mentioned  it 
before. 

Mr.  Carker,  who  was  quite  prepared  for  a  cold 
reception,  wrote  upon  a  card  that  he  must  take 
the  liberty  of  pressing  for  an  interview,  and  that 
he  would  not  be  so  bold  as  lo  do  so,  for  ilu 
second  time  (this  he  underlined),  if  he  were  not 
equally  sure  of  the  occasion  being  sufficient  for 
his  justification.  After  a  trifling  delay,  Mrs. 
Dombey's  maid  appeared,  and  conducted  him 
to  a  morning  room  up-stairs,  where  Kclilh  anil 
Florence  were  together. 

He  had  never  thought  Edith  half  so  beautiful 
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before.  Much  as  he  admired  the  graces  of  her 
face  and  form,  and  freshly  as  they  dwelt  within 
his  sensual  remembrance,  he  had  never  thought 
her  half  so  beautiful. 

Her  glance  fell  haughtily  upon  him  in  the 
doorway ;  but  he  looked  at  Florence — though 
only  in  the  act  of  bending  his  head,  as  he  came 
in — ^with  some  irrepressible  expression  of  the 
new  power  he  held  ;  and  it  was  his  triumph  to 
see  the  glance  droop  and  falter,  and  to  see  that 
lulith  Ivalf  rose  up  to  receive  him. 

He  was  very  sorry,  he  was  deeply  grieved; 
he  couldn't  say  with  what  unwillingness  he  came 
to  prepare  her  for  the  intelligence  of  a  very  slight 
accident.  He  entreated  Mrs.  Dombey  to  com- 
pose herself.  Upon  his  sacred  word  of  honour, 
there  was  no  cause  of  alarm.  But  Mr.  Dom- 
bey  

Florence  uttered  a  sudden  cry.  He  did  not 
look  at  her,  but  at  Edith.  Edith  composed  and 
reassured  her.  She  uttered  no  cry  of  distress. 
No,  no. 

Mr.  Dombey  had  met  with  an  accident  in 
riding.  His  horse  had  slipped,  and  he  had 
been  thrown. 

Florence  wildly  exclaimed  that  he  was  badly 
hurt ;  that  he  was  killed  ! 

No.  Upon  his  honour,  Mr.  Dombey,  though 
stunned  at  first,  was  soon  recovered,  and,  though 
certainly  hurt,  was  in  no  kind  of  danger.  If 
this  were  not  the  truth,  he,  the  distressed  in- 
truder, never  could  have  had  the  courage  to 
present  himself  before  Mrs.  Dombey.  It  was 
the  truth  indeed,  he  solemnly  assured  her. 

All  this  he  said  as  if  he  were  answering  Edith, 
and  not  Florence,  and  with  his  eyes  and  his 
smile  fastened  on  Edith. 

He  then  went  on  to  tell  her  where  Mr.  Dom- 
bey was  lying,  and  to  request  that  a  carriage  might 
be  placed  at  his  disposal  to  bring  him  home. 

"  Mamma,"  faltered  Florence  in  tears,  "  if  I 
might  venture  to  go  ! " 

Mr.  Carker,  having  his  eyes  on  Edith  when 
he  heard  these  words,  gave  her*a  secret  look, 
and  slightly  shook  his  head.  He  saw  how  she 
battled  wifh  herself  before  she  answered  him  with 
her  handsome  eyes,  but  he  wrested  the  answer 
from  her — he  showed  her  that  he  would  have  it, 
or  that  he  would  speak  and  cut  Florence  to  the 
heart — and  she  gave  it  to  him.  As  he  had 
looked  at  the  picture  in  the  morning,  so  he 
looked  at  her  afterwards,  when  she  turned  her 
eyes  away. 

"  I  am  directed  to  request,"  he  said,  "  that 
the  new  housekeeper— Mrs.  Pipchin,  I  think,  is 

the  name " 

Nothing  escaped  him.    He  saw,  in  an  instant, 


that  she  was  another  slight  of  Mr.  Dombey's  on 
his  wife. 

"  — May  be  informed  that  Mr.  Dombey  wishes 
to  have  his  bed  prepared  in  his  own  apartments 
down-stairs,  as  he  prefers  those  rooms  to  any 
other.  I  shall  return  to  Mr.  Dambey  almost 
immediately.  That  every  possible  attention  has 
been  paid  to  his  comfort,  and  that  he  is  the 
object  of  every  possible  solicitude,  I  need  not 
assure  you,  madam.  Let  me  again  say,  there  is 
no  cause  for  the  least  alarm.  Even  you  may  be 
quite  at  ease,  believe  me." 

He  bowed  himself  out  with  his  extremest 
show  of  deference  and  conciliation ;  and  having 
returned  to  Mr.  Dombey's  room,  and  there 
arranged  for  a  carriage  being  sent  after  him  to 
the  City,  mounted  his  horse  again  and  rode 
slowly  thither.  He  was  very  thoughtful  as  he 
went  along,  and  very  thoughtful  there,  and  very 
thoughtful  in  the  carriage  on  his  way  back  to  the 
place  where  Mr.  Dombey  had  been  left.  It  was 
only  when  sitting  by  that  gentleman's  couch 
that  he  was  quite  himself  again,  and  conscious 
of  his  teeth. 

About  the  time  of  twilight,  Mr.  Dombev, 
grievously  afflicted  with  aches  and  pains,  was 
helped  into  his  carriage,  and  propped  with  cloaks 
and  pillows  on  one  side  of  it,  while  his  confi- 
dential agent  bore  him  company  upon  the  other. 
As  he  was  not  to  be  shaken,  they  moved  at  little 
more  than  a  foot-pace  ;  and  hence  it  was  quite 
dark  when  he  was  brought  home.  Mrs.  Pipchin, 
bitter  and  grim,  and  not  oblivious  of  the  Peru- 
vian mines,  as  the  establishment  in  general  had 
good  reason  to  know,  received  him  at  the  door, 
and  freshened  the  domestics  with  several  little 
sprinklings  of  wordy  vinegar,  while  they  assisted 
in  conveying  him  to  his  room.  Mr.  Carker  re- 
mained in  attendance  until  he  was  safe  in  bed, 
and  then,  as  he  declined  to  receive  any  female 
visitor  but  the  excellent  Ogress  who  presided 
over  his  household,  waited  on  Mrs.  Dombey  once 
more,  with  his  report  on  her  lord's  condition. 

He  again  found  Edith  alone  with  Florence, 
and  he  again  addressed  the  whole  of  his  sooth- 
ing speech  to  Edith,  as  if  she  were  a  prey  to  the 
liveliest  and  most  affectionate  anxieties.  So 
earnest  he  was  in  his  respectful  sympathy,  that, 
on  taking  leave,  he  ventured — with  one  more 
glance  towards  Florence  at  the  moment — to 
take  her  hand,  and  bending  over  it,  to  touch  it 
with  his  lips. 

Edith  did  not  withdraw  the  hand,  nor  did 
she  strike  his  fair  face  with  it,  despite  the  flush 
upon  her  cheek,  the  bright  light  in  her  eyes,  and 
the  dilation  of  her  whole  form.  But  when  she 
was  alone  in  her  own  room,  she  struck  it  on  the 
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marble  chimney-shelf,  so  that,  at  one  blow,  it 
was  bruised,  and  bled ;  and  held  it  from  her, 
near  the  shining  fire,  as  if  she  could  have  thrust 
it  in  and  burned  it. 

Far  into  the  night  she  sat  alone,  by  the  sink- 
ing blaze,  in  dark  and  threatening  beauty,  watch- 
ing the  murky  shadows  looming  on  the  wall,  as 
if  her  thoughts  were  tangible  and  cast  them 
there.  Whatever  shapes  of  outrage  and  affront, 
and  black  foreshadowings  of  things  that  might 
happen,  flickered,  indistinct  and  giant-like,  be- 
fore her,  one  resented  figure  marshalled  them 
against  her.     And  that  figure  was  her  husband. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

THE  WATCHES   OF  THE  NIGHT. 

\  LORENCE,  long  since  awakened  from 
her  dream,  mournfully  observed  the 
estrangement  between  her  father  and 
Edith,  and  saw  it  widen  more  and 
more,  and  knew  that  there  was 
greater  bitterness  between  them  every 
Each  day's  added  knowledge  deep- 
ened the  shade  upon  her  love  and  hope, 
roused  up  the  old  sorrow  that  had  slumbered  for 
a  little  time,  and  made  it  even  heavier  to  bear 
than  it  had  been  before. 

It  had  been  hard — how  hard  may  none  but 
Florence  ever  know  ! — to  have  the  natural  affec- 
tion of  a  true  and  earnest  nature  turned  to 
agony ;  and  slight,  or  stern  repulse,  substituted 
for  the  tenderest  protection  and  the  dearest  care. 
It  had  been  hard  to  feel  in  her  deep  heart  what 
she  had  felt,  and  never  know  the  happiness  of 
one  touch  of  response.  But  it  was  much  more 
hard  to  be  compelled  to  doubt  either  her  father 
or  Edith,  so  affectionate  and  dear  to  her,  and  to 
think  of  her  love  for  each  of  them,  by  turns, 
with  fear,  distrust,  and  wonder. 

Yet  Florence  now  began  to  do  so  ;  and  the 
doing  of  it  was  a  task  imposed  upon  her  by  the 
very  purity  of  her  soul,  as  one  she  could  not  fly 
from.  She  saw  her  father  cold  and  obdurate  to 
Edith,  as  to  her;  hard,  indexible,  unyielding. 
Could  it  be,  she  asked  herself  with  starting  tears, 
that  her  own  dear  mother  had  been  made  un- 
happy by  such  treatment,  and  had  pined  away 
and  died  ?  Then  she  would  think  how  proud 
and  stately  Edith  was  to  every  one  but  her,  with 
what  disdain  she  treated  him,  how  distantly  she 
kept  ajjart  from  him,  and  what  she  had  said  on 
the  night  when  slie  came  home ;  and  ciuickly  it 
would  come  on   Florence,  almost  as  a  crime, 


that  she  loved  one  who  was  set  in  opposition  to 
her  father,  and  that  her  father,  knowing  of  it, 
must  think  of  her  in  his  solitary  room  as  the 
unnatural  child  who  added  this  wrong  to  the 
old  fault,  so  much  wept  for,  of  never  having  won 
his  fatherly  affection  from  her  birth.  The  next 
kind  word  from  Edith,  the  next  kind  glance, 
would  shake  these  thoughts  again,  and  make 
them  seem  like  black  ingratitude ;  for  who  but 
she  had  cheered  the  drooping  heart  of  Florence, 
so  lonely  and  so  hurt,  and  been  its  best  of  com- 
forters ?  Thus,  with  her  gentle  nature  yearn- 
ing to  them  both,  feeling  the  misery  of  botli, 
and  whispering  doubts  of  her  own  duty  to  both, 
Florence  in  her  wider  and  expanded  love,  and 
by  the  side  of  Edith,  endured  more  than  when 
she  had  hoarded  up  her  undivided  secret  in  the 
mournful  house,  and  her  beautiful  mamma  had 
never  dawned  upon  it. 

One  exquisite  unhappiness,  that  would  iiave 
fiir  outweighed  this,  Florence  was  spared.  She 
never  had  the  least  suspicion  that  Edith,  by  her 
tenderness  for  her,  widened  the  separation  from 
her  father,  or  gave  him  new  cause  of  dislike.  If 
Florence  had  conceived  the  possibility  of  such 
an  effect  being  wrought  by  such  a  cause,  what 
grief  she  would  have  felt,  what  sacrifice  she 
would  have  tried  to  make,  poor  loving  girl,  how 
fast  and  sure  her  quiet  passage  might  have  been 
beneath  it  to  the  presence  of  that  higher  Father 
who  does  not  reject  his  children's  love,  or  spurn 
their  tried  and  broken  hearts.  Heaven  knows  ! 
But  it  was  otherwise,  and  that  was  well. 

No  word  was  ever  spoken  between  Florence 
and  Edith,  now,  on  these  subjects.  Edith  had 
said  there  ought  to  be  between  them,  in  that 
wise,  a  division  and  a  silence  like  the  grave 
itself :  and  Florence  felt  that  she  was  right. 

In  this  state  of  aflairs  her  father  was  brought 
home  suffering  and  disabled  ;  and  gloomily  re- 
tired to  his  own  rooms,  where  he  was  tended  by 
servants,  not  approached  by  Edith,  and  had  no 
friend  or  companion  but  Mr.  Carker,  who  witii- 
drew  near  midnight. 

"  And  nice  company  he  is.  Miss  Floy,"  saiil 
Susan  Nipper.  "  Oh,  he's  a  precious  piece  of 
goods  !  If  ever  he  wants  a  character  don't  let 
him  come  to  me  whatever  he  does,  that's  all  1 
tell  him." 

"  Dear  Susan,"  urged  Florence,  "  don't  !  " 

"  Oh  it's  very  well  to  say  '  don't '  Miss  Floy," 
returned  the  Nipper,  much  exasperated;  "but 
raly  begging  your  pardon  we're  coming  to  such 
jjasses  that  it  turns  all  the  blood  in  a  person's 
body  into  pins  and  needles,  with  their  pints  all 
ways.  Don't  mistake  me,  Miss  Floy,  I  don't 
mean   nothing   again  your   ma-in-law  who    lias 
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alwaj's  treated  me  as  a  lady  should  though  she 
is  rather  high  I  must  say,  not  that  I  have  any 
right  to  object  to  that  particular,  but  when  we 
come  to  I\Irs.  Pipchinses  and  having  them  put 
over  us  and  keeping  guard  at  your  pa's  door 
like  crocodiles  (only  make  us  thankful  that  they 
lav  no  eggs  !)  we  are  a  growing  too  outrageous  !  " 

'"  Papa  thinks  well  of  Mrs.  Pipchin,  Susan," 
returned  Florence,  "  and  has  a  right  to  choose 
his  housekeeper,  you  know.     Pray  don't !  " 

"Well,  Miss  Floy,"  returned  the  Nipper, 
"  when  you  say  '  don't,'  I  never  do  I  hope,  but 
Mrs.  Pipchin  acts  like  early  gooseberries  upon 
me  miss,  and  nothing  less." 

Susan  was  unusually  emphatic  and  destitute  of 
punctuation  in  her  discourse  on  this  night,  which 
was  the  night  of.  Mr.  Dombey's  being  brought 
home,  because,  having  been  sent  down-stairs  by 
Florence  to  inquire  after  him,  she  had  been 
obliged  to  deliver  her  message  to  her  mortal 
enemy,  jNIrs.  Pipchin,  who,  without  carrying  it 
in  to  Mr.  Dombey,  had  taken  upon  herself  to 
return  what  Miss  Nipper  called  a  huffish  answer, 
on  her  own  responsibility.  This  Susan  Nipper 
construed  into  presumption  on  the  part  of  that 
exemplary  sufferer  bj'  the  Peruvian  mines,  and  a 
deed  of  disparagement  upon  her  young  lady  that 
was  not  to  be  forgiven  ;  and  so  far  her  emphatic 
state  was  special.  But  she  had  been  in  a  con- 
dition of  greatly  increased  suspicion  and  distrust 
ever  since  the  marriage  ;  for  like  most  persons  of 
her  quality  of  mind,  who  form  a  strong  and  sin- 
cere attachment  to  one  in  the  different  station 
which  Florence  occupied,  Susan  was  very  jealous, 
and  her  jealousy  naturally  attached  to  Edith, 
v.-ho  divided  her  old  empire,  and  came  between 
t'.iem.  Proud  and  glad  as  Susan  Nipper  truly 
v.-as  that  her  young  mistress  should  be  advanced 
towards  her  proper  place  in  the  scene  of  her  Old 
neglect,  and  that  she  should  have  her  father's 
handsome  wife  for  her  companion  and  protec- 
tress, she  could  not  relinquish  any  part  of  her 
own  dominion  to  the  handsome  wife,  without  a 
grudge  and  a  vague  feeling  of  ill-will,  for  which 
she  did  not  fail  to  find  a  disinterested  justifica- 
tion in  her  sharp  perception  of  the  pride  and 
passion  of  the  lady's  character.  From  the  back- 
ground to  which  she  had  necessarily  retired 
somewhat  since  the  marriage.  Miss  Nipper  looked 
on,  therefore,  at  domestic  affairs  in  general,  with 
a  resolute  conviction  that  no  good  would  come 
of  Mrs.  Dombey :  always  being  very  careful  to 
publish,  on  all  possible  occasions,  that  she  had 
nothing  to  say  against  her. 

'■  Susan,"  said  Florence,  who  was  sitting 
thoughtfully  at  her  table,  "it  is  very  late.  I  shall 
want  nothing  more  to-night." 


"  Ah,  Miss  Floy  !  "  returned  the  Nipper,  "  I'm 
sure  I  often  wish  for  them  old  times  when  I  sat 
up  with  you  hours  later  than  this  and  fell  aslee]j 
through  being  tired  out  when  you  was  as  broad 
awake  as  spectacles,  but  you've  ma's-in-law  to 
come  and  sit  with  you  now  Miss  Floy  and  I'm 
thankful  for  it  I'm  sure.  I've  not  a  word  to  say 
against  'em." 

"  I  shall  not  forget  who  was  my  old  compa- 
nion when  I  had  none,  Susan,"  returned  Flo- 
rence gently,  "  never  !  "  And  looking  up,  she 
put  her  arm  round  the  neck  of  her  humble 
friend,  drew  her  face  down  to  hers,  and  bidding 
her  good  night,  kissed  it ;  which  so  mollified 
Miss  Nipper,  that  she  fell  a  sobbing. 

"  Now  my  dear  Miss  Floy,"  said  Susan,  "  let 
me  go  down-stairs  again  and  See  how  your  pa  is, 
I  know  you're  wretched  about  him,  do  let  me 
go  down-stairs  again  and  knock  at  his  door  my 
own  self." 

"  No,"  said  Florence,  "go  to  bed.  We  shall 
hear  more  in  the  morning.  I  will  inquire  m\-- 
self  in  the  morning.  Mamma  has  been  down, 
I  dare  say  ;"  Florence  blushed,  for  she  had  no 
such  hope  ;  "  or  is  there  now,  perhaps.  Good 
night ! " 

Susan  was  too  much  softened  to  express  her 
private  opinion  on  the  probability  of  Mrs.  Dom- 
bey's being  in  attendance  on  her  husband  ;  and 
silently  withdrew.  Florence,  left  alone,  soon 
hid  her  head  upon  her  hands,  as  she  had  often 
done  in  other  days,  and  did  not  restrain  the 
tears  from  coursing  down  her  face.  The  misery 
of  this  domestic  discord  and  unhappiness ;  the 
withered  hope  she  cherished  now.  if  hope  it 
could  be  called,  of  ever  being  taken  to  her 
father's  heart ;  her  doubts  and  fears  between 
the  two  ;  the  yearning  of  her  innocent  breast  to 
both ;  the  heavy  disappointment  and  regret  of 
such  an  end  as  this  to  what  had  been  a  vision  of 
bright  hope  and  promise  to  her  ;  all  crowded  on 
her  mind,  and  made  her  tears  flow  fast.  Her 
mother  and  her  brother  dead,  her  father  un- 
moved towards  her,  Edith  opposed  to  him  and 
casting  him  away,  but  loving  her,  and  loved  by 
her,  it  seemed  as  if  her  affection  could  never 
prosper,  rest  where  it  would.  That  weak  thought 
was  soon  hushed,  but  the  thoughts  in  ^\hich  it 
had  arisen  were  too  true  and  strong  to  be  dis- 
missed with  it ;  and  they  made  the  night  desolate. 

Among  such  reflections  there  rose  up,  as  there 
had  risen  up  all  day,  the  image  of  her  father, 
wounded  and  in  pain,  alone  in  his  own  room, 
untended  by  those  who  should  be  nearest  to 
him,  and  passing  the  tardy  hours  in  lonely  suf- 
fering. A  frightened  thought  which  made  her 
start  and  clasp  her  hands — though  it  was  not  a 
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new  one  in  her  mind — that  he  might  die,  and 
never  see  her  or  pronounce  her  name,  thrilled 
her  whole  frame.  In  her  agitation  she  thought, 
and  trembled  while  she  thought,  of  once  more 
stealing  down-stairs,  and  venturing  to  his  door. 

She  listened  at  her  own.  The  house  was 
quiet,  and  all  the  lights  were  out.  It  was  a  long, 
long  time,  she  thought,  since  she  used  to  make 
her  nightly  pilgrimages  to  his  door !  It  was  a 
long,  long  time,  she  tried  to  think,  since  she  had 
entered  his  room  at  midnight,  and  he  had  led 
her  back  to  the  stair-foot ! 

With  the  same  child's  heart  within  her  as  of 
old  :  even  with  the  child's  sweet  timid  eyes  and 
clustering  hair :  Florence,  as  strange  to  her 
father  in  her  early  maiden  bloom  as  in  her  nur- 
sery time,  crept  down  the  staircase,  listening  as 
she  went,  and  drew  near  to  his  room.  No  one 
was  stirring  in  the  house.  The  door  was  partly 
open  to  admit  air ;  and  all  was  so  still  wdthin, 
that  she  could  hear  the  burning  of  the  fire,  and 
count  the  ticking  of  the  clock  that  stood  upon 
the  chimney-piece. 

She  looked  in.  In  that  room  the  house- 
keeper, wrapped  in  a  blanket,  was  fast  asleep  in 
an  easy-chair  before  the  fire.  The  doors  be- 
tween it  and  the  next  were  partly  closed,  and  a 
screen  was  drawn  before  them ;  but  there  was  a 
light  there,  and  it  shone  upon  the  cornice  of  his 
bed.  All  was  so  very  still  that  she  could  hear 
from  his  breathing  that  he  was  asleep.  This  gave 
her  courage  to  pass  round  the  screen,  and  look 
into  his  chamber. 

It  was  as  great  a  start  to  come  upon  his  sleep- 
ing face  as  if  she  had  not  expected  to  see  it. 
Florence  stood  arrested  on  the  spot,  and,  if  he 
had  awakened  then,  must  have  remained  there. 

There  was  a  cut  upon  his  forehead,  and  they 
]iad  been  wetting  his  hair,  which  lay  bedabbled 
and  entangled  on  the  pillow.  One  of  his  arms, 
resting  outside  the  bed,  was  bandaged  up,  and 
he  was  very  white.  But  it  was  not  this  that, 
after  the  first  quick  glance,  and  first  assurance  of 
his  sleeping  quietly,  held  Florence  rooted  to  the 
ground.  It  was  something  very  different  from 
this,  and  more  than  this,  that  made  him  look  so 
solemn  in  her  eyes. 

She  had  never  seen  his  face  in  all  her  life,  but 
there  had  been  upon  it — or  she  fancied  so — 
some  disturbing  consciousness  of  her.  She  had 
never  seen  his  face  in  all  her  life,  but  hope  had 
sunk  within  her,  and  her  timid  glance  had 
drooped  before  its  stern,  unloving,  and  repelling 
harshness.  As  she  looked  ujjon  it  now,  she  saw 
it,  for  the  first  time,  free  from  the  cloud  that  had 
darkened  her  childhood.  Calm,  tran(iuil  night 
was  reigning  in  its  stead.     He  might  have  gone 


to  sleep,  for  anything  she  saw  there,  blessing 
her. 

Awake,  unkind  father  !  Awake  now,  sullen 
nian  !  The  time  is  flitting  by ;  the  hour  is  com- 
ing with  an  angry  tread.     Awake  ! 

There  was  no  change  upon  his  face ;  and  as 
she  watched  it,  awfully,  its  motionless  repose 
recalled  the  faces  that  were  gone.  So  they 
looked,  so  would  he  ;  so  she,  his  weeping  child, 
who  should  say  when  ?  so  all  the  world  of  lo\-e 
and  hatred  and  indifference  around  them ! 
^Vhen  that  time  should  come,  it  would  not  be 
the  heavier  to  him  for  this  that  she  was  going  to 
do;  and  it  might  fall  something  lighter  upon 
her. 

She  stole  close  to  the  bed,  and,  drawing  in 
her  breath,  bent  down,  and  softly  kissed  him  on 
the  face,  and  laid  her  own  for  one  brief  moment 
by  its  side,  and  put  the  arm,  with  wliich  she 
dared  not  touch  him,  round  about  him  on  the 
pillow. 

Awake,  doomed  man,  while  she  is  near  !  The 
time  ii  flitting  by ;  the  hour  is  coming  with  an 
angry  tread ;  its  foot  is  in  the  house.     Awake  ! 

In  her  mind  she  prayed  to  God  to  bless  her 
father,  and  to  soften  him  towards  her,  if  it  might 
be  so  ;  and  if  not,  to  forgive  him  if  he  was  wrong, 
and  pardon  her  the  prayer,  which  almost  seemed 
impiety.  Antl  doing  so,  and  looking  back  at 
him  with  blinded  eyes,  and  stealing  timidly 
away,  passed  out  of  his  room,  and  crossed  the 
other,  and  w^as  gone. 

He  may  sleep  on  now.  He  may  sleep  on 
while  he  may.  But  let  him  look  for  thai  slight 
figure  when  he  wakes,  and  find  it  near  him  when 
the  hour  is  come  ! 

Sad  and  grieving  was  the  heart  of  Florence  as 
she  crept  up-stairs.  The  quiet  house  had  grown 
more  dismal  since  she  came  down.  The  sleep 
she  had  been  looking  on,  in  the  dead  of  night, 
had  the  solemnity  to  her  of  death  and  life  in 
one.  The  secrecj'  and  silence  of  her  own  pro- 
ceeding made  the  night  secret,  silent,  and  op- 
pressive. She  felt  unwilling,  ahnost  unable,  to 
go  on  to  her  own  chamber ;  and  turning  into  the 
dra^\■ing-roonls,  where  the  clouded  moon  was 
shining  through  the  blinds,  looked  out  into  the 
em])ty  streets. 

The  wind  was  blowing  drearily.  The  lamps 
looked  pale,  and  shook  as  if  they  were  cold. 
There  was  a  distant  glimmer  of  something  that 
was  not  quite  darkness,  rather  than  of  light,  in 
the  sky;  and  foreboding  night  was  shivering  and 
restless,  as  the  dying  are  who  make  a  troubled 
end.  Florence  remembered  how,  as  a  watcher 
by  a  sick  bed,  she  had  noted  this'  bleak  time, 
and   felt   its   influence,  as  if  in  some  hidden 
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natural  antipathy  to  it;  and  now  it  was  very, 
very  gloomy. 

Her  mamma  had  not  come  to  her  room  that 
night,  which  was  one  cause  of  her  having  sat 
late  out  of  her  bed.  In  her  general  uneasiness, 
no  less  than  in  her  ardent  longing  to  have  some- 
body to  speak  to,  and  to  break  this  spell  of 
gloom  and  silence,  Florence  directed  her  steps 
towards  the  chamber  where  she  slept. 

The  door  was  not  fastened  within,  and  yielded 
smoothly  to  her  hesitating  hand.  She  was  sur- 
prised to  find  a  bright  light  burning ;  still  more 
surprised,  on  looking  in,  to  see  that  her  mamma, 
but  partially  undressed,  was  sitting  near  the  ashes 
of  the  fire,  which  had  crumbled  and  dropped  away. 
Her  eyes  were  intently  bent  upon  the  air  ;  and  in 
their  light,  and  in  her  face,  and  in  her  form,  and 
in  the  grasp  with  which  she  held  the  elbows  of 
her  chair  as  if  about  to  start  up,  Florence  saw 
such  fierce  emotion  that  it  terrified  her. 

"  Mamma  !"  she  cried,  "what  is  the  matter?" 

Edith  started;  looking  at  her  with  such  a 
strange  dread  in  her  face,  that  Florence  was 
more  frightened  than  before. 

"  Mamma  ! "  said  Florence,  hurriedly  ad- 
vancing.    "  Dear  mamma  !  what  is  the  matter?" 

"  I  have  not  been  well,"  said  Edith,  shaking, 
and  still  looking  at  her  in  the  same  strange  way. 
"  I  have  had  bad  dreams,  my  love." 

"  And  not  yet  been  to  bed,  mamma?" 

"  No,"  she  returned.     "  Half  waking  dreams." 

Her  features  gradually  softened  ;  and  suffering 
Florence  to  come  close  to  her,  within  her  em- 
brace, she  said  in  a  tender  manner,  "  But  what 
does  my  bird  do  here  ?  What  does  my  bird  do 
here  ?  " 

"  I  have  been  uneasy,  mamma,  in  not  seeing 
you  to-night,  and  in  not  knowing  how  papa  was  ; 
and  I " 

Florence  stopped  there,  and  said  no  more. 

"  Is  it  late  ? "  asked  lidith,  fondly  putting 
back  the  curls  that  mingled  with  her  own  dark 
hair,  and  strayed  upon  her  face. 

"  Very  late.     Near  day." 

"  Near  day  ! "  she  repeated  in  surprise. 

"  Dear  mamma,  what  have  you  done  to  your 
hand  ?  "  said  Florence. 

Edith  drew  it  suddenly  away,  and,  for  a 
moment,  looked  at  her  with  the  same  strange 
dread  (there  was  a  sort  of  wild  avoidance  in  it) 
as  before ;  but  she  presently  said,  "  Nothing, 
nothing.  A  blow."  And  then  she  said,  "  My 
Florence  !  "  And  then  her  bosom  heaved,  and 
she  was  weeping  passionately. 

"  Mamma  !  "  said  Florence.  "  Oh,  mamma, 
what  can  I  do,  what  should  I  do,  to  make  us 
happier  ?     Is  tb.ere  anything  ?  " 


"  Nothing,"  she  replied. 

"  Are  you  sure  of  that  ?  Can  it  never  be  ? 
If  I  speak  now  of  what  is  in  my  thoughts,  in 
spite  of  what  we  have  agreed,"  said  Florence, 
"  you  will  not  blame  me,  will  you  ?  " 

"  It  is  useless,"  she  replied,  "  useless.  I  have 
told  you,  dear,  that  I  have  had  bad  dreams. 
Nothing  can  change  them,  or  prevent  their 
coming  back." 

"  I  do  not  understand,"  said  Florence,  gazing 
on  her  agitated  face,  which  seemed  to  darken  as 
she  looked. 

"  I  have  dreamed,"  said  Edith  in  a  low  voice, 
"  of  a  pride  that  is  all-powerless  for  good,  all- 
powerful  for  evil ;  of  a  pride  that  has  been  galled 
and  goaded,  through  many  shameful  years,  and 
has  never  recoiled  except  upon  itself;  a  pride 
that  has  debased  its  owner  with  the  conscious- 
ness of  deep  humiliation,  and  never  helped  its 
owner  boldly  to  resent  it  or  avoid  it,  or  to  say, 
'  This  shall  not  be  ! '  a  pride  that,  rightly  guided, 
might  have  led  perhaps  to  better  things,  but 
which,  misdirected  and  perverted,  like  all  else 
belonging  to  the  same  possessor,  has  been  sel:- 
contempt,  mere  hardihood  and  ruin." 

She  neither  looked  nor  spoke  to  Florence  now, 
but  went  on  as  if  she  were  alone. 

"I  have  dreamed,"  she  said,  "of  such  indif- 
ference and  callousness,  arising  from  this  self- 
contempt ;  this  wretched,  inefticient,  miserable 
pride;  that  it  has  gone  on  with  listless  steps 
even  to  the  altar,  yielding  to  the  old,  familiar, 
beckoning  finger, — oh,  mother,  oh,  mother  ! — 
while  it  spurned  it ;  and  willing  to  be  hateful  to 
itself  for  once  and  for  all,  rather  than  to  be  stung 
daily  in  some  new  form.     Mean,  poor  thing !" 

And  now,  with  gathering  and  darkening  emo- 
tion, she  looked  as  she  had  looked  when 
Florence  entered. 

"And  I  have  dreamed,"  she  said,  "that  in  a 
first  late  effort  to  achieve  a  purpose,  it  has  been 
trodden  on,  and  trodden  down  by  a  base  foot, 
but  turns  and  looks  upon  him.  I  have  dreamed 
that,  it  is  wounded,  hunted,  set  upon  by  dogs, 
but  that  it  stands  at  bay,  and  will  not  yield  ;  no, 
that  it  cannot  if  it  would ;  but  that  it  is  urged 
on  to  hate  him,  rise  against  him,  and  defy 
him ! " 

Her  clenched  hand  tightened  on  the  trembling 
arm  she  had  in  hers,  and,  as  she  looked  down 
on  the  alarmed  and  wondering  face,  her  own 
subsided.  "  Oh,  Florence  !  "  she  said,  "  I  think 
I  have  been  nearly  mad  to-night !  "  and  humbled 
her  proud  head  upon  her  neck,  and  wept  again. 

"  Don't  leave  me  !  be  near  me  !  I  have  no 
hope  but  in  you  ! "  These  words  she  said  a 
score  of  times. 
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Soon  she  grew  calmer,  and  was  full  of  pity  for 
the  tears  of  Florence,  and  for  her  waking  at  such 
untimely  hours.  And  the  day  now  dawning, 
Edith  folded  her  in  her  arms  and  laid  her  down 
upon  her  bed,  and,  not  lying  down  herself,  sat 
by  her,  and  bade  her  try  to  sleep. 

"  For  you  are  weary,  dearest,  and  unhappy, 
and  should  rest." 

"  I  am  indeed  unhappy,  dear  mamma,  to- 
night," said  Florence.  "  But  you  are  weary  and 
unhappy  too." 

"  Not  when  you  lie  asleep  so  near  me,  sweet." 

They  kissed  each  other,  and  Florence,  worn 
out,  gradually  fell  into  a  gentle  slumber ;  but,  as 
her  eyes  closed  on  the  face  beside  her,  it  was  so 
sad  to  think  upon  the  face  down-stairs,  that  her 
hand  drew  closer  to  Edith  for  some  comfort; 
yet,  even  in  the  act,  it  faltered,  lest  it  should  be 
deserting  him.  So,  in  her  sleep,  she  tried  to 
reconcile  the  two  together,  and  to  show  them 
that  she  loved  them  both,  but  could  not  do  it, 
and  her  waking  grief  was  part  of  her  dreams. 

Edith,  sitting  by,  looked  down  at  the  dark 
eyelashes  lying  wet  on  the  flushed  cheeks,  and 
looked  with  gentleness  and  pity,  for  she  knew 
the  truth.  But  no  sleep  hung  upon  her  own 
eyes.  As  the  day  came  on  she  still  sat  watching 
and  waking,  with  the  placid  hand  in  hers,  and 
sometimes  whispered,  as  she  looked  at  the 
hushed  face,  "  Be  near  me,  Florence  ;  I  have  no 
hope  but  in  you  ! " 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 


A   SEPAR.\TION. 


ITH  the  day,  though  not  so  early 
as  the  sun,  uprose  Miss  Susan 
Nipper.     There  was  a  heaviness  in 

P  ,,,„...„  this  voung  maiden's  exceedingly 
<y^^iM  sharp  black  eyes,  that  abated  some- 
_^  ''^  what  of  their  sparkling,  and  sug- 
ft^SJ)^  gested — which  was  not  their  usual  cha- 
-the  possibility  of  their  being 
sometimes  shut.  There  was  likewise  a  swollen 
look  about  them,  as  if  they  had  been  crying  over- 
night. But  the  Nipper,  so  far  from  being  cast 
down,  was  singularly  brisk  and  bold,  and  all  her 
energies  appeared  to  be  braced  up  for  some 
great  feat.  This  was  noticeable  even  in  her 
dress,  which  was  much  more  tight  and  trim  than 
usual ;  and  in  occasional  twilciies  of  her  head  as 
she  went  about  the  liousc,  which  were  mightily 
expressive  of  determination. 

In  a  word,  she  had  formed  a  determination. 


and  an  aspiring  one  :  it  being  nothing  less  than 
this— to  penetrate  to  Mr.  Dombey's  presence, 
and  have  speech  of  that  gentleman  alone.  "  I 
have  often  said  I  would,"  she  remarked,  in  a 
threatening  manner,  to  herself,  that  morning, 
with  many  twitches  of  her  head,  "  and  now  I 
will!" 

Spurring  herself  on  to  the  accomplishment  of 
this  desperate  design  with  a  sharpness  that  was 
peculiar  to  herself,  Susan  Nipper  haunted  the 
hall  and  staircase  during  the  whole  forenoon, 
without  finding  a  favourable  opportunity  for  the 
assault.  Not  at  all  baffled  by  this  discomfiture, 
which,  indeed,  had  a  stimulating  effect,  and  put 
her  on  her  mettle,  she  diminished  nothing  of 
her  vigilance  ;  and  at  last  discovered,  towards 
evening,  that  her  sworn  foe,  Mrs.  Pipchin,  under 
pretence  of  having  sat  up  all  night,  was  dozing 
in  her  own  room,  and  that  Mr.  Dombey  was 
lying  on  his  sofa  unattended. 

With  a  twitch — not  of  her  head  merely,  this 
time,  but  of  her  whole  self — the  Nipper  went  on 
tiptoe  to  Mr.  Dombey's  door,  and  knocked. 
"  Come  in !  "  said  Mr.  Uombey.  Susan  en- 
couraged herself  with  a  final  twitch,  and  went  in. 

Mr.  Dombey,  who  was  eyeing  the  fire,  gave 
an  amazed  look  at  his  visitor,  and  raised  him- 
self a  little  on  his  arm.  The  Nipper  dropped  a 
curtsy. 

"  What  do  you  want?"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

'•  If  you  please,  sir,  I  wish  to  speak  to  you," 
said  Susan. 

Mr.  Dombey  moved  his  lips  as  if  he  were 
repeating  the  words,  but  he  seemed  so  lost  in 
astonishment  at  the  presumption  of  the  young 
woman  as  to  be  incapable  of  giving  them  utter- 
ance. 

"  I  have  been  in  yoar  service,  sir,"  said  Susan 
Nipper  with  her  usual  rapidity,  "  now  twelve 
year  a  waiting  on  Miss  Floy  my  own  young  lady 
who  couldn't  speak  plain  when  I  first  come 
here  and  I  was  old  in  this  house  when  Mrs. 
Richards  was  new,  I  may  not  be  Meethosalem, 
but  I  am  not  a  child  in  arms." 

Mr.  Dombey,  raised  upon  his  arm,  and  looking 
at  her,  ofi'ercil  no  comment  on  tliis  preparatory 
statement  of  facts. 

"  There  never  was  a  dearer  or  a  blessedcr 
young  lady  than  is  my  young  lady,  sir,"  said 
Susan,  "and  I  ought  to  know  a  great  deal  better 
than  some  for  I  have  seen  her  in  her  grief  and  I 
have  seen  her  in  her  joy  (there's  not  been  much 
of  it)  and  I  have  seen  her  with  her  brother  and 
I  have  seen  her  in  her  loneliness  and  some  have 
never  seen  her,  and  I  say  to  some  and  all — I 
do!"  and  here  the  black-eyed  shook  her  head, 
and  slightly  stamped  her  foot :  "  that  she's  the 
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blessedest  and  dearest  angel  is  Miss  Floy  that  [ 
ever  drew  the  breath  of  life,  the  more  that  I  was 
torn  to  pieces  sir  the  more  I'd  say  it  though  I 
may  not  be  a  Fox's  Martyr." 

Mr.  Dombey  turned  )-et  paler  than  his  fall  had 
made  him  widi  indignation  and  astonishment ; 
and  kept  his  eyes  upon  the  speaker  as  if  he 
accused  them,  and  his  ears  too,  of  playing  him 
false. 

'•  No  one  could  be  anything  but  true  and 
faithful  to  Miss  Floy,  sir,"  pursued  Susan,  "  and 
I  take  no  merit  for  my  service  of  twelve  year, 
for  I  love  her — yes,  I  say  to  some  and  all  I  do  ! " 
— and  here  the  black-eyed  shook  her  head  again, 
and  slightly  stamped  her  foot  again,  and  checked 
a  sob ;  "  but  true  and  faithful  service  gives  me 
right  to  speak  I  hope,  and  speak  I  must  and 
will  now,  right  or  wrong." 

"  ^\'hat  do  you  mean,  woman  ? "  said  Mr. 
Dombey,  glaring  at  her.  "  How  do  you  dare?" 
"  What  I  mean,  sir,  is  to  speak  respectful  and 
without  offence,  but  out,  and  how  I  dare  I  know 
not  but  I  do!"  said  Susan.  "Oh!  you  don't 
know  my  young  lady  sir  you  don't  indeed,  you'd 
never  know  so  little  of  her,  if  you  did." 

Mr.  Dombey,  in  a  fury,  put  his  hand  out  for 
the  bell-rope ;  but  there  was  no  bell-rope  op 
that  side  of  the  fire,  and  he  could  not  rise  and 
cross  to  the  other  without  assistance.  The  quick 
eye  of  the  Nipper  detected  his  helplessness  im- 
mediately, and  now,  as  she  afterwards  observed, 
she  felt  she  had  got  him. 

"  Miss  Floy,"  said  Susan  Nipper,  "  is  the 
most  devoted  and  most  patient  and  most  dutiful 
and  beautiful  of  daughters,  there  an't  no  gentle- 
man, no  sir,  though  as  great  and  rich  as  all  the 
greatest  and  richest  of  England  put  together,  but 
might  be  proud  of  her  and  would  and  ought.  If 
he  knew  her  value  right,  he'd  rather  lose  his 
greatness  and  his  fortune  piece  by  piece  and  beg 
his  way  in  rags  from  door  to  door,  I  say  to  some 
and  all,  he  would  ! "  cried  Susan  Nipper,  burst- 
ing into  tears,  "  than  bring  the  sorrow  on  her 
tender  heart  that  I  have  seen  it  suffer  in  this 
house  ! " 

"  Woman,"  cried  Mr.  Dombey,  "  leave  the' 
room  I " 

"  Begging  your  pardon,  not  even  if  I  am  to 
leave  the  situation,  sir,"  replied  the  steadfast 
Nipper,  "  in  which  I  have  been  so  many  years 
and  seen  so  much — although  I  hope  you'd  never 
have  the  heart  to  send  me  from  Miss  Floy  for 
such  a  cause — will  I  go  now  till  I  have  said  the 
rest,  I  may  not  be  a  Indian  widow  sir  and  I  am 
not  and  I  would  not  so  become  but  if  I  once 
made  up  my  mind  to  burn  myself  alive,  I'd  do 
it !     And  I've  made  my  mind  up  to  go  on." 


Which  was  rendered  no  less  clear  by  the  e.\- 

pression  of  Susan  Nipper's  countenance  than  by 
her  words. 

"There  an't  a  person  in  your  service,  sir," 
pursued  the  black-eyed,  "  that  has  always  stood 
more  in  awe  of  you  than  me  and  you  may  think 
how  true  it  is  when  I  make  so  bold  as  say  that 
I  have  hundreds  and  hundreds  of  times  thought 
of  speaking  to  you  and  never  been  able  to  make 
my  mind  up  to  it  till  last  night,  but  last  night 
decided  of  me." 

Mr.  Dombey,  in  a  paro.xysm  of  rage,  made 
another  grasp  at  the  bell-rope  that  was  not  there, 
and,  in  its  absence,  pulled  his  hair  rather  than 
nothing. 

"  I  have  seen,"  said  Susan  Nipper,  "  Miss 
Floy  strive  and  strive  when  nothing  but  a  child 
so  sweet  and  patient  that  the  best  of  women 
might  have  copied  from  her,  I've  seen  her  sitdng 
nights  together  half  the  night  through  to  help 
her  delicate  brother  with  his  learning,  I've  seen 
her  helping  him  and  watching  him  at  other  times 
— some  well  know  when — I've  seen  her,  with  no 
encouragement  and  no  help,  grow  up  to  be  a 
lady,  thank  God !  that  is  the  grace  and  pride  of 
every  company  she  goes  in,  and  I've  alwa)-s  seen 
her  cruelly  neglected  and  keenly  feeling  of  it — I 
say  to  some  and  all,  I  have ! — and  never  said 
one  word,  but  ordering  one's  self  lowly  and 
reverently  towards  one's  betters,  is  not  to  be  a 
worshipper  of  graven  images,  and  I  will  and 
must  speak  ! " 

"Is  there  anybody  there?"  cried  ]\Ir.  Dom- 
bey, calling  out.  "  Where  are  the  men  ?  where 
are  the  women  ?     Is  there  no  one  there  ?" 

"  I  left  my  dear  young  lady  out  of  bed  late 
last  night,"  said  Susan,  nothing  checked,  "  and 
I  knew  why,  for  30U  was  ill  sir  and  she  didn't 
know  how  ill  and  that  was  enough  to  make  her 
wretched  as  I  saw  it  did — I  may  not  be  a  pea- 
cock ;  but  I  have  my  eyes — and  I  sat  up  a  little 
in  my  own  room,  thinking  she  might  be  lone- 
some and  might  want  me,  and  I  saw  her  steal 
down-stairs  and  come  to  this  door  as  if  it  was  a 
guilty  thing  to  look  at  her  own  pa,  and  then 
steal  back  again  and  go  into  them  lonely  draw- 
ing-rooms, a  crying  so,  that  I  could  hardly  bear 
to  hear  it.  I  can  not  bear  to  hear  it,"  said  Susan 
Nipper,  wiping  her  black  eyes,  and  fixing  them 
undauntedly  on  Mr.  Dombey's  infuriated  face. 
"  It's  not  the  first  time  I  have  heard  it,  not  by 
many  and  many  a  time  you  don't  know  your 
own  daughter,  sir,  you  don't  know  what  you're 
doing,  sir,  I  say  to  some  and  all,"  cried  Susan 
Nipper,  in  a  final  burst,  "  tliat  it's  a  sinful 
shame  ! " 

'•'Why,  hoity-toity!"  cried  the  voice  of  Mrs. 
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Pipchin,  as  the  black  bombazine  garments  of 
that  fair  Peruvian  Miner  swept  into  the  room. 
'■  What's  this,  indeed  ?" 

Susan  favoured  Mrs.  Pipchin  with  a  look  she 
had  invented  expressly  for  her  when  they  first 
became  acquainted,  and  resigned  the  reply  to 
]Mr.  Dombey. 

"  What's  this  ?"  repeated  Mr.  Dombey,  almost 
foaming.  '•' What's  this,  madam  ?  You  who  are 
at  the  head  of  this  household,  and  bound  to 
keep  it  in  order,  have  reason  to  inquire.  Do 
)-ou  know  this  woman  ?  " 

"  I  know  very  little  good  of  her,  sir,"  croaked 
Mrs.  Pipchin.  "'  How  dare  you  come  here,  you 
hussy?     Go  along  with  you  !  " 

But  the  inflexible  Nipper,  merely  honouring 
Mrs.  Pipchin  with  another  look,  remained. 

"  Do  you  call  it  managing  this  establishment, 
madam,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "  to  leave  a  person 
like  this  at  liberty  to  come  and  talk  to  mc  I  A 
gentleman — in  his  own  house — in  his  own  room 
• — assailed  with  the  impertinences  of  women 
servants  ! " 

"  Well,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Pipchin,  with  venge- 
ance in  her  hard  grey  e3'e,  "I  exceedingly  de- 
plore it :  nothing  can  be  more  irregular  ;  nothing 
can  be  more  out  of  all  bounds  and  reason; 
but  I  regret  to  say,  sir,  that  this  young  woman 
is  quite  beyond  control.  She  has  been  spoiled 
by  Miss  Dombey,  and  is  amenable  to  nobody. 
You  know  you're  not,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin  sharply, 
and  shaking  her  head  at  Susan  Nipper.  "  For 
shame,  you  hussy  !     Go  along  with  you  !" 

"  If  you  find  people  in  my  service  who  are 
not  to  be  controlled,  Mrs.  Pipchin,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey,  turning  back  towards  the  fire,  "  you 
know  what  to  do  with  them,  I  presume.  You 
know  what  you  are  here  for?    Take  her  away  !" 

"  Sir,  I  know  what  to  do,"  retorted  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin, "  and  of  course  shall  do  it.  Susan  Nipper," 
snapping  her  up  particularly  short,  "  a  month's 
■warning  from  this  hour." 

"  Oh  indeed  !"  cried  Susan  loftily. 

"  Yes,"  returned  Mrs.  Pipchin,  "  and  don't 
smile  at  me,  you  minx,  or  I'll  know  the  reason 
why  !     Go  along  with  you  this  minute  ! " 

"  I  intend  to  go  this  minute,  you  may  rely 
upon  it,"  said  the  voluble  Nipper.  "  I  have 
been  in  this  house  waiting  on  my  young  lady  a 
dozen  year,  and  I  won't  stop  in  it  one  hour 
under  notice  from  a  person  owning  to  the  name 
of  Pipchin,  trust  mc,  Mrs.  P." 

"  A  good  riddance  of  bad  rubbish  I"  said  that 
wrathful  old  lady.  "  Get  along  with  you,  or  I'll 
have  you  carried  out !  " 

"  My  comfort  is,"  said  Susan,  looking  back  at 
Mr.  Dombey,  "  that  I  have  told  a  piece  of  truth 


this  day  which  ought  to  have  been  told  long 
before  and  can't  be  told  too  often  or  too  plain 
and  that  no  amount  of  Pipchinses — I  hope  the 
number  of  'em  mayn't  be  great " — (here  Mrs. 
Pipchin  uttered  a  very  sharp  "  Go  along  with 
you  !"  and  Miss  Nipper  repeated  the  look) — 
"  can  unsay  what  I  have  said,  though  they  gave 
a  whole  year  full  of  warnings  beginning  at  ten 
o'clock  in  the  forenoon  and  never  leaving  off  till 
twelve  at  night  and  died  of  the  e.xhaustion  which 
would  be  a  Jubilee  !  " 

With  these  words  Miss  Nipper  preceded  her 
foe  out  of  the  room ;  and  walking  up-stairs  to 
her  own  apartment  in  great  state,  to  the  choking 
exasperation  of  the  ireful  Pipchin,  sat  down 
among  her  boxes,  and  began  to  cry. 

From  this  soft  mood  she  was  soon  aroused, 
with  a  very  wholesome  and  refreshing  effect,  by 
the  voice  of  Mrs.  Pipchin  outside  the  door. 

"  Does  that  bold-faced  slut,"  said  the  fell 
Pipchin,  "  intend  to  take  her  warning,  or  does 
she  not?" 

Miss  Nipper  replied  from  within  that  the  per- 
son described  did  not  inhabit  that  part  of  the 
house,  but  that  her  name  was  Pipchin,  and  she 
was  to  be  found  in  the  housekeeper's  room. 

"  You  saucy  baggage  ! "  retorted  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin, rattling  at  the  handle  of  the  door.  "  Go 
along  with  you  this  minute  !  Pack  up  your 
things  directly  !  How  dare  you  talk  in  this  way 
to  a  gentlewoman  who  has  seen  better  da,vs  ?  " 

To  which  Miss  Nipper  rejoined,  from  her 
castle,  that  she  pitied  the  better  days  that  had 
seen  Mrs.  Pipchin;  and  that,  for  her  part,  she 
considered  the  worst  days  in  the  year  to  be 
about  that  lady's  mark,  except  that  they  were 
much  too  good  for  her. 

'■  But  you  needn't  trouble  yourself  to  make  a 
noise  at  my  door,"  said  Susan  Nipper,  "  nor  to 
contaminate  the  keyhole  with  your  eye,  I'm 
packing  up  and  going  you  may  take  your  affi- 
davit." 

The  dowager  expressed  her  lively  satisfaction 
at  this  intelligence,  and  with  some  general  opi- 
nions upon  young  hussies  as  a  r,ace,  and  espe- 
cially upon  their  demerits  after  being  spoiled  by 
Miss  Dombey,  withdiiew  to  prepare  the  Nijiper's 
wages.  Susan  then  bestirred  herself  to  get  her 
trunks  in  order,  that  she  might  take  an  imme- 
diate and  dignified  dejjarture  ;  sobbing  heartily 
all  the  time  as  she  thought  of  Florence. 

The  object  of  her  regret  was  not  long  in 
coming  to  her,  for  the  news  soon  s])read  over 
the  house  that  Susan  Nipper  had  had  a  disturb- 
ance with  Mrs.  Pipchin,  and  that  they  had  both 
appealed  to  Mr.  Dombey,  and  that  there  had 
been  an  unprecedented  piece  of  work  in  Mr. 
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Dombey's  room,  and  that  Susan  was  going. 
The  latter  part  of  this  confused  rumour  Florence 
found  to  be  so  correct,  that  Susan  had  locked 
the  last  trunk,  and  was  sitting  upon  it  with  her 
bonnet  on,  when  she  came  into  her  room. 

"  Susan  !  "  cried  Florence.  "  Going  to  leave 
me !     You  !  " 

"  Oh  for  goodness  gracious  sake.  Miss  Floy," 
said  Susan,  sobbing,  "  don't  speak  a  word  to  me  or 
1  shall  demean  myself  before  tltem  Pi-i-pchinses, 


and  I  wouldn't  have  'em  see  me  cry  Miss  Floy 
for  worlds  ! " 

"Susan!"  said  Florence.  "  My  dear  girl,  my 
old  friend  !  What  shall  I  do  without  you  .?  Can 
you  bear  to  go  away  so?" 

"  No-n-o-o,  my  darling  dear  Miss  Floy,  I  can't 
indeed,"  sobbed  Susan.  "  But  it  can't  be  helped, 
I've  done  my  duty,  miss,  I  have  indeed.  It's 
no  fault  of  mine.  I  am  quite  resi-igned.  I 
couldn't  stay  my  month  or  I  could  never  leave 


'  DO   YOU   CALL   IT   MANAGING  THIS  ESTABLISHMENT,   MADAM,"  SAID   MR.   DOMBEY, 
LIKE  THIS   AT   LIBERTY  TO   COME  AND  TALK  TO   ME.'" 


TO   LEAVE   A   PERSON 


you  then  my  darling  and  -I  must  at  last  as  well 
as  at  first,  don't  speak  to  me  Miss  Floy,  for 
though  I'm  pretty  firm  I'm  not  a  marble  door- 
post, my  own  dear." 

"What  is  it?  Why  is  it?"  said  Florence. 
"  Won't  you  tell  me  ?  "  For  Susan  was  shaking 
her  head. 

"No-n-no,  my  darling,"  returned  Susan. 
"  Don't  ask  me,  for  I  mustn't,  and  whatever 
you  do  don't  put  in  a  word  for  me  to  stop,  for 
it  couldn't  be  and  you'd  only  wrong  yourself, 


and  so  God  bless  you  my  own  precious  and  for- 
give me  any  harm  I  have  done  or  any  temper  I 
have  showed  in  all  these  many  years  ! " 

With  which  entreaty,  very  heartily  delivered, 
Susan  hugged  her  mistress  in  her  arms. 

"  My  darling  there's  a  many  that  may  come 
to  serve  you  and  be  glad  to  serve  you  and  who'll 
serve  you  well  and  true,"  said  Susan,  "  but  there 
can't  be  one  who'll  serve  you  so  affectionate  as 
me  or  love  you  half  as  dearly,  that's  my  comfort. 
Go-ood-bye,  sweet  Miss  Floy  !" 


MR.  TOOTS  RECEIVES  A  COMMISSION  FROM  FLORENCE. 
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"  Where  will  you  go,  Susan  ?"  asked  her 
weeping  mistress. 

"  I've  got  a  brother  down  in  the  country  miss 
— a  farmer  in  Essex,"  said  the  heart-broken 
Nipper,  "  that  keeps  ever  so  many  co-o-ows  and 
pigs  and  I  shall  go  down  there  by  the  coach  and 
sto-op  with  him,  and  don't  mind  me,  for  I've 
got  money  in  the  Savings  Banks  my  dear,  and 
needn't  take  another  service  just  yet,  which  I 
couldn't,  couldn't,  couldn't  do,  my  heart's  own 
mistress  !  "  Susan  finished  with  a  burst  of  sor- 
row, which  was  opportunely  broken  by  the  voice 
of  Mrs.  Pipchin  talking  down-stairs  :  on  hearing 
which,  she  dried  her  red  and  swollen  eyes,  and 
made  a  melancholy  feint  of  calling  jauntily  to 
Mr.  Towlinson  to  fetch  a  cab  and  carry  down 
her  boxes. 

Florence,  pale  and  hurried  and  distressed, 
but  withheld  from  useless  interference,  even 
here,  by  her  dread  of  causing  any  new  division 
between  her  father  and  his  wife  (whose  stern, 
indignant  face  had  been  a  warning  to  her  a  few 
moments  since),  and  by  her  apprehension  of 
being  in  some  way  unconsciously  connected 
already  with  the  dismissal  of  her  old  servant 
and  friend,  followed,  weeping,  down-stairs  to 
Edith's  dressing-room,  whither  Susan  betook 
herself  to  make  her  parting  curtsy. 

"  Now,  here's  the  cab,  and  here's  the  boxes, 
get  along  with  you,  do  !  "  said  Mrs.  Pipchin, 
presenting  herself  at  the  same  moment.  "  I 
beg  your  pardon,  ma'am,  but  Mr.  Dombey's 
orders  are  imperative." 

Edith,  sitting  under  the  hands  of  her  maid — 
she  was  going  out  to  dinner — preserved  her 
haughty  face,  and  took  not  the  least  notice. 

"  There's  your  money,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin, 
who,  in  pursuance  of  her  system,  and  in  recol- 
lection of  the  Mines,  was  accustomed  to  rout 
the  servants  about,  as  she  had  routed  her  young 
Brighton  boarders  ;  to  the  everlasting  acidula- 
tion  of  Master  Bitherstone,  "  and  the  sooner 
this  house  sees  your  back  the  better.'' 

Susan  had  no  spirits  even  for  the  look  that 
belonged  to  Mrs.  Pipchin  by  right ;  so  she 
dropped  her  curtsy  to  Mrs.  Dombey  (who  in- 
clined her  head  without  one  word,  and  whose 
eye  avoided  every  one  but  Florence),  and  gave 
one  last  parting  hug  to  her  young  mistress,  and 
received  her  parting  embrace  in  return.  Poor 
Susan's  face  at  this  crisis,  in  the  intensity  of  her 
feelings  and  the  determined  suffocation  of  her 
sobs,  lest  one  should  become  audible  and  be  a 
triumph  to  Mrs.  Pipchin,  presented  a  series  of 
the  most  extraordinary  physiognomical  phe- 
nomena ever  witnessed. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  miss,   Fm  sure,"  said 


Towlinson,  outside   the  door  with   the  boxes, 

addressing  Florence,  "but  Mr.  Toots  is  in  the 
dining-room,  and  sends  his  compliments,  and 
begs  to  know  how  Diogenes  and  n>aster  is." 

Quick  as  thought,  Florence  glided  out  and 
hastened  down-stairs,  where  Mr.  Toots,  in  the 
most  splendid  vestments,  was  breathing  very 
hard  with  doubt  and  agitation  on  the  subject 
of  her  coming. 

"  Oh,  how  de  do.  Miss  Dombey  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Toots.     "  God  bless  my  soul !  " 

This  last  ejaculation  was  occasioned  by  Mr. 
Toots's  deep  concern  at  the  distress  he  saw  in 
Florence's  face :  which  caused  him  to  stop  short 
in  a  fit  of  chuckles,  snd  become  an  image  of 
despair. 

"  Dear  Mr.  Toots,"  said  Florence,  "  you  are 
so  friendly  to  me,  and  so  honest,  that  I  am  sure 
I  may  ask  a  favour  of  you." 

"■'Miss  Dombey,"  returned  Mr.  Toots,  "if 
you'll  only  name  one,  you'll — you'll  give  me  an 
appetite.  To  which,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  with 
some  sentiment,  "  I  have  long  been  a  stranger." 

"  Susan,  who,  is  an  old  friend  of  mine,  the 
oldest  friend  I  have,"  said  Florence,  "  is  about 
to  leave  here  suddenly,  and  quite  alone,  poor 
girl.  She  is  going  home,  a  little  way  into  the 
country.  Might  I  ask  you  to  take  care  of  her 
until  she  is  in  the  coach  ?  " 

"  Miss  Dombey,"  returned  Mr.  Toots,  "  you 
really  do  me  an  honour  and  a  kindness.  This 
proof  of  your  confidence,  after  the  manner  in 
which  I  was  Beast  enough  to  conduct  myself  at 
Brighton " 

"  Yes,"  said  Florence  hurriedly — "  no — don't 
think  of  that.  Then  would  you  have  the  kind- 
ness to — to  go  ?  and  to  be  ready  to  meet  her 
when  she  comes  out  >  Thank  you  a  thousand 
times  !  You  ease  my  mind  so  much.  She 
doesn't  seem  so  desolate.  You  cannot  think 
how  grateful  I  feel  to  you,  or  what  a  good  friend 
I  am  sure  you  are  ! "  And  Florence,  in  her 
earnestness,  thanked  him  again  and  again  ;  and 
Mr.  Toots,  in  his  earnestness,  hurried  awav — 
but  backwards,  that  he  might  lose  no  glimpse 
of  Iier. 

Florence  had  not  the  courage  to  go  out  when 
she  saw  jioor  Susan  in  the  hall,  witli  Mrs.  Pij)- 
chin  driving  her  forth,  and  Diogenes  jumping 
about  her,  and  terrifying  Mrs.  Pipchin  to  the 
last  degree  by  making  snaps  at  her  bomba/ine 
skirts,  and  howling  with  anguish  at  the  sound  of 
her  voice — for  tlie  good  duenna  was  the  dearest 
and  most  cherished  aversion  of  his  breast.  But 
she  saw  Susan  shake  hands  with  the  servants  all 
round,  and  turn  once  to  look  at  her  old  home  ; 
and  she  saw  Diogenes  bound  out  after  the  c.ib, 
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and  want  to  follow  it,  and  testify  an  impossi- 
bility of  conviction  that  he  had  no  longer  any 
property  in  the  fare ;  and  the  door  was  shut, 
and  the  hurry  over,  and  her  tears  flowed  fast  for 
the  loss  of  an  old  friend,  whom  no  one  could 
replace.     No  one.     No  one. 

Mr.  Toots,  like  the  leal  and  trusty  soul  he 
was,  stopped  the  cabriolet  in  a  twinkling,  and 
told  Susan  Nipper  of  his  commission,  at  which 
she  cried  more  than  before. 

"  Upon  my  soul  and  body  ! "  said  Mr.  Toots, 
taking  his  seat  beside  her,  "  I  feel  for  you. 
Upon  my  word  and  honour,  I  think  you  can 
hardly  know  your  own  feelings  better  than  I 
imagine  them.  I  can  conceive  nothing  more 
dreadful  than  to  have  to  leave  Miss  Dombey." 

Susan  abandoned  herself  to  her  grief  now, 
and  it  really  was  touching  to  see  her. 

"  I  say,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  now,  don't !  At 
least,  I  mean  now  do,  you  know  ! " 

"Do  what,  Mr.  Toots  ?"  cried  Susan. 

"  Why,  come  home  to  my  place,  and  have 
some  dinner  before  you  start,"  said  Mr.  Toots. 
"My  cook's  a  most  respectable  woman — one  of 
the  most  motherly  people  I  ever  saw — ^and  shell 
be  delighted  to  make  you  comfortable.  Her 
son,"  said  Mr.  Toots  as  an  additional  recom- 
mendation, "was  educated  in  the  Blue-coat 
School,  and  blown  up  in  a  powder-mill." 

Susan  accepting  this  kind  offer,  Mr.  Toots 
conducted  her  to  his  dwelling,  where  they  were 
received  by  the  matron  in  question,  wlio  fully 
justified  his  character  of  her,  and  by  the  Chicken, 
who  at  first  supposed,  on  seeing  a  lady  in  the 
vehicle,  that  Mr.  Dombey  had  been  doubled 
up,  agreeably  to  his  old  recommendation,  and 
iiiss  Dombey  abducted.  This  gentleman  awak- 
ened in  Miss  Nipper  some  considerable  astonish- 
ment ;  for,  having  been  defeated  by  the  Larkey 
Boy,  his  visage  was  in  a  state  of  such  great 
dilapidation  as  to  be  hardly  presentable  in 
society  with  comfort  to  the  beholders.  The 
Chicken  himself  attributed  this  punishment  to 
his  having  had  the  misfortune  to  get  into 
Chancery  early  in  the  proceedings,  when  he  was 
severely  fibbed  by  the  Larkey  One,  and  heavily 
grassed.  But  it  appeared,  from  the  published 
records  of  that  great  contest,  that  the  Larkey 
Boy  had  had  it  all  his  own  way  from  the  begin- 
ning, and  that  the  Chicken  had  been  tapped, 
and  bunged,  and  had  received  pepper,  and  had 
been  made  groggy,  and  had  come  up  piping, 
and  had  endured  a  complication  of  similar 
strange  inconveniences,  until  he  had  been  gone 
into  and  finished. 

-\fter  a  good  repast,  and  much  hospitalitv', 
Susan  set  out  for  the  coach-office  in  another 


cabriolet,  with  Mr.  Toots  inside,  as  before,  and 
the  Chicken  on  the  box,  who,  whatever  distinc- 
tion he  conferred  on  the  little  party  hy  the 
moral  weight  and  heroism  of  his  character,  was 
scarcely  ornamental  to  it,  physically  speaking, 
on  account  of  his  plasters  ;  which  were  nume- 
rous. But  the  Chicken  had  registered  a  vow, 
in  secret,  that  he  would  never  leave  Mr.  Toots 
(who  was  secretly  pining  to  get  rid  of  him)  for 
any  less  consideration  than  the  good-will  and 
fixtures  of  a  public-house  ;  and  being  ambitious 
to  go  into  that  line  and  drink  himself  to  death 
as  soon  as  possible,  he  felt  it  his  cue  to  make 
his  company  unacceptable. 

The  night  coach  by  which  Susan  was  to  go 
was  on  the  point  of  departure.  Mr.  Toots, 
having  put  her  inside,  lingered  by  the  window 
irresolutely  until  the  driver  was  about  to  mount ; 
when,  standing  on  the  step,  and  putting  in  a 
face  that  by  the  light  of  the  lamp  was  anxious 
and  confused,  he  said  abruptly  : 

"  I  say,  Susan !  Miss  Dombey,  you 
know " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Do  you  think  she  could — you  know — eh  ?  '' 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Toots,"  said  Susan, 
"  but  I  don't  hear  you." 

"  Do  you  think  she  could  be  brought,  you 
know — not  exactly  at  once,  but  in  time — in  a 
long  time — to — to  love  me,  you  know?  There!" 
said  poor  Mr.  Toots. 

"  Oh  dear  no  !  "  returned  Susan,  shaking  her  _ 
head.     "  I  should  say  never.     Ne — ver !  " 

"  Thankee  !  "  said  Mr.  Toots.  "  It's  of  no 
consequence.  Good  night.  It's  of  no  conse- 
quence, thankee  1 " 


CHAPTER  XLV. 


THE     TRUSTY     AGENT. 


I 


p!pS  DITH  went  out  alone  that  day,  and 
bl^%  returned  home  eariy.  It  was  but  a 
W^^  few  minutes  after  ten  o'clock  when 
xvji  "'  "^  her  carriage  rolled  along  the  street 
jS;^^>@>  in  which  she  lived. 
^1\P  There  was  the  same  enforced  com- 
^7  posure  on  her  face  that  there  had  been 
&^  when  she  was  dressing ;  and  the  wreath 
upon  her  head  encircled  the  same  cold  and 
steady  brow.  But  it  would  have  been  better  to 
have  seen  its  leaves  and  flowers  reft  into  frag- 
ments by  her  passionate  hand,  or  rendered 
shapeless  by  the  fitful  searches  of  a  throbbmg 
and  bewildered  brain  for  any  resting-place,  than 
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adorning  such  tranquillity.  So  obdurate,  so  un- 
approachable, so  unrelenting,  one  would  have 
thought  that  nothing  could  soften  such  a  wo- 
man's nature,  and  that  everything  in  life  had 
hardened  it. 

Arrived  at  her  own  door,  she  was  alighting, 
when  some  one  coming  quietly  from  the  hall, 
and  standing  bareheaded,  offered  her  his  arm. 
The  servant  being  thrust  aside,  she  had  no 
choice  but  to  touch  it ;  and  she  then  knew 
whose  arm  it  was. 

"  How  is  your  patient,  sir  ?  "  she  said  with  a 
curled  lip. 

"  He  is  better,"  returned  Carker.  "  He  is 
doing  very  well.    I  have  left  him  for  the  night." 

She  bent  her  head,  and  was  passing  up  the 
staircase,  when  he  followed  and  said,  speaking 
at  the  bottom  : 

"  Madam !  May  I  beg  the  favour  of  a 
minute's  audience  ?  " 

She  stopped  and  turned  her  eyes  back.  "  It 
is  an  unseasonable  time,  sir,  and  I  am  fatigued. 
Is  your  business  urgent  ?  " 

"  It  is  very  urgent,"  returned  Carker.  "  As  I 
am  so  fortunate  as  to  have  met  you,  let  me  press 
my  petition." 

She  looked  down  for  a  moment  at  his  glisten- 
ing mouth,  and  he  looked  up  at  her,  standing 
above  him  in  her  stately  dress,  and  thought  again, 
how  beautiful  she  Avas. 

"Where  is  Miss  Dombey?"  she  asked  the 
servant  aloud.  .  ' 

"  In  the  morning  room,  ma'am." 

"  Show  the  way  there  !  "  Turning  her  eyes 
again  on  the  attentive  gentleman  at  the  bottom 
of  the  stairs,  and  informing  him,  with  a  slight 
motion  of  her  head,  that  he  was  at  liberty  to 
follow,  she  passed  on. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon !  madam !  Mrs.  Dombey ! " 
cried  the  soft  and  nimble  Carker,  at  her  side  in 
a  moment.  "  May  I  be  permitted  to  entreat  that 
Miss  Dombey  is  not  present  ?  " 

She  confronted  hirn  with  a  quick  look,  but 
with  the  same  self-possession  and  steadiness. 

"  I  would  spare  Miss  Dombey,"  said  Carker 
in  a  low  voice,  "  the  knowledge  of  what  I  have 
to  say.  At  least,  madam,  I  woulj^l  leave  it  to  you 
to  decide  whether  she  shall  know  of  it  or  not.  I 
owe  that  to  you.  It  is  my  bouuden  duty  to  you. 
After  our  former  interview,  it  would  be  monstrous 
in  me  if  I  did  otherwise." 

She  slowly  withdrew  her  eyes  from  his  face, 
and  turning  to  the  servant,  said,  "  Some  other 
room."  He  led  the  way  to  a  drawing-room, 
which  he  speedily  lighted  up,  and  then  left 
them.  While  he  remained,  not  a  word  was 
spoken.     Edith  enthroned  herself  upon  a  couch 


by  the  fire ;  and  Mr.  Carker,  with  his  hat  in  his 
hand,  and  his  eyes  bent  upon  the  carpet,  stood 
before  her,  at  some  little  distance. 

"  Before  I  hear  you,  sir,"  said  Edith  when  the 
door  was  closed,  "  I  wish  you  to  hear  me." 

"To  be  addressed  l)y  Mrs.  Dombey,"  he  re- 
turned, "  even  in  accents  of  unmerited  reproach, 
is  an  honour  I  so  greatly  esteem,  that,  although 
I  were  not  her  servant  in  all  things,  I  should 
defer  to  such  a  wish  most  readily." 

"  If  you  are  charged  by  the  man  whom  you 
have  just  now  left,  sir," — Mr.  Carker  raised  his 
eyes,  as  if  he  were  going  to  counterfeit  surprise, 
but  she  met  them,  and  stopped  him,  if  such  were 
his  intention, — "  with  any  message  to  me,  do  not 
attempt  to  deliver  it,  for  I  will  not  receive  it.  I 
need  scarcely  ask  you  if  you  are  come  on  such 
an  errand.     I  have  expected  you  some  time." 

"  It  is  my  misfortune,"  he  replied,  "  to  be 
here,  wholly  against  my  will,  for  such  a  purpose. 
Allow  me  to  say  that  I  am  here  for  two  pur- 
poses.   -That  is  one." 

"That  one,  sir,"  she  returned,  "is  ended.  Or, 
if  you  return  to  it " 

"Can  Mrs.  Dombey  believe,"  said  Carker, 
coming  nearer,  "  that  I  would  return  to  it  in  the 
face  ot  her  prohibition  ?  Is  it  possible  that  Mrs. 
Dombey,  having  no  regard  to  my  unfortimate 
position,  is  so  determined  to  consider  me  in- 
separable from  my  instructor  as  to  do  me  great 
and  wilfid  injustice  ?" 

"  Sir,"  returned  Edith,  bending  her  dark  gaze 
tuU  upon  hmi,  and  speaking  with  a  rising  passion 
that  inflated  her  proud  nostril  and  her  swelling 
neck,  and  stirred  the  delicate  white  down  upon 
a  robe  she  wore,  thrown  loosely  over  shoulders 
that  could  bear  its  snowy  neighbourhood,  "  why 
do  you  present  yourself  to  me  as  you  have  done, 
and  speak  to  me  of  love  and  duty  to  my  hus- 
band, and  pretend  to  think  that  I  am  happily 
married,  and  that  I  honour  him  ?  How  dare 
you  venture  so  to  aftront  me,  when  you  know — ■ 
/  do  not  know  better,  sir :  I  have  seen  it  in 
your  every  glance,  and  heard  it  in  your  every 
word — that,  in  place  of  affection  between  us, 
there  is  aversion  and  contempt,  and  that  I 
despise  him  hardly  less  than  I  despise  myself 
for  being  his  ?  Injustice  !  If  I  had  done  justice 
to  the  torment  you  have  made  me  feel,  and  to 
my  sense  of  the  insult  you  have  put  upon  me,  I 
should  have  slain  you  !" 

She  had  asked  him  why  he  did  this.  Had  she 
not  been  blinded  by  her  pride  anil  wrath,  and 
self-humiliation, — which  she  was,  fiercely  as  she 
bent  her  gaze  upon  him, — .she  would  have  seen 
the  answer  in  his  face.  To  bring  her  to  tliis 
declaration. 
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She  saw  it  not,  and  cared  not  whether  it  was 
there  or  no.  She  saw  only  the  indignities  and 
struggles  she  had  undergone,  and  had  to  un- 


she  plucked  the  feathers  from  a  pinion  of  some 
rare  and  beautiful  bird,  which  hung  from  her 
waist  by  a  golden  thread,  to  serve  her  as  a  fan, 


dergo,  and  was  writhing  under  then.     As  she   j   and  rained  them  on  the  ground. 

sat  looking  fixedly  at  them,  rather  than  at  him,    i        He    did    not    shrink    beneath   her  gaze,  but 


"MISS  DOMBEY,"  RETURNED  MR.  TOOTS,  "IF  YOU'LL  ONLY   NAME   ONE,  YOU'LL — Y'OU'LL   GIVE   ME  AN  APPETITE. 
TO  WHICH,"   SAID   MR.   TOOTS,  WITH   SOME   SEiNTIMENT,  "  I   HAVE   LONG   BEEN  A   STRANGER." 


Stood,  until  such  outward  signs  of  her  anger  as  to-day,  that  I  ha^■e  found  no  favour  with  you ; 

had  escaped  her  control  subsided,  with  the  air  and  I  knew  why.    Yes.    I  knew  why.    You  have 

of  a  man  who  had  his  sufficient  reply  in  reserve,  j    spoken  so  openly  to  me ;  I  am  so  relieved  by 

and  v.-ould  presently  deliver  it.     And  he  then  the  possession  of  your  confidence- 


spoke,  looking  straight  into  her  kindling  eyes, 
"  Madam,"  he  said,  "  I  know,  and  knew  before 


'  Confidence  !  "  she  repeated  with  disdain. 
He  passed  it  over. 


THE  MESSENGER  IS  WATCHFUL  AND  DEFERENTIAL. 
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"  — That  I  will  make  no  pretence  of  conceal- 
ment. I  did  see,  from  the  first,  that  there  was 
no  affection  on  your  part  for  Mr.  Dombey — how 
could  it  possibly  exist  between  such  different 
subjects  ?  And  I  have  seen,  since,  that  stronger 
feelings  than  indifference  have  been  engendered 
in  your  breast  —  how  could  that  possibly  be 
otherwise,  either,  circumstanced  as  you  have 
been  ?  But  was  it  for  me  to  presume  to  avow 
this  knowledge  to  you  in  so  many  words  ?  " 

"  Was  it  for  you,  sir,"  she  replied,  "  to  feign 
that  other  belief,  and  audaciously  to  thrust  it  on 
me  day  by  day?" 

"  Madam,  it  was,"  he  eagerly  retorted.  "  If  I 
had  done  less,  if  I  had  done  anything  but  that,  I 
should  not  be  speaking  to  you  thus ;  and  I  fore- 
saw— who  could  better  foresee,  for  who  has  had 
greater  experience  of  Mr.  Dombey  than  myself  ? 
— that  unless  your  character  should  prove  to  be 
as  yielding  and  obedient  as  that  of  his  first  sub- 
missive lady,  which  I  did  not  believe " 

A  haughty  smile  gave  him  reason  to  observe 
that  he  might  repeat  this. 

"  I  say,  which  I  did  not  believe, — the  time 
was  likely  to  come  when  such  an  understanding 
as  we  have  now  arrived  at  would  be  serviceable." 

"Serviceable  to  whom,  sir?"  she  demanded 
scornfully. 

"  To  you.  I  will  not  add  to  myself,  as  warning 
me  to  refrain  even  from  that  limited  commenda- 
tion of  Mr.  Dombey,  in  which  I  can  honestly 
indulge,  in  order  that  I  may  not  have  the  mis- 
fortune of  saying  anything  distasteful  to  one 
•whose  aversion  and  contempt,"  with  great  ex- 
pression, "are  so  keen." 

"  It  is  honest  in  you,  sir,"  said  Edith,  "  to 
confess  to  your  '  limited  commendation,'  and  to 
speak  in  that  tone  of  disparagement,  even  of 
him  :  being  his  chief  counsellor  and  flatterer." 

"  Counsellor — yes,"  said  Carker.  "  Flatterer 
— no.  A  little  reservation  I  fear  I  must  confess 
to.  But  our  interest  and  convenience  commonly 
oblige  many  of  us  to  make  professions  that  we 
cannot  feel. '  We  have  partnerships  of  interest 
and  convenience,  friendships  of  interest  and  con- 
venience, dealings  of  interest  and  convenience, 
marriages  of  interest  and  convenience,  every 
day." 

She  bit  her  blood-red  lip  ;  but  without  waver- 
ing in  the  dark,  stern  watch  she  kept  upon 
him. 

"  Madam,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  sitting  down  in  j. 
chair  that  was  near  her,  with  an  air  of  the  mort 
profound  and  most  considerate  resjjcct,  "  why 
should  I  hesitate  now,  being  altogether  devoted 
to  your  service,  to  speak  plainly  ?  It  was  natural 
that  a  lady  endowed  as  you  are  should  think  it 
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feasible  to  change  her  husband's  character  in 
some  respects,  and  mould  him  to  a  better  form." 

"  It  was  not  natural  to  me,  sir,"  she  rejoined. 
"  I  had  never  any  expectation  or  intention  of 
that  kind." 

The  proud,  undaunted  face  showed  him  it  was 
resolute  to  wear  no  mask  he  offered,  but  was  set 
upon  a  reckless  disclosure  of  itself,  indifferent  to 
any  aspect  in  which  it  might  present  itself  to 
such  as  he. 

"At  least  it  was  natural,"  he  resumed,  "  that 
you  should  deem  it  quite  possible  to  live  with 
Mr.  Dombey  as  his  wife,  at  once  without  sub- 
mitting to  him,  and  without  coming  into  such 
violent  collision  with  him.  liut,  madam,  you  did 
not  know  Mr.  Dombey  (as  you  have  since  ascer- 
tained), when  you  thought  that.  You  did  not 
know  how  e.\acting  and  how  proud  he  is,  or  how 
he  is,  if  I  may  say  so,  the  slave  of  his  own  great- 
ness, and  goes  yoked  to  his  own  triumphal  car 
like  a  beast  of  burden,  with  no  idea  on  earth  but 
that  it  is  behind  him,  and  is  to  be  drawn  on,  over 
everything  and  through  everything." 

His  teeth  gleamed  through  his  malicious  relish 
of  this  conceit  as  he  went  on  talking. 

"  Mr.  Dombey  is  really  capabk  of  no  more 
true  consideration  for  you,  madam,  than  for  me. 
The  comparison  is  an  extreme  one;  I  intend  it  to 
be  so;  but  quite  just.  Mr.  Dombey,  in  the  pleni- 
tude of  his  power,  asked  me  —  1  had  it  from 
his  own  lips  yesterday  morning — to  be  his  go- 
between  to  you,  because  he  knows  I  am  not 
agreeable  to  you,  and  because  he  intends  that  I 
shall  be  a  punishment  for  your  contumacy;  and, 
besides  that,  because  he  really  does  consider  that 
I,  his  paid  servant,  am  an  ambassador  whom  it 
is  derogatory  to  the  dignity — not  of  the  lady  to 
whom  I  have  the  happiness  of  speaking ;  she 
has  no  existence  in  his  mind — but  of  his  wife,  a 
part  of  himself,  to  receive.  You  may  imagine 
how  regardless  of  me,  how  obtuse  to  the  pos- 
sibility of  my  having  any  individual  sentiment 
or  opinion  he  is,  when  he  tells  me,  openly,  tliat 
I  am  so  employed.  You  know  how  perfectly  in- 
different to  your  feelings  he  is  when  he  threatens 
you  with  such  a  messenger.  As  you,  of  course, 
have  not  forgotten  that  he  did." 

She  watched  him  still  attentively.  But  he 
watched  her  too ;  and  he  saw  that  this  iniliai- 
tion  of  a  knowledge,  on  his  part,  of  something 
that  had  passetl  between  herself  and  her  luis- 
band,  rankled  and  smarted  in  her  haughty  breast 
like  a  poisoned  arrow. 

'•  I  do  not  recall  all  this  to  widen  tl'.e  breach 
between  yourself  and  Mr.  Dombey,  madam  — 
Heaven  forbid!  what  would  it  profit  me? — but 
as  an  example  of  the  hopelessness  of  .impressing 
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Mr.  Dombey  with  a  sense  that  anybody  is  to  be 
considered  when  he  is  in  question.  We  w-ho  are 
about  him  have,  in  our  various  positions,  done 
our  [lart,  I  dare  say,  to  confirm  him  in  his  way 
of  thinking ;  but,  if  we  had  not  done  so,  others 
^^■ould — or  they  would  not  have  been  about  him ; 
and  it  has  always  been,  from  the  beginning,  the 
\ery  staple  of  his  life.  Mr.  Dombey  has  had  to 
(leal,  in  short,  with  none  but  submissive  and  de- 
pendent persons,  who  have  bowed  the  knee,  and 
bent  the  neck,  before  him.  He  has  never  known 
what  it  is  to  have  angry  pride  and  strong  resent- 
ment opposed  to  him." 

"  But  he  will  know  it  now  ! "  she  seemed  to 
say ;  though  her  lips  did  not  part,  nor  her  eyes 
falter.  He  saw  the  soft  down  tremble  once 
again,  and  he  saw  her  lay  the  plumage  of  the 
beautiful  bird  against  her  bosom  for  a  moment ; 
and  he  unfolded  one  more  ring  of  the  coil  into 
wliich  he  had  gathered  himself. 

■■  Mr.  Dombey,  though  a  most  honourable 
gentleman,"  he  said,  "is  so  prone  to  pervert 
even  facts  to  his  own  view,  when  he  is  at  all 
opposed,  in  consequence  of  the  warp  in  his 
mind,  that  he — can  I  give  a  better  instance 
than  this  ? — he  sincerely  believes  (you  will  ex- 
cuse the  folly  of  what  I  am  about  to  say ;  it  not 
being  mine)  that  his  severe  expression  of  opinion 
to  his  present  wife,  on  a  certain  special  occasion 
she  may  remember,  before  the  lamented  death 
of  Mrs.  Skewton,  produced  a  withering  effect, 
and  for  the  moment  quite  subdued  her  ! " 

Edith  laughed.  How  harshly  and  unmusi- 
cally need  not  be  described.  It  is  enough  that 
he  was  glad  to  hear  her. 

"  Madam,"  he  resumed,  "  I  have  done  with 
this.  Your  own  opinions  are  so  strong,  and,  I 
am  persuaded,  so  unalterable,"  he  repeated  those 
words  slowly  and  with  great  emphasis,  "  that  I 
am  almost  afraid  to  incur  your  displeasure  anew 
when  I  say  that,  in  spite  of  these  defects  and  my 
full  knowledge  of  them,  I  have  become  habituated 
to  Mr.  Dombey,  and  esteem  him.  But  when  I 
say  so,  it  is  not,  believe  me,  for  the  mere  sake  of 
vaunting  a  feeling  that  is  so  utterly  at  variance 
witii  your  own,  and  for  which  you  can  have  no 
sympathy" — oh,  how  distinct,  and  plain,  and 
emphasized  this  was  ! — "  but  to  give  you  an 
assurance  of  the  zeal  with  which,  in  this  un- 
happy matter,  I  am  yours,  and  the  indignation 
with  which  I  regard  the  part  I  am  required  to 
fill!" 

She  sat  as  if  she  were  afraid  to  take  her  eyes 
from  his  face. 

And  now  to  unwind  the  last  ring  of  the  coil. 

"  It  is  growing  late,"  said  Carker  after  a  pause, 
"  and  you  are,  as  you  said,  fatigued.     But  the 


second  object  of  this  interview  I  must  not  for- 
get. I  must  recommend  you,  I  must  entreat 
you  in  the  most  earnest  manner,  for  sufficient 
reasons  that  I  have,  to  be  cautious  in  your  de- 
monstrations of  regard  for  Miss  Dombey." 

"  Cautious  !     What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

'•'  To  be  careful  how  you  e.xhibit  too  much 
affection  for  that  young  lady." 

"Too  much  affection,  sir?"  said  Edith,  knit- 
ting her  broad  brow  and  rising.  "  Who  judges 
my  affection,  or  measures  it  out?     You?" 

"  It  is  not  I  who  do  so."  He  was,  or  feigned 
to  be,  perplexed. 

"  Who  then  ?  " 

"  Can  you  not  guess  who  then  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  choose  to  guess,"  she  answered. 

"  Madam,"  he  said  after  a  little  hesitation  ; 
meantime  they  had  been,  and  still  were,  regard- 
ing each  other  as  before  ;  "  I  am  in  a  ditticulty 
here.  You  have  told  me  you  will  receive  no 
message,  and  you  have  forbidden  me  to  return 
to  that  subject ;  but  the  two  subjects  are  so 
closely  entwined,  I  find,  that,  unless  you  will 
accept  this  vague  caution  from  one  who  has  now 
the  honour  to  possess  your  confidence,  though 
the  w-ay'to  it  has  been  through  your  displeasure, 
I  must  violate  the  injunction  you  have  laid  upon 
me." 

"  You  know  that  you  are  free  to  do  so,  sir," 
said  Edith.     "  Do  it." 

So  pale,  so  trembling,  so  impassioned  !  He 
had  not  miscalculated  the  effect,  then  ! 

"  His  instructions  were,"  he  said  in  a  low 
voice,  "  that  I  should  inform  you  that  your  de- 
meanour towards  Miss  Dombey  is  not  agreeable 
to  him.  That  it  suggests  comparisons  to  him 
which  are  not  favourable  to  himself.  That  he 
desires  it  may  be  wholly  changed  ;  and  that,  if 
you  are  in  earnest,  he  is  confident  it  will  be ;  for 
your  continued  show  of  affection  will  not  benefit 
its  object." 

,"  That  is  a  threat,"  she  said. 

"  That  is  a  threat,"  he  answered  in  his  voice- 
less manner  of  assent :  adding  aloud,  "  But  not 
directed  against  you." 

Proud,  erect,  and  dignified,  as  she  stood  con- 
fronting him  ;  and  looking  through  him,  as  she 
did,  with  her  full  bright  flashing  eye  ;  and  smil- 
ing, as  she  was,  with  scorn  and  bitterness  ;  she 
sunk  as  if  the  ground  had  dropped  beneath  her, 
and  in  an  instant  would  have  fallen  on  the  floor, 
but  that  he  caught  her  in  his  arms.  As  instan- 
taneously she  threw  him  off,  the  moment  that 
he  touched  her,  and,  drawing  back,  confronted 
him  again,  immovable,  with  her  hand  stretched 
out. 

"Please  to  leave  me.    Say  no  more  to-night." 


THE  MESSENGER  IS  FORGIVEN,  AND  HAS  EXPLAINED. 
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"  I  feel  the  urgency  of  this,''  said  Mr.  Carker, 
"  because  it  is  impossible  to  say  what  unforeseen 
consequences  might  arise,  or  how  soon,  from 
your  being  unacquainted  with  his  state  of  mind. 
1  understand  Miss  Dombey  is  concerned,  now, 
at  the  dismissal  of  her  old  servant,  which  is 
likely  to  have  been  a  minor  consequence  in 
itself.  You  don't  blame  me  for  requesting  that 
Miss  Dombey  might  not  be  present.  May  I 
hope  so }  '■ 

'I  do  not.     Please  to  leave  me,  sir." 

"  I  knew  that  your  regard  for  the  young  lady, 
ivhich  15  very  sincere  and  strong,  I  am  well  per- 
suaded, would  render  it  a  great  unhappiness  to 
you  ever  to  be  a  prey  to  the  reflection  that  you 
had  injured  her  position  and  ruined  her  future 
hopes,"  said  Carker  hurriedly,  but  eagerly. 

'■■  No  more  to-night.   Leave  me,  if  you  please." 

'■■  I  sliail  be  here  constantly  in  my  attendance 
upon  him,  and  in  the  transaction  of  business 
matters.  You  will  allow  me  to  see  you  again, 
and  'to  consult  what  should  be  done,  and  learn 
your  wishes .'  " 

She  motioned  him  towards  the  door. 

"  I  cannot  even  decide  whether  to  tell  him  I 
have  spoken  to  you  yet ;  or  to  lead  him  to  sup- 
pose that  I  have  deferred  doing  so,  for  want  of 
opportunity,  or  for  any  other  reason.  It  will  be 
necessary  that  you  should  enable  me  to  consult 
with  you  very  soon." 

"  At  any  time  but  now,"  she  answered. 

"  You  will  understand,  when  I  wish  to  see 
you,  that  Miss  Dombey  is  not  to  be  present ; 
and  that  I  seek  an  interview  as  one  who  has  the 
happiness  to  possess  your  confidence,  and  who 
comes  to  render  you  every  assistance  in  his 
power,  and,  perhaps,  on  many  occasions,  to  ward 
off  evil  from  her  ?  " 

Looking  at  him  still  with  the  same  apparent 
dread  of  releasing  him  for  a  moment  from  the 
influence  of  her  steady  gaze,  wliatever  that  might 
be,  she  answered,  "  Yes  ! "  and  once  more  bade 
him  go. 

He  bowed,  as  if  in  compliance.;  but,  turning 
back  when  he  had  nearly  reached  the  door, 
said  ; 

"  I  am  forgiven,  and  have  explained  my  fiiult. 
May  I — for  Miss  Dombey's  sake,  and  for  my 
own — take  your  hand  before  I  go  ?  " 

She  gave  him  the  gloved  hand  she  had 
maimed  last  night.  He  took  it  in  one  of  his, 
and  kissed  it  and  withdrew.  And  when  he  had 
closed  the  door,  he  waved  the  hand  with  which 
he  had  taken  hers,  and  thrust  it  in  his  breast. 


CHAPTER   XLVL 

RECOGNIZANT  AND   REFLECTIVE. 

MONG  sundry  minor  alterations  in 
Mr.  Carker's  life  and  habits  that 
began  to  take  place  at  this  time, 
none  was  more  remarkable  than  tlie 
extraordinary  diligence  with  which 
he  applied  himself  to  btisiness,  and  the 
closeness  with  which  he  investigated 
every  detail  that  the  affairs  of  the 
House  laid  open  to  him.  Always  active  and 
penetrating  in  such  matters,  his  lyn.x-eyed  vigi- 
lance now  increased  twenty-fold.  Not  only  did 
his  weary  watch  keep  pace  with  every  present 
point  that  every  day  presented  to  hiin  in  some 
new  form,  but,  in  the  midst  of  these  engrossing 
occupations,  he  found  leisure — that  is,  he  made 
it — to  review  the  past  transactions  of  the  Firm, 
and  his  share  in  them,  during  a  long  scries  of 
years.  Frequently,  when  the  clerks  were  all 
gone,  the  offices  dark  and  empty,  and  all  similar 
places  of  business  shut  up,  Mr.  Carker,  with  the 
whole  anatomy  of  the  iron  room  laid  bare  before 
him,  would  explore  the  mysteries  of  books  and 
papers,  with  the  patient  progress  of  a  man  who 
was  dissecting  the  minutest  nerves  and  fibres  of 
his  subject.  Perch,  the  messenger,  who  usually 
remained  on  these  occasions,  to  entertain  him- 
self with  the  perusal  of  the  Price  Current  by  the 
light  of  one  candle,  or  to  doze  over  the  fire  in 
the  outer  ofiice,  at  the  imminent  risk  every  mo- 
ment of  diving  head  foremost  into  the  coal-box, 
could  not  withhold  the  tribute  of  his  admiration 
from  this  zealous  conduct,  .although  it  much 
contracted  his  domestic  enjoyments  ;  and  again 
and  again  expatiated  to  Mrs.  Perch  (now  nurs- 
ing twins)  on  the  industry  and  acuteness  of  their 
managing  gentleman  in  the  City. 

The  same  increased  and  sharp  attention  that 
Mr.  Carker  bestowed  on  the  business  of  the 
House  he  applied  to  his  own  personal  affairs. 
Though  not  a  partner  in  the  concern — a  dis- 
tinction hitherto  reserved  solely  to  inheritors  of 
the  great  name  of  Dombey — he  was  in  the  re- 
ceipt of  some  pcr-centage  on  its  dealings ;  and, 
participating  in  all  its  facilities  for  the  employ- 
ment of  money  to  advantage,  was  considered,  b}- 
the  minnows  among  the  tritons  of  the  East,  a 
rich  man.  It  began  to  be  said,  among  these 
shrewd  observers,  that  Jem  Carker,  of  Dombey's, 
was  looking  about  him  to  see  what  he  was  worth  ; 
and  that  he  was  calling  in  his  money  at  a  gooil 
time,  like  the  long-headed  fellow  he  was  ;  and 
bets  were  even  oft'ered  on  the  Stock  Exchange 
that  Jem   was  going   to  marry  a  rich   widow. 
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Yet  these  cares  did  not  in  the  least  interfere 
with  Mr.  Carker's  watching  of  his  chief,  or  with 
his  cleanness,  neatness,  sleekness,  or  any  cat-like 
(Hiality  he  possessed.  It  was  not  so  much  that 
there  was  a  change  in  him  in  reference  to  any  of 
liis  habits,  as  that  the  whole  man  was  intensified. 
Everything  that  had  been  observable  in  him  be- 
fore was  observable  now,  but  with  a  greater 
amount  of  concentration.  He  did  each  single 
thing  as  if  he  did  nothing  else — a  pretty  certain 
indication,  in  a  man  of  that  range  of  ability  and 
])urpose,  that  he  is  doing  something  which 
sharpens  and  keeps  alive  his  keenest  powers. 

The  only  decided  alteration  in  liim  was,  that 
■IS  he  rode  to  and  fro  along  the  streets,  he  would 
fall  into  deep  fits  of  musing,  like  tliat  in  which 
he  had  come  away  from  Mr.  Dombey's  house  on 
the  morning  of  that  gentleman's  disaster.  At 
such  times  he  would  keep  clear  of  the  obstacles 
in  his  way  mechanically  ;  and  w-ould  appear  to 
see  and  hear  nothing  until  arrival  at  his  desti- 
nation, or  some  sudden  chance  or  effort  roused 
him. 

Walking  his  whitedegged  horse  thus  to  the 
counting-house  of  Dombey  and  Son  one  day,  he 
■was  as  imconscious  of  the  observation  of  two 
pairs  of  women's  eyes,  as  of  the  fascinated  orbs 
of  Rob  the  Grinder,  who,  in  waiting  a  street's 
lenglli  from  the  appointed  place,  as  a  demon- 
stration of  punctuality,  vainly  touched  and  re- 
touched his  hat  to  attract  attention,  and  trotted 
along  on  foot  by  his  master's  side,  prepared  to 
hold  his  stirrup  w^hen  he  should  alight. 

"  See  where  he  goes  !  "  cried  one  of  these  two 
women,  an  old  creature,  who  stretched  out  her 
shrivelled  arm  to  point  him  out  to  her  com- 
panion, a  young  woman,  who  stood  close  beside 
her,  w-ithdrawn,  like  herself,  into  a  gateway. 

Mrs.  Brown's  daughter  looked  out  at  this 
bidding  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Brown  ;  and  there 
were  wrath  and  vengeance  in  her  face. 

"I  never  thought  to  look  at  him  again,"  she 
said  in  a  low  voice  ;  "  but  it's  well  I  should, 
l)erhaps.     I  see.     I  see  !  " 

"  Not  changed  !  "  said  the  old  woman,  with  a 
look  of  eager  malice. 

■'  lie  changed  ! "  returned  the  other.  "  What 
for?  What  has  he  suffered?  There  is  change 
enough  for  twenty  in  me.    Isn't  that  enough  ?  " 

"  See  where  he  goes ! "  muttered  the  old 
woman,  watching  her  daughter  with  her  red 
eyes;  "  so  easy  and  so  trim,  a-horseback,  while 
we  are  in  the  mud " 

"And  of  it,"  said  her  daughter  impatiently. 
■'  We  are  mud  underneath  his  horse's  feet.  What 
should  we  be  ?  '' 

In    the   intentness   with   which    she    looked 


after  him  again,  she  made  a  hasty  gesture  with 
her  hand  when  the  old  woman  began  to  reply, 
as  if  her  view  could  be  obstructed  by  mere 
sound.  Her  mother  watching  her,  and  not  him, 
remained  silent ;  until  her  kindling  glance  sub- 
sided, and  she  drew  a  long  breath,  as  if  in  the 
relief  of  his  being  gone. 

"  Deary  !  "  said  the  old  woman  then.  "  Alice  ! 
Handsome  gal  !  Ally  ! "  She  gently  shook  her 
sleeve  to  arouse  her  attention.  "  Will  you  let 
him  go  like  that,  when  you  can  wring  money 
from  him  ?  \Vhy,  it's  a  wickedness,  my 
daughter." 

"  Haven't  I  told  you  that  I  will  not  have 
money  from  him  ?  "  she  returned.  "  And  don't 
you  yet  believe  me  ?  Did  I  take  his  sister's 
money?  Would  I  touch  a  penny,  if  I  knew  it, 
that  had  gone  through  his  white  hands — unless 
it  was,  indeed,  that  I  could  poison  it,  and  send 
it  back  to  him  ?  Peace,  mother,  and  come 
away." 

"  And  him  so  rich  ?  "  murmured  the  old  wo- 
man.    "  And  us  so  poor  !  " 

"  Poor  in  not  being  able  to  pay  him  any  of 
the  harm  we  owe  him,"  returned  her  daughter. 
"  Let  him  give  me  that  sort  of  riches,  and  I'll 
take  them  from  him  and  use  them.  Come  away. 
It's  no  good  looking  at  his  horse.  Come  away, 
mother !  " 

But  the  old  woman,  for  whom  the  spectacle  of 
Rob  the  Grinder  returning  down  the  street, 
leading  the  riderless  horse,  appeared  to  have 
some  extraneous  interest  that  it  did  not  possess 
in  itself,  surveyed  that  young  man  with  the  ut- 
most earnestness  ;  and  seeming  to  have  whatever 
doubts  she  entertained  resolved  as  he  drew 
nearer,  glanced  at  her  daughter  with  brightened 
eyes,  and  with  her  finger  on  her  lip,  and  emerg- 
ing from  the  gateway  at  the  moment  of  his 
passing,  touched  him  on  the  shoulder. 

"  Why,  Where's  my  sprightly  Rob  been  all 
this  time  ?  "  she  said  as  he  turned  round. 

The  sprightly  Rob,  whose  sprightliness  was 
very  much  diminished  by  the  salutation,  looked 
exceedingly  dismayed,  and  said,  with  the  water 
rising  in  his  eyes  : 

"  Oh  !  why  can't  you  leave  a  poor  cove  alone, 
Misses  Brown,  when  he's  getting  an  honest  live- 
lihood and  conducting  himself  respectable? 
^Vhat  do  you  come  and  deprive  a  cove  of  his 
character  for,  by  talking  to  him  in  the  streets, 
when  he's  taking  his  master's  horse  to  a  honest 
stable — a  horse  you'd  go  and  sell  for  cat's  and 
dog's  meat  if  you  had  your  way?  Why,  I 
thought,"  said  the  Grinder,  producing  his  con- 
cluding remark  as  if  it  were  the  climax  of  all  his 
injuries,  "  that  you  was  dead  long  ago  !  " 
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"  This  is  the  way,"  cried  the  old  woman,  ap- 
pealing to  her  daughter,  "  that  he  talks  to  me, 
who  knew  him  weeks  and  months  together,  my 
deary,  and  have  stood  his  friend  many  and  many 
a  time  among  the  pigeon-fancying  tramps  and 
bird-catchers." 

"Let  the  birds  be,  will  you,  Misses  Brown  ?" 
retorted  Rob  in  a  tone  of  the  acutest  anguish. 
"  I  think  a  cove  had  better  have  to  do  with  lions 
than  them  little  creeturs,  for  they're  always 
flying  back  in  your  face  when  you  least  expect 
it.  Well,  how  d'ye  do,  and  what  do  you  want .'" 
These  polite  inquiries  the  Grinder  uttered  as  it 
were  under  protest,  and  with  great  exasperation 
and  vindictiveness. 

"  Hark  how  he  speaks  to  an  old  friend,  my 
deary !  "  said  Mrs.  Brown,  again  appealing  to 
her  daughter.  "  But  there's  some  of  his  old 
friends  not  so  patient  as  me.  If  I  was  to  tell 
some  that  he  knows,  and  has  sported  and  cheated 
with,  where  to  find  him " 

"Will  you  hold  your  tongue,  Misses  Brown?" 
interrupted  the  miserable  Grinder,  glancing 
quickly  round,  as  though  he  expected  to  see  his 
master's  teeth  shining  at  his  elbow.  "  What  do 
you  take  a  pleasure  in  ruining  a  cove  for?  At 
your  time  of  life,  too  !  when  you  ought  to  be 
thinking  of  a  variety  of  things  !" 

"  What  a  gallant  horse  !  "  said  the  old  woman, 
patting  the  animal's  neck. 

"  Let  him  alone,  will  you,  Misses  Brown  ?  " 
cried  Rob,  pushing  away  her  hand.  "  You're 
enough  to  drive  a  penitent  cove  mad  !  " 

"  Why,  what  hurt  do  I  do  him,  child  ?  "  re- 
turned the  old  woman. 

"  Hurt !  "  said  Rob.  "  He's  got  a  master 
that  would  find  it  out  if  he  was  touched  with  a 
straw."  And  he  blew  upon  the  place  where  the 
old  woman's  hand  had  rested  for  a  moment,  and 
smoothed  it  gently  with  his  finger,  as  if  he 
seriously  believed  what  he  said. 

The  old  woman,  looking  back  to  mumble  and 
mouth  at  her  daughter,  who  followed,  kept  close 
to  Rob's  heels  as  he  walked  on  with  the  bridle 
in  his  hand  ;  and  pursued  the  conversation. 

"  A  good  place,  Rob,  eh  ?  "  said  she.  "  You're 
in  luck,  my  child." 

"  Oh,  don't  talk  about  luck.  Misses  Brown," 
returned  the  wretched  (irinder,  facing  round 
and  stopping.  "  If  you'd  never  come,  or  if 
you'd  go  away,  then  indeed  a  cove  might  be 
considered  tolerable  lucky.  Can't  yo'u  go  along. 
Misses  Brown,  and  not  foller  me?"  blubbered 
Rob  with  sudden  defiance.  "  If  the  young 
woman's  a  friend  of  yours,  why  don't  she  take 
you  away,  instead  of  letting  you  make  yourself 
so  discrraceful  ?" 


"  What ! "  croaked  the  old  woman,  putting 
her  face  close  to  his,  with  a  malevolent  grin 
upon  it  that  puckered  up  the  loose  skin  down  in 
her  very  throat.  "  Do  you  deny  your  old  chum  ? 
Have  you  lurked  to  my  house  fifty  times,  and 
slept  sound  in  a  corner  when  you  had  no  other 
bed  but  the  paving-stones,  and  do  you  talk  to 
me  like  this?  Have  I  bought  and  sold  with 
you,  and  helped  you  in  my  way  of  business, 
school-boy,  sneak,  and  what  not,  and  do  you 
tell  me  to  go  along  ?  Could  I  raise  a  crovvil  of 
old  company  about  you  to-morrow  morning,  that 
would  follow  you  to  ruin  like  copies  of  your  own 
shadow,  and  do  you  turn  on  me  witli  your  bold 
looks?     I'll  go.     Come,  Alice." 

"  Stop,  Misses  Brown  !  "  cried  the  distracted 
Grinder.  "  What  are  you  doing  of  ?  Don't  put 
yourself  in  a  passion  !  Don't  let  her  go,  if  you 
please.  I  haven't  meant  any  offence.  I  said 
'  How  d'ye  do '  at  first,  didn't  I  ?  But  you 
wouldn't  answer.  How  do  you  do  ?  Besides,'' 
said  Rob  piteously,  "  look  here  !  How  can  a 
cove  stand  talking  in  the  street  with  his  master's 
prad  a  wanting  to  be  took  to  be  rubbed  down, 
and  his  master  up  to  every  individgle  thing  that 
happens  ? " 

The  old  woman  made  a  show  of  being  partially 
appeased,  but  shook  her  head,  and  mouthed  and 
muttered  still. 

"  Come  along  to  the  stables,  and  have  a  glass 
of  something  that's  good  for  you,  Misses  Brown, 
can't  you,"  said  Rob,  "  instead  of  going  on  like 
that,  which  is  no  good  to  you,  nor  anybody 
else  ?  Come  along  with  her,  will  you  bo  so 
kind?"  said  Rob.  "I'm  sure  I'm  delighted  to 
see  her,  if  it  wasn't  for  the  horse  !  " 

With  this  apology,  Rob  turned  away,  a  rueful 
picture  of  despair,  and  walked  his  charge  down 
a  by-street.  The  old  woman,  mouthing  at  her 
daughter,  followed  close  upon  him.  The  daugh- 
ter followed. 

Turning  into  a  silent  little  square  or  court- 
yard that  had  a  great  church  tower  rising  above 
It,  and  a  packer's  warehouse  and  a  bottle-maker'e 
warehouse  for  its  places  of  business,  Rob  the 
Grinder  delivered  the  white-legged  horse  to  the 
hostler  of  a  quaint  stable  at  the  corner ;  and 
inviting  Mrs.  Brown  and  her  daughter  to  seat 
themselves  upon  a  stone  bencii  at  the  gate  of 
that  establishment,  soon  reappeared  from  a 
neighbouring  public-house  with  a  pewter  measure 
and  a  glass. 

"  Here's  master — Mr.  Carker,  child  !  "  said 
the  old  woman  slowly,  as  her  sentiment  before 
drinking.     "  Lord  bless  him  !  " 

"  Why,  I  didn't  tell  you  who  he  was,"  ob- 
served Rob  with  staring  eyes. 
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"  We  know  liim  by  sight,"  said  Mrs.  Brown, 
■whose  working  mouth  and  nodding  head  stoi)ped 
for  the  moment,  in  the  fixedness  of  her  atten- 
tion. "  ^Ve  saw  him  pass  this  morning,  afore 
lie  got  off  his  liorse ;  when  you  were  ready  to 
take  it." 

"  Ay,  ay  ?  "  returned  Rob,  appearing  to  wish 
that  his  readiness  had  carried  him  to  any  other 
jilace. — "  What's  the  matter  with  her  ?  Won't 
she  drink  ?  " 

This  inquiry  had  reference  to  Alice,  who, 
folded  in  her  cloak,  sat  a  little  apart,  profoundly 
inattentive  to  his  offer  of  the  replenished  glass. 

The  old  woman  shook  her  head.  "  Don't 
mind  her,"  she  said;  "she's  a  strange  creetur, 
if  you  knowed  her,  Rob.     But  Mr.  Carker " 

"  Hush  ! "  said  Rob,  glancing  cautiously  up 
at  the  packer's  and  at  the  bottle-maker's,  as  if, 
from  any  one  of  the  tiers  of  warehouses,  Mr. 
Carker  might  be  looking  down.     "  Softly." 

"  Why,  he  ain't  here  '  "  cried  Mrs.  Brown. 

"  I  don't  know  that,"  muttered  Rob,  whose 
glance  even  wandered  to  the  church  tower,  as  if 
he  might  be  there,  with  a  supernatural  power  of 
hearing. 

"  Good  master?"  inquired  Mrs.  Brown. 

Rob  nodded ;  and  added,  in  a  low  voice, 
"  Precious  sharp." 

"  Lives  out  of  town,  don't  he,  lovey  ? "  said 
the  old  woman. 

"  When  he's  at  home,"  returned  Rob  ;  "  but 
we  don't  live  at  home  just  now." 

"  Where  then  ?  "  asked  the  old  woman. 

"  Lodgings ;  up  near  Mr,  Dombey's,"  returned 
Rob. 

The  younger  woman  fi.xed  her  eyes  so  search- 
ingly  upon  him,  and  so  suddenly,  that  Rob  was 
quite  confounded,  and  offered  the  glass  again, 
but  with  no  more  effect  upon  her  than  before. 

"  Mr.  Dombey — you  and  I  used  to  talk  about 
him  sometimes,  you  know,"  said  Rob  to  Mrs. 
Brown.  "You  used  to  get  me  to  talk  about 
him." 

The  old  woman  nodded. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Dombey,  he's  had  a  fall  from  his 
horse,"  said  Rob  unwillingly  :  "  and  my  master 
has  to  be  up  there  more  than  usual,  either  with 
him,  or  Mrs.  Dombey,  or  some  of  'em  ;  and  so 
we've  come  to  town." 

".tVre  they  good  friends,  lovey?"  asked  the 
old  woman. 

"Who?"  retorted  Rob. 

"  He  and  she." 

"What,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dombey?"  said  Rob. 
"■  How  should  /  know  ?  " 

"Not  them— master  and  Mrs.  Dombey, 
chick,"  replied  the  old  woman  coaxingly. 


"  I  don't  know,"  said  Rob,  looking  round  him 
again.  "  I  suppose  so.  How  curious  you  are. 
Misses  Brown  !     Least  said,  soonest  mended." 

"Why,  there's  no  harm  in  it !  "  exclaimed  the 
old  woman,  with  a  laugli  and  a  clap  of  her 
hands.  "  Sprightly  Rob  has  grown  tame  since 
he  has  been  well  off !     There's  no  harm  in  it." 

"  No,  there's  no  harm  in  it,  I  know,"  returned 
Rob,  with  the  same  distrustful  glance  at  the 
packer's  and  the  bottle-maker's, and  the  church; 
"  but  blabbing,  if  it's  only  about  the  number  of 
buttons  on  my  master's  coat,  won't  do.  I  tell 
you  it  won't  do  with  him.  A  cove  had  better 
drown  himself  He  says  so.  I  shouldn't  have 
so  much  as  told  you  what  his  name  was,  if 
you  hadn't  known  it.  Talk  about  somebody 
else." 

As  Rob  took  another  cautious  survey  of  the 
yard,  the  old  woman  made  a  secret  motion  to 
her  daughter.  It  was  momentary,  but  the 
daughter,  with  a  slight  look  of  intelligence, 
withdrevf  her  eyes  from  the  boy's  face,  and  sat 
folded  in  her  cloak  as  before. 

"'  Rob,  lovey  ! "  said  the  old  woman,  beckon- 
ing him  to  the  other  end  of  the  bench.  "  You 
were  always  a  pet  and  favourite  of  mine.  Now, 
weren't  you?    Don't  you  know  you  were  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Misses  Brown,"  replied  the  Grinder, 
with  a  very  bad  grace. 

"  And  you  could  leave  me ! "  said  the  old 
woman,  flinging  her  arms  about  his  neck. 
"  You  could  go  away,  and  grow  almost  out  of 
knowledge,  and  never  come  to  tell  your  poor 
old  friend  how  fortunate  you  were,  proud  lad ! 
Oho,  oho  ! " 

"  Oh,  here's  a  dreadful  go  for  a  cove  that's  got 
a  master  wide  awake  in  the  neighbourhood  ! " 
exclaimed  the  wretched  Grinder.  "  To  be 
howled  over  like  this  here  !  " 

"Won't  you  come  and  see  me,  Robby?" 
cried  Mrs.  Brown.  "  Oho,  won't  you  ever  come 
and  see  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  tell  you  !  Yes,  I  will !  "  returned  the 
Grinder. 

"  That's  my  own  Rob  !  That's  my  lovey  !  " 
said  Mrs.  Brown,  drj'ing  the  tears  upon  her 
shrivelled  face,  and  giving  him  a  tender  squeeze. 
"  At  the  old  place,  Rob  ?  " 

"■  Yes,"  returned  the  Grinder. 

"Soon,  Robby  dear?"  cried  Mrs.  Brown; 
"■  and  often  ?  " 

"Yes,  yes,  yes,"  replied  Rob.  "I  will  in- 
deed, upon  my  soul  and  body." 

"  And  then,"  said  Mrs.  Brown,  with  her  arms 
uplifted  towards  the  sky,  and  her  head  thrown 
back  and  shaking,  "  if  he's  true  to  his  word,  I'll 
never  come  a-near  him,  though  I  know  where 


EROTHERL  V  DISCOURSE. 


327 


he  is,  and  never  breathe  a  syllable  about  him  ! 
Never ! " 

This  ejaculation  seemed  a  drop  of  comfort  to 
the  miserable  Grinder,  who  shook  Mrs.  Brown 
by  the  hand  upon  it,  and  implored  her,  with 
tears  in  his  eyes,  to  leave  a  cove,  and  not  destroy 
his  prospects.  Mrs.  Brown,  with  another  fond 
embrace,  assented ;  but,  in  the  act  of  following 
her  daughter,  turned  back,  with  her  finger 
stealthily  raised,  and  asked  in  a  hoarse  whisper 
for  some  mone}'. 

"  A  shilling,  dear !  "  she  said,  with  her  eager, 
avaricious  face,  "  or  si.xpence  !  For  old  ac- 
([uaintance'  sake.  I'm  so  poor.  And  my  hand- 
some gal " — looking  over  her  shoulder — "  she's 
my  gal,  Rob — half  starves  me." 

But,  as  the  reluctant  Grinder  put  it  in  her 
hand,  her  daughter,  coming  quietly  back,  caught 
the  hand  in  hers,  and  twisted  out  the  coin. 

"  What,"  she  said,  "  mother !  always  money  ! 
money  from  the  first,  and  to  the  last !  Do  you 
mind  so  little  what  I  said  but  now  ?  Here. 
Take  it!" 

The  old  woman  uttered  a  moan  as  the  money 
was  restored,  but  without  in  any  other  way  op- 
posing its  restoration,  hobbled  at  her  daughter's 
side  out  of  the  yard,  and  along  the  by-street 
upon  which  it  opened.  The  astonished  and 
dismayed  Rob,  staring  after  them,  saw  that  they 
stopped,  and  fell  to  earnest  conversation  very 
soon  ;  and  more  than  once  observed  a  darkly- 
threatening  action  of  the  younger  woman's  hand 
(obviously  having  reference  to  some  one  of  whom 
they  spoke),  and  a  crooning,  feeble  imitation  of 
it  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Brown,  that  made  him 
earnestly  hope  he  might  not  be  the  subject  of 
their  discourse. 

With  the  present  consolation  that  they  were 
gone,  and  with  the  prospective  comfort  that 
Mrs.  Brown  could  not  li\e  for  ever,  and  was  not 
likely  to  live  long  to  trouble  him,  the  Grinder, 
not  otherwise  regretting  his  misdeeds  than  as 
they  were  attended  with  such  disagreeable  in- 
cidental consequences,  composed  his  ruflled 
features  to  a  more  serene  e.xpression  by  thinking 
of  the  admirable  manner  in  which  he  had  dis- 
posed of  Captain  Cuttle  (a  reflection  that  seldom 
failed  to  put  him  in  a  flow  of  spirits),  and  went 
to  the  Dombey  counting-house  to  receive  his 
master's  orders. 

There  his  master,  so  subtle  and  vigilant  of 
eye  that  Rob  quaketl  before  him,  more  than  half 
expecting  to  be  taxed  with  Mrs.  Brown,  gave 
him  the  usual  morning's  box  of  papers  for  Mr. 
Dombey,  and  a  note  for  Mrs.  Dombey  :  merely 
nodding  his  head  as  an  enjoinder  to  be  careful, 
and  to  use  dispatch — a  mysterious  admonition, 


fraught,  in  the  Grinder's  imagination,  with  dismal 
warnings  and  threats ;  and  more  powerful  with 
him  than  any  words. 

Alone  again  in  his  own  room,  Mr.  Carker 
applied  himself  to  work,  and  worked  all  da}'. 
He  saw  many  visitors  ;  overlooked  a  number  of 
documents;  went  in  and  out,  to  and  from, 
sundry  places  of  mercantile  resort ;  and  indulged 
in  no  more  abstraction  until  the  day's  business 
was  done.  But,  when  the  usual  clearance  of 
papers  from  his  tabic  was  made  at  last,  he  fell 
into  his  thoughtful  mood  once  more. 

He  was  standing  in  his  accustomed  place  and 
attitude,  with  his  eyes  intently  fixed  upon  the 
ground,  when  his  broUier  entered  to  bring  back 
some  letters  that  had  been  taken  out  in  the 
course  of  the  day.  He  put  them  quietly  on  the 
table,  and  was  going  immediately,  when  Mr. 
Carker  the  manager,  whose  e)'es  had  rested  on 
him,  on  his  entrance,  as  if  they  had  all  this  time 
had  him  for  the  subject  of  their  contemplation, 
instead  of  the  office  floor,  said  : 

•'  Well,  John  Carker,  and  what  brings  you 
here?" 

His  brother  pointed  to  the  letters,  and  was 
again  withdrawing. 

"  I  wonder,"  said  the  manager,  "  that  you  can 
come  and  go  without  inquiring  howourmaster  is." 

"  We  had  word  this  morning,  in  the  counting- 
house,  that  Mr.  Dombey  was  doing  well,"  re- 
plied his  brother. 

"  You  are  such  a  meek  fellow,"  said  the 
manager  with  a  smile, — "  but  you  have  gro'ivn  so, 
in  the  course  of  years, — that  if  any  harm  came 
to  him,  you'd  be  miserable,  I  dare  swear  now." 

"  I  should  be  truly  sorry,  James,"  returned 
the  other. 

"  He  would  be  sorry !  "  said  the  manager, 
pointing  at  him,  as  if  there  were  some  other 
person  present  to  whom  he  was  appealing.  "  He 
would  be  truly  sorry  !  This  brother  of  mine  ! 
This  junior  of  the  place,  this  slighted  piece  of 
lumber,  pushed  aside  \v\\k\  his  face  to  the  wall, 
like  a  rotten  picture,  and  left  so,  for  Heaven 
knows  how  many  years ;  Ms  all  gratitude  and 
respect,  and  devotion  too,  he  would  have  me 
believe  ! " 

"  I  would  have  you  believe  nothing,  James," 
returned  the  other.  "  Be  as  just  to  me  as  you 
would  to  any  other  man  below  you.  You  ask  a 
question,  and  1  answer  it." 

"  And  have  you  nothing,  spaniel,"  said  the 
manager,  with  unusual  irascibility,  "  to  complain 
of  in  him  ?  No  proud  treatment  to  resent,  no 
insolence,  no  foolery  of  state,'  no  exaction  of 
any  sort  ?  What  the  devil !  are  you  man  or 
mouse  ?  " 
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"  It  would  be  strange  if  any  two  persons  could 
be  together  for  so  many  years,  especially  as 
superior  and  inferior,  without  each  having  some- 
thing to  complain  of  in  the  other — as  he  thought, 
at  all  events,"  replied  John  Carker.  "  But, 
apart  from  my  history  here " 

"  His  history  here  !  "  exclaimed  the  manager. 
"  Why,  there  it  is.  The  very  fact  that  makes 
him  an  extreme  case  puts  him  out  of  the  whole 
chapter.     Well  ?  " 

"  Apart  from  that  which,  as  you  hint,  gives 
me  a  reason  to  be  thankful  that  I  alone  (happily 
for  all  the  rest)  possess,  surely  there  is  no  one  in 
the  house  who  would  not  say  and  feel  at  least 
as  much.  You  do  not  think  that  anybody  here 
would  be  indifferent  to  a  mischance  or  misfor- 
tune happening  to  the  head  of  the  House,  or 
anything  than  truly  sorry  for  it  ?  " 

"  You  have  good  reason  to  be  bound  to  him 
too  ! "  said  the  manager  contemptuously.  "  Why, 
don't  you  believe  that  you  are  kept  here  as  a 
cheap  example,  and  a  famous  instance  of  the 
clemency  of  Dombey  and  Son,  redounding  to 
the  credit  of  the  illustrious  House?" 

"  No,"  replied  his  brother  mildly,  "  I  have 
long  believed  that  I  am  kept  here  for  more  kind 
and  disinterested  reasons." 

"  But  you  were  going,"  said  the  manager,  with 
the  snarl  of  a  tiger-cat,  "to  recite  some  Christian 
precept,  I  observed." 

"  Nay,  James,"  returned  the  other,  "  though 
the  tie  of  brotherhood  between  us  has  been  long 
broken,  and  thrown  away " 

"  Who  broke  it,  good  sir  ?  "  said  the  manager. 

"  I,  by  my  misconduct.  I  do  not  charge  it 
upon  you." 

The  manager  replied,  with  that  mute  action  of 
his  bristling  mouth,  '•  Oh,  you  don't  charge  it 
upon  me  I"  and  bade  him  go  on. 

"  I  say,  though  there  is  not  that  tie  between 
us,  do  not,  I  entreat,  assail  me  with  unnecessary 
taunts,  or  misinterpret  what  I  say,  or  would  say. 
I  was  only  going  to  suggest  to  you  that  it  would 
be  a  mistake  to  suppose  that  it  is  only  you,  who 
have  been  selected  here,  above  all  others,  for 
advancement,  confidence,  and  distinction  (se- 
lected, in  the  beginning,  I  know,  for  your  great 
ability  and  trustfulness),  and  who  communicate 
more  freely  with  Mr.  Dombey  than  any  one, 
and  stand,  it  may  be  said,  on  equal  terms  with 
him,  and  have  been  favoured  and  enriched  by 
him — that  it  would  be  a  mistake  to  suppose  that 
it  is  only  you  who  are  tender  of  his  welfare  and 
reputation.  There  is  no  one  in  the  house,  from 
yourself  down  to  the  lowest,  I  sincerely  believe, 
who  does  not  participate  in  that  feeling." 

"  You  lie  !  "  said  the  manager,  red  with  sud- 


den anger.  "  You're  a  hypocrite,  John  Carker, 
and  you  lie  ! " 

"  James  !  "  cried  the  other,  flushing  in  his 
turn.  "  What  do  you  mean  by  these  insulting 
words  ?  Why  do  you  so  basely  use  them  to 
me,  unprovoked  ?  " 

"  I  tell  you,"  said  the  manager,  "  that  your 
hypocrisy  and  meekness — that  all  the  hypocrisy 
and  meekness  of  this  place — is  not  worth  that 
to  me,"  snapping  his  thumb  and  finger.  '■'  and 
that  I  see  through  it  as  if  it  were  air  !  There  is 
not  a  man  employed  here,  standing  between 
myself  and  the  lowest  in  place  (of  whom  you  are 
very  considerate,  and  with  reason,  for  he  is  not 
far  off),  who  wouldn't  be  glad  at  heart  to  see 
his  master  humbled :  who  does  not  hate  him 
secretly  :  who  does  not  wish  him  evil  rather 
than  good  :  and  who  would  net  turn  upon  him, 
if  he  had  the  power  and  boldness.  The  nearer 
to  his  favour,  the  nearer  to  his  insolence  ;  the 
closer  to  him,  the  farther  from  him.  That's  the 
creed  here  ! " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  his  brother,  whose 
roused  feelings  had  soon  yielded  to  surprise, 
"  who  may  have  abused  your  ear  widi  such  re- 
presentations ;  or  why  you  have  chosen  to  try 
me,  rather  than  another.  But  that  you  have 
been  trying  me,  and  tampering  with  me,  I  am 
now  sure.  You  have  a  ditferent  manner  and  a 
different  aspect  from  any  that  I  ever  saw  in  yoa 
I  will  only  say  to  you,  once  more,  you  are  de- 
ceived." 

"  I  know  I  am,"  said  the  manager.  '•  I  have 
told  you  so." 

"  Not  by  me,"  returned  his  brother.  "  By 
your  informant,  if  you  have  one.  If  not,  by 
your  own  thoughts  and  suspicions." 

"  I  have  no  suspicions,"  said  the  manager. 
"  Mine  are  certainties.  You  pusillanimous, 
abject,  cringing  dogs  !  All  making  the  same 
show,  all  canting  the  same  story,  all  whining 
the  same  professions,  all  harbouring  the  same 
transparent  secret." 

His  brother  withdrew  without  saying  more, 
and  shut  the  door  as  he  concluded.  Mr. 
Carker  the  manager  drew  a  chair  close  before 
the  fire,  and  fell  to  beating  the  coals  softly  with 
the  poker. 

"  The  faint-hearted,  fawning  knaves  ! "  he 
muttered,  with  his  two  shining  rows  of  teeth 
laid  bare.  "  There's  not  one  among  them 
who  wouldn't  feign  to  be  so  shocked  and  out- 
raged     Bah  !     There's  not  one  among  them 

but,  if  he  had  at  once  the  power,  and  the  wit  and 
daring  to  use  it,  would  scatter  Dombey's  pride, 
and  lay  it  low,  as  ruthlessly  as  I  rake  out  these 
ashes." 
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As  he  broke  them  up,  and  strewed  them  in 
the  grate,  he  looked  on  with  a  thoughtful  smile 
at  what  he  was  doing.  "Without  the  same 
queen  beckoner,  too  !  "  he  added  presently  ; 
"  and  there  is  a  pride  there  not  to  be  forgotten 
— witness  our  own  acquaintance  !  "  V^'ith  that 
he  fell  into  a  deeper  reverie,  and  sat  pondering 
over  the  blackening  grate,  until  he  rose  up  like 
a  man  who  had  been  absorbed  in  a  book,  and, 
looking  round  him,  took  his  hat  and  gloves, 
went  to  where  his  horse  was  waiting,  mounted, 
and  rode  away  through  the  lighted  streets  ;  for 
it  was  evening. 

He  rode  near  Mr.  Dombey's  house ;  and, 
falling  into  a  walk  as  he  approached  it,  looked 
up  at  the  windows.  The  window  where  he  had 
once  seen  Florence  sitting  with  her  dog  at- 
tracted his  attention  first,  though  there  was  no 
light  in  it ;  but  he  smiled  as  he  carried  his  eyes 
up  the  tall  front  of  the  house,  and  seemed  to 
leave  that  object  superciliously  behind. 

"Time  was,"  he  said,  "when  it  was  well  to 
watch  even  your  rising  little  star,  and  know  in 
what  quarter  there  were  clouds,  to  shadow  you 
if  needful.  But  a  planet  has  arisen,  and  you  are 
lost  in  its  light." 

He  turned  the  white-legged  horse  round  the 
street  corner,  and  sought  one  shining  window 
from  among  those  at  the  back  of  the  house. 
Associated  with  it  was  a  certain  stately  pre- 
sence, a  gloved  hand,  the  remembrance  how  the 
feathers  of  a  beautiful  bird's  wing  had  been 
showered  down  upon  the  floor,  and  how  the 
light  white  down  upon  a  robe  had  stirred  and 
rustled,  as  in  the  rising  of  a  distant  storm.  These 
were  the  things  he  carried  with  him  as  he  turned 
away  again,  and  rode  through  the  darkening  and 
deserted  parks  at  a  quick  rate. 

In  fatal  truth,  these  were  associated  with  a 
woman,  a  proud  woman,  who  hated  him,  but 
who  by  slow  and  sure  degrees  had  been  led  on 
by  his  craft,  and  her  pride  and  resentment,  to 
endure  his  company,  and  little  by  little  to  re- 
ceive him  as  one  who  had  the  privilege  to  talk 
to  her  of  her  own  defiant  disregard  of  her  own 
husband,  and  her  abandonment  of  high  con- 
sideration for  herself.  They  were  associated 
with  a  woman  who  hated  him  deeply,  and  who 
knew  him,  and  who  mistrusted  him  because  she 
knew  him,  and  because  he  knew  her ;  but  who 
fed  her  fierce  resentment  by  suffering  him  to 
draw  nearer  and  yet  nearer  to  her  every  day,  in 
spite  of  the  hate  she  cherished  for  him.  In  spite 
of  it !  For  that  very  reason  ;  since  its  depths, 
too  far  down  for  her  threatening  eye  to  pierce, 
though  she  could  see  into  them  dimly,  lay  the 
dark    retaliation,  whose  faintest  shadow,    seen 


once  and  shuddered  at,  and  never  seen  again, 
would  have  been  sufficient  stain  upon  her  soul. 

Did  the  phantom  of  such  a  woman  flit  about 
him  on  his  ride  ;  true  to  the  reality,  and  obvious 
to  him  ? 

Yes.  He  saw  her  in  his  mind,  exactly  as  she 
was.  She  bore  him  company  with  her  pride, 
resentment,  hatred,  all  as  plain  to  him  as  her 
beauty  ;  with  nothing  plainer  to  him  than  her 
hatred  of  him.  He  saw  her  sometimes  haughty 
and  repellent  at  his  side,  and  sometimes  down 
among  his  horse's  feet,  fallen  and  in  the  dust. 
But  he  always  saw  her  as  she  was,  without  dis- 
guise, and  watched  her  on  the  dangerous  way 
that  she  was  going. 

And  when  his  ride  was  over,  and  he  was 
newly  dressed,  and  came  into  the  light  of  her 
bright  room  with  his  bent  head,  soft  voice,  and 
soothing  smile,  he  saw  her  yet  as  plainly.  He 
even  suspected  the  mystery  of  the  gloved  hand, 
and  held  it  all  the  longer  in  his  own  for  that 
suspicion.  Upon  the  dangerous  way  that  she 
was  going,  he  was  still ;  and  not  a  footprint  did 
she  mark  upon  it,  but  he  set  his  own  there 
straight. 


CHAPTER  XLVII. 
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HE  barrier  between  Mr.  Dombeyand 
his  wife  was  not  weakened  by  time. 
Ill-assorted  couple,unhappy  in  them- 
selves and  in  each  other,  bound 
together  by  no  tie  but  the  manacle 
joined  their  fettered  hands,  and 
straining  that  so  harshly,  in  their  shrink- 
ing asunder,  that  it  wore  and  chafed  to 
the  bone.  Time,  consolerof  affliction  and  softener 
of  anger,  could  do  nothing  to  help  them.  Their 
pride,  however  different  in  kind  and  object,  was 
equal  in  degree ;  and,  in  their  flinty  opposi- 
tion, struck  out  fire  between  them  which  might 
smoulder  or  might  blaze,  as  circumstances  were, 
but  burned  up  everything  within  their  mutual 
reach,  and  made  their  marriage  way  a  road  of 
ashes. 

Let  us  be  just  to  him.  In  the  monstrous 
delusion  of  his  life,  swelling  with  every  grain  of 
sand  that  shifted  in  its  glass,  he  urged  her  on, 
he  little  thought  to  what,  or  considered  how  ; 
but  still  his  feeling  towards  her,  such  as  it  was, 
remained  as  at  first.  She  had  the  grand  demerit 
of  unaccountably  putting  herself  in  opposition 
to  the  recognition  of  his  vast  importance,  and 
to  the  acknowledgment  of  her  complete  subinis- 
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sion  to  it,  and  so  far  it  ■was  necessary  to  correct 
and  reduce  her ;  but  otherwise  he  still  considered 
her,  in  his  cold  way,  a  lady  capable  of  doing 
honour,  if  she  would,  to  his  choice  and  name, 
and  of  reflecting  credit  on  his  proprietorship. 

Now  she,  with  all  her  might  of  passionate  and 
jjroud  resentment,  bent  her  dark  glance  from  tlay 
to  day,  and  hour  to  hour — from  that  night  in  her 
own  chamber,  when  she  had  sat  gazing  at  the 
shadows  on  the  wall,  to  the  deeper  night  fast 
coming-3-upon  one  figure  directing  a  crowd  of 
humiliations  and  exasperations  against  her;  and 
that  figure  still  her  husband's. 

Was  Mr.  Dombey's  master-vice,  that  ruled  him 
so  inexorably,  an  unnatural  characteristic  ?  It 
might  be  worth  while,  sometimes,  to  inquire 
what  Nature  is,  and  how  men  work  to  change 
her,  and  whether,  in  the  enforced  distortions  so 
produced;  it  is  not  natural  to  be  unnatural. 
Coop  any  son  or  daughter  of  our  mighty  mother 
within  narrow  range,  and  bind  the  prisoner  to 
one  idea,  and  foster  it  by  servile  worship  of  it 
on  the  part  of  the  few  timid  or  designing  people 
standing  round,  and  what  is  Nature  to  the  will- 
ing captive  who  has  never  risen  up  upon  the 
wings  of  a  free  mind — drooping  and  useless  soon 
- — to  see  her  in  her  comprehensive  truth  ? 

Alas  !  are  there  so  few  things  in  the  world, 
about  us,  most  unnatural,  and  yet  most  natural 
in  being  so  ?  Hear  the  magistrate  or  judge 
admonish  the  unnatural  outcasts  of  society ; 
unnatural  in  brutal  habits,  unnatural  in  want  of 
decency,  unnatural  in  losing  and  confounding 
all  distinctions  between  good  and  evil ;  unnatural 
in  ignorance,  in  vice,  in  recklessness,  in  con- 
tumacy, in  mind,  in  looks,  in  everything.  But 
follow  the  good  clergyman  or  doctor,  who,  with 
his  life  imperilled  at  every  breath  he  draws,  goes 
down  into  their  dens,  lying  within  the  echoes  of 
our  carriage  wheels  and  daily  tread  upon  the 
pavement  stones.  Look  round  upon  the  world 
of  odious  sights — millions  of  immortal  creatures 
have  no  other  world  on  earth — at  the  lightest 
mention  of  which  humanity  revolts,  and  dainty 
delicacy,  living  in  the  next  street,  stops  her  ears, 
and  lisps,  "I  don't  believe  it!''  Breathe  the 
polluted  air,  foul  with  every  impurity  that  is 
poisonous  to  health  and  life ;  and  have  every 
sense,  conferred  upon  our  race  for  its  delight  and 
happiness,  offended,  sickened,  and  disgusted, 
and  made  a  channel  by  which  misery  and  death 
alone  can  enter.  Vainly  attempt  to  think  of  any 
simple  plant,  or  flower,  or  wholesome  weed  that, 
set  in  this  fetid  bed,  could  have  its  natural  growth, 
or  put  itshttle  leaves  forth  to  the  sim  as  God 
designed  it.  And  then,  calling  up  some  ghastly 
child,  with  stunted  form  and  wicked  face,  hold 


forth  on  its  unnatural  sinfulness,  and  lainent  its 
being,  so  early,  far  away  from  Heaven — but 
think  a  little  of  its  having  been  conceived,  and 
born  and  bred  in  Hell ! 

Those  who  study  the  physical  sciences,  and 
bring  them  to  bear  upon  the  health  of  man,  tell 
us  that  if  the  noxious  particles  that  rise  from 
vitiated  air  w-ere  palpable  to  the  sight,  we  should 
see  them  lowering  in  a  dense  black  cloud  above 
such  haunts,  and  rolling  slowly  on  to  corrupt 
the  better  portions  of  a  town.  But  if  the  moral 
pestilence  that  rises  with  them,  and,  in  the 
eternal  laws  of  outraged  Nature,  is  inseparable 
from  them,  could  be  made  discernible  too,  how 
terrible  the  revelation  !  Then  should  we  see  de- 
pravity, impiety,  drunkenness,  theft,  murder,  and 
a  long  train  of  nameless  sins  against  the  natural 
aftections  and  repulsions  of  mankind,  overhang- 
ing the  devoted  spots,  and  creeping  on,  to  blight 
the  innocent  and  spread  contagion  among  the 
pure.  Then  should  we  see  how  the  same  poisoned 
fountains  that  flow  into  our  hospitals  and  lazar- 
houses,  inundate  the  gaols,  and  make  the  con- 
vict ships  swim  deep,  and  roll  across  the  seas, 
and  overrun  vast  continents  with  crime.  Then 
should  we  stand  appalled  to  know  that  where 
we  generate  disease  to  strike  our  children  down, 
and  entail  itself  on  unborn  generations,  there 
also  we  breed,  by  the  same  certain  process,  in- 
fancy that  knows  no  innocence,  youth  without 
modesty  or  shame,  maturity  that  is  mature  in 
nothing  but  in  sufiering  and  in  guilt,  blasted  old 
age  that  is  a  scandal  on  the  form  we  bear. 
Unnatural  humanity !  When  we  shall  gather 
grapes  from  thorns,  and  figs  from  thistles ;  when 
fields  of  grain  shall  spring  up  from  the  off'al  in 
the  by-ways  of  our  wicked  cities,  and  roses 
bloom  in  the  fat  churchyards  that  they  cherish  ; 
then  we  may  look  for  natural  humanity,  and  find 
it  growing  from  such  seed. 

Oh  for  a  good  spirit  who  would  take  the  house- 
tops ofl",  with  a  more  potent  and  benignant  hand 
than  the  lame  demon  in  the  tale,  and  show  a 
Christian  people  what  dark  shapes  issue  from 
amidst  their  homes,  to  swell  the  retinue  of  the 
Destroying  Angel  as  he  moves  forth  among 
them  !  For  only  one  night's  view  of  the  pale 
phantoms  rising  from  the  scenes  of  our  too-long 
neglect ;  and,  from  the  thick  and  sullen  air  where 
Vice  and  Fever  propagate  together,  raining  the 
tremendous  social  retributions  which  are  ever 
pouring  down,  and  ever  coming  thicker  !  Bright 
and  blessed  the  morning  that  should  rise  on  such 
a  night :  for  men,  delayed  no  more  by  stumbling- 
blocks  of  their  own  making,  which  are  but  specks 
of  dust  upon  the  path  between  them  and  eter- 
nit)-,  would  then  apply  themselves,  like  creatures 
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of  one  common  origin,  owning  one  duty  to  the 
Father  of  one  family,  and  tending  to  one  com- 
mon end,  to  make  tlie  world  a  better  place  ! 

Not  the  less  bright  and  blessed  would  that 
day  be  for  rousing  some  who  never  have  looked 
out  upon  the  world  of  human  life  around  them, 
to  a  knowledge  of  their  own  relation  to  it,  and 
for  making  them  acquainted  with  a  perversion 
of  Nature  in  their  own  contracted  sympathies 
and  estimates ;  as  great,  and  yet  as  natural  in 
its  development  when  once  begun,  as  the  lowest 
degradation  known. 

But  no  such  day  had  ever  dawned  on  !Mr. 
Dombey,  or  his  wife ;  and  the  course  of  each 
was  taken. 

Through  six  months  that  ensued  upon  his 
accident,  they  held  the  same  relations  one  to- 
wards the  other.  A  marble  rock  could  not  have 
stood  more  obdurately  in  his  way  than  she;  and 
no  chilled  spring,  lying  uncheered  by  any  ray  of 
light  in  the  depths  of  a  deep  cave,  could  be 
more  sullen  or  more  cold  than  he. 

The  hope  that  had  fluttered  within  her,  when 
the  promise  of  her  new  home  dawned,  was  quite 
gone  from  the  heart  of  Florence  now.  That 
home  was  nearly  two  years  old ;  and  even  the 
patient  trust  that  was  in  her  could  not  survive 
the  daily  blight  of  such  experience.  If  she  had 
any  lingering  fancy  in  the  nature  of  hope  left, 
that  Edith  and  her  father  might  be  happier 
together  in  some  distant  time,  she  had  none, 
now,  that  her  father  would  ever  love  her.  The 
little  interval  in  which  she  had  imagined  that 
she  saw  some  small  relenting  in  him  was  for- 
gotten in  the  long  remembrance  of  his  coldness 
since  and  before,  or  only  remembered  as  a  sor- 
rowful delusion. 

Florence  loved  him  still,  but  by  degrees  had 
come  to  love  him  rather  as  some  dear  one  who 
had  been,  or  who  might  have  been,  than  as  the 
hard  reality  before  her  eyes.  Something  of  the 
softened  sadness  with  which  she  loved  the 
memory  of  little  Paul,  or  her  mother,  seemed 
to  enter  now  into  her  thoughts  of  him,  and  to 
make  them,  as  it  were,  a  dear  remembrance. 
Whether  it  was  that  he  was  dead  to  her,  and 
that  partly  for  this  reason,  partly  for  his  share 
in  those  old  objects  of  her  affection,  and  partly 
for  the  long  association -of  him  with  hopes  that 
were  withered  and  tendernesses  he  had  frozen, 
she  could  not  have  told  ;  but  the  father  whom 
she  loved  began  to  be  a  vague  and  dreamy  idea 
to  her  ;  hardly  more  substantially  connected  with 
her  real  life  than  the  image  she  would  some- 
times conjure  up  of  her  dear  brother  yet  alive, 
and  growing  to  be  a  man,  who  would  protect 
and  cherish  her. 


The  change,  if  it  may  be  called  one,  had 
stolen  on  her  like  the  change  from  childhood  to 
womanhood,  and  had  come  with  it.  Florence 
was  almost  seventeen  when,  in  her  lonely  mus- 
ings, she  was  conscious  of  these  thoughts. 

She  was  often  alone  now,  for  the  old  associa- 
tion between  her  and  her  mamma  was  greatly 
changed.  At  the  time  of  her  father's  accident, 
and  when  he  was  lying  in  his  room  down-stairs, 
Florence  had  first  observed  that  Edith  avoided 
her.  Wounded  and  shocked,  and  yet  unable  to 
reconcile  this  with  her  affection  when  they  did 
meet,  she  sought  her  in  her  own  room  at  night 
once  more. 

"  Mamma,"  said  Florence,  stealing  softly  to 
her  side,  "  have  I  offended  you  ?" 

Edith  answered  "  No." 

"  I  must  have  done  something,"  said  Florence. 
"  Tell  me  what  it  is.  You  have  changed  your 
manner  to  me,  dear  mamma.  I  cannot  say  how 
instantly  I  feel  the  least  change ;  for  I  love  you 
with  my  whole  heart." 

"  As  I  do  you,"  said  Edith.  "  Ah,  Florence, 
believe  me,  never  more  than  now  !" 

"  Wh}'  do  you  go  away  from  me  so  often,  and 
keep  away  ?  "  asked  Florence.  "  And  why  do 
you  sometimes  look  so  strangely  on  me,  dear 
mamma  ?     You  do  so,  do  you  not  ?  " 

Edith  signified  assent  with  her  dark  eyes. 

"Why?"  returned  Florence  imploringly.  "Tell 
me  why,  that  I  may  know  how  to  please  you 
better ;  and  tell  me  this  shall  not  be  so  any 
more." 

"  My  Florence,"  answered  Edith,  taking  the 
hand  that  embraced  her  neck,  and  looking  into 
the  eyes  that  looked  into  hers  so  lovingly,  as 
Florence  knelt  upon  the  ground  before  her ; 
"  why  it  is  I  cannot  tell  you.  It  is  neither  for 
me  to  say,  nor  you  to  hear ;  but  that  it  is,  and 
that  it  must  be,  I  know.  Should  I  do  it  if  1  did 
not  ?  " 

"  Are  tue  to  be  estranged,  mamma  ?  "  asked 
Florence,  gazing  at  her  like  one  frightened. 

Edith's  silent  lips  formed  "  Yes." 

Florence  looked  at  her  with  increasing  fear 
and  wonder,  until  she  could  see  her  no  more 
through  the  blinding  tears  that  ran  down  her  llxcc. 

"  Florence  !  my  life  !  "  said  Edith  hurriedly, 
"  listen  to  me.  I  cannot  bear  to  see  this  grief 
Be  calmer.  You  see  tiiat  I  am  composed,  and 
is  it  nothing  to  me  ?  " 

She  resumed  her  steady  voice  and  manner  as 
she  said  the  latter  words,  and  added  presenlly  : 

"  Not  wholly  estranged.  Partially  :  and  only 
that  in  appearance,  Florence,  for  in  my  own 
breast  I  am  still  the  same  to  you,  and  ever  will 
be.     But  what  I  do  is  not  done  for  myself." 
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"  Is  it  forme,  mamma?"  asked  Florence. 

"  It  is  enough,''  said  Edith  after  a  pause,  "to 
know  what  it  is :  why,  matters  little.  Dear 
Florence,  it  is  better — it  is  necessary — it  must 
be — that  our  association  should  be  less  frequent. 
The  confidence  there  has  been  between  us  must 
be  broken  off." 

"  When  ?  "  cried  Florence.  "  Oh,  mamma, 
when  ?  " 

"  Now,"  said  Edith. 

"  For  all  time  to  come  ?  "  asked  Florence. 

'•  I  do  not  say  that,"  answered  Edith.  "  I  do 
not  know  that.  Nor  will  I  say  that  companion- 
ship between  us  is,  at  the  best,  an  ill-assorted 
and  unholy  union,  of  which  I  might  have  known 
no  good  could  come.  My  way  here  has  been 
through  paths  that  you  will  never  tread,  and  my 
way  henceforth  may  lie — God  knows — I  do  not 
see  it — • — " 

Her  voice  died  away  into  silence ;  and  she 
sat,  looking  at  Florence,  and  almost  shrinking 
from  her,  with  the  same  strange  dread  and  wild 
avoidance  that  Florence  had  noticed  once  before. 
The  same  dark  pride  and  rage  succeeded,  sweep- 
ing over  her  form  and  features  like  an  angry 
chord  across  the  strings  of  a  wild  harp.  But  no 
softness  or  humility  ensued  on  that.  She  did 
not  lay  her  head  down  now,  and  weep,  and  say 
that  she  had  no  hope  but  in  Florence.  She  held 
it  up  as  if  she  were  a  beautiful  Medusa,  looking 
on  him,  face  to  face,  to  strike  him  dead.  Yes, 
and  she  would  have  done  it,  if  she  had  had  the 
charm. 

"  Mamma,"  said  Florence  anxiously,  "  there 
is  a  change  in  you,  in  more  than  what  you  say 
to  me,  which  alarms  me.  Let  me  stay  with  you 
a  little." 

"  No,"  said  Edith,  "  no,  dearest.  I  am  best 
left  alone  now,  and  I  do  best  to  keep  apart  from 
you,  of  all  else.  Ask  me  no  questions,  but 
believe  that  what  I  am  when  I  seem  fickle  or 
capricious  to  you,  I  am  not  of  my  own  will,  or 
for  myself  Believe,  though  we  are  stranger  to 
each  other  than  we  have  been,  that  I  am  un- 
changed to  you  within.  Forgive  me  for  having 
ever  darkened  your  dark  home — I  am  a  shadow 
on  it,  I  know  well — and  let  us  never  speak  of  this 
again." 

"  Mamma,"  sobbed  Florence,  "  we  are  not  to 
part  ?  " 

"We  do  this  that  we  may  not  part,"  said 
Edith.  "  Ask  no  more.  Go,  Florence  !  My 
love  and  my  remorse  go  with  you  ! " 

She  embraced  her,  and  dismissed  her;  and, 
as  Florence  passed  out  of  her  room,  Edith  looked 
on  the  retirmg  figure,  as  if  her  good  angel  went 
out  m  that  form,  and  left  her  to  the  haughty  and 


indignant  passions  that  now  claimed  her  for  their 
own,  and  set  their  seal  upon  her  brow. 

From  that  hour  Florence  and  she  were,  as 
they  had  been,  no  more.  For  days  together,  they 
would  seldom  meet,  except  at  table,  and  when 
Mr.  Dombey  was  present.  Then  Edith,  im- 
perious, inflexible,  and  silent,  never  looked  at 
her.  Whenever  Mr.  Carker  was  of  the  party,  as 
he  often  was  during  the  progress  of  Mr.  Dom- 
bey's  recovery,  and  afterwards,  Edith  held  herself 
more  removed  from  her,  and  was  more  distant 
towards  her,  than  at  other  times.  Yet  she  and 
Florence  never  encountered,  when  there  was  no 
one  by,  but  she  would  embrace  her  as  affection- 
ately as  of  old,  though  not  with  the  same  relenting 
of  her  proud  aspect;  and  often,  when  she  had 
been  out  late,  she  would  steal  up  to  Florence's 
room,  as  she  had  been  used  to  do,  in  the  dark, 
and  whisper  "Good  night"  on  her  pillow.  When 
unconscious,  in  her  slumber,  of  such  visits,  Flo- 
rence would  sometimes  awake,  as  from  a  dream 
of  those  words,  softly  spoken,  and  would  seem 
to  feel  the  touch  of  lips  upon  her  face.  But  lets 
and  less  often  as  the  months  went  on. 

And  now  the  void  in  Florence's  own  heart 
began  again  indeed  to  make  a  solitude  around 
her.  As  the  image  of  the  father  whom  she  loved 
had  insensibly  become  a  mere  abstraction,  so 
Edith,  following  the  fate  of  all  the  rest  about 
whom  her  affections  had  entwined  themselves, 
was  fleeting,  fading,  growing  paler  in  the  dis- 
tance, every  day.  Litde  by  little,  she  receded 
from  Florence,  like  the  retiring  ghost  of  what 
she  had  been  ;  little  by  little,  the  chasm  between 
them  widened  and  seemed  deeper ;  little  by  little, 
all  the  power  of  earnestness  and  tenderness  she 
had  shown  was  frozen  up  in  the  bold,  angry 
hardihood  with  which  she  stood  upon  the  brink 
of  a  deep  precipice  unseen  by  Florence,  daring 
to  look  down. 

There  was  but  one  consideration  to  set  against 
the  heavy  loss  of  Edith,  and  though  it  was  slight 
comfort  to  her  burdened  heart,  she  tried  to  thmk 
it  some  relief.  No  longer  divided  between  her 
affection  and  duty  to  the  two,  Florence  could 
love  both,  and  do  no  injustice  to  either.  As 
shadows  of  her  fond  imagination,  she  could  give 
them  equal  place  in  her  own  bosom,  and  wrong 
them  with  no  doubts. 

So  she  tried  to  do.  At  times,  and  often  too, 
wondering  speculations  on  the  cause  of  this, 
change  in  Edith  would  obtrude  themselves 
upon  her  mind  and  frighten  her;  but,  in  the 
calm  of  its  abandonment  once  more  to  silent 
grief  and  loneliness,  it  was  not  a  curious  mind. 
Florence  had  only  to  remember  that  her  star 
of  promise  was  clouded  in  the  general   gloom 
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that  hung  upon  the  house,  and  to  weep  and  be 
resigned. 

Thus  living,  in  a  dream  wherein  the  over- 
flowing love  of  her  young  heart  expended  itself 
on  airy  forms,  and  in  a  real  world  where  she 
had  experienced  little  but  the  rolling  back  of 
that  strong  tide  upon  itself,  Florence  grew  to  be 
seventeen.  Timid  and  retiring  as  her  solitary 
life  had  made  her,  it  had  not  embittered  her 
sweet  temper,  or  her  earnest  nature.  A  child 
in  innocent  simplicity;  a  woman  in  her  modest 
self-reliance,  and  her  deep  intensity  of  feeling ; 
both  child  and  woman  seemed  at  once  expressed 
in  her  fair  face  and  fragile  delicacy  of  shape,  and 
gracefully  to  mingle  there:  as  if  the  spring  should 
be  unwilling  to  depart  when  summer  came,  and 
sought  to  blend  the  earlier  beauties  of  the  flowers 
wuh  their  bloom.  But  in  her  thrilling  voice,  in 
her  calm  eyes,  sometimes  in  a  strange  ethereal 
light  that  seemed  to  rest  upon  her  head,  and 
always  in  a  certain  pensive  air  upon  her  beauty, 
there  was  an  expression  such  as  had  been  seen 
in  the  dead  boy ;  and  the  council  in  the  Ser- 
vants' Hall  whispered  so  among  themselves,  and 
shook  their  heads,  and  ate  and  drank  the  more, 
in  a  closer  bond  of  good-fellowship. 

This  observant  body  had  plenty  to  say  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Dombey,  and  of  Mr.  Carker,  who  ap- 
peared to  be  a  mediator  between  them,  and 
who  came  and  went  as  if  he  were  trying  to 
make  peace,  but  never  could.  They  all  deplored 
the  uncomfortable  state  of  affairs,  and  all  agreed 
that  Mrs.  Pipchin  (whose  unpopularity  was  not 
to  be  surpassed)  had  some  hand  in  it;  but,  upon 
the  whole,  it  was  agreeable  to  have  so  good  a 
subject  for  a  rallying-point,  and  they  made  a 
great  deal  of  it,  and  enjoyed  themselves  very 
much. 

The  general  visitors  who  came  to  the  house, 
and  those  among  whom  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dombey 
visited,  thought  it  a  pretty  equal  match  as  to 
haughtiness,  at  all  events,  and  thought  nothing 
more  about  it.  The  young  lady  with  the  back 
did  not  appear  for  some  time  after  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton's  death;  observing  to  some  particular  friends, 
with  her  usual  engaging  little  scream,  that  she 
couldn't  separate  the  family  from  a  notion  of 
tombstones,  and  horrors  of  that  sort ;  but,  when 
she  did  come,  she  saw  nothing  wrong,  except 
Mr.  Dombey's  wearing  a  bunch  of  gold  seals  to 
his  watch,  which  shocked  her  very  much,  as  an 
exploded  superstition.  This  youthful  fascinator 
considered  a  daughter-in-law  objectionable  in 
principle  ;  otherwise,  she  had  nothing  to  say 
against  Florence,  but  that  she  sadly  wanted 
'•style" — which  might  mean  back,  perhaps. 
Many,  who  only  came  to  the  house  on  state 


occasions,  hardly  knew  who  Florence  was,  and 

said,  going  home,  "  Indeed  !  was  that  Miss 
Dombey  in  the  corner?  Very  pretty,  but  a 
little  delicate  and  thoughtful  in  appearance  !  " 

None  the  less  so,  certainly,  for  her  life  of  the 
last  six  months,  Florence  took  her  seat  at  the 
dinner-table,  on  the  day  before  the  second  anni- 
versary of  her  father's  marriage  to  Edith  (Mrs. 
Skewton  had  been  lying  stricken  with  paralysis 
when  the  first  came  round),  with  an  uneasiness 
amounting  to  dread.  She  had  no  other  warrant 
for  it  than  the  occasion,  the  expression  of  her 
father's  face,  in  the  hasty  glance  she  caught  of 
it,  and  the  presence  of  Mr.  Carker,  which,  always 
unpleasant  to  her,  was  more  so  on  this  day  than 
she  had  ever  felt  it  before. 

Edith  was  richly  dressed,  for  she  and  Mr. 
Dombey  w'sre  engaged  in  the  evening  to  some 
large  assembly,  and  the  dinner  hour  that  day 
was  late.  She  did  not  appear  until  they  were 
seated  at  table,  when  Mr.  Carker  rose  and  led 
her  to  her  chair.  Beautiful  and  lustrous  as  she 
was,  there  was  that  in  her  face  and  air  which 
seemed  to  separate  her  hopelessly  from  Flo- 
rence, and  from  every  one,  for  evermore.  And 
yet,  for  an  instant,  Florence  saw  a  beam  of  kind- 
ness in  her  eyes,  when  they  were  turned  on  her, 
that  made  the  distance  to  which  she  had  with- 
drawn herself  a  greater  cause  of  sorrow  and 
regret  than  ever. 

There  was  very  little  said  at  dinner.  Florence 
heard  her  father  speak  to  Mr.  Carker  sometimes 
on  business  matters,  and  heard  him  softly  reply, 
but  she  paid  little  attention  to  what  they  said, 
and  only  wished  the  dinner  at  an  end.  When 
the  dessert  was  placed  upon  the  table,  and  they 
were  left  alone,  with  no  servant  in  attendance, 
Mr.  Dombey,  who  had  been  several  times  clear- 
ing his  throat  in  a  manner  that  augured  no  good, 
said  : 

"  Mrs.  Dombey,  you  know,  I  suppose,  that  I 
have  instructed  the  housekeeper  that  there  will 
be  some  company  to  dinner  here  to-morrow  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  dine  at  home,"  she  answered. 

"  Not  a  large  party,"  pursued  Mr.  Dombey, 
with  an  indifferent  assumption  of  not  having 
heard  her ;  "  merely  some  twelve  or  fourteen. 
My  sister.  Major  Bagstock,  and  some  others 
whom  you  know  but  slightly." 

"  I  do  not  dine  at  home,"  she  repeated. 

"  However  doubtful  reason  I  may  have,  Mrs. 
Dombey,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  still  going  majesti- 
cally on,  as  if  she  had  not  spoken,  "  to  hold  the 
occasion  in  very  pleasant  remembrance  just  now, 
there  are  appearances  in  these  things  which  must 
be  maintained  before  the  world.  If  you  have 
no  respect  for  yourself,  Mrs.  Dombey " 
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"  I  have  none,"  she  said. 

"  Madam,"  cried  Mr.  Dombey,  striking  his 
hand  upon  the  table,  "  hear  me,  if  you  please. 
1  say,  if  you  have  no  respect  for  yourself " 

"  And  /say  I  have  none,"  she  answered. 

He  looked  at  her;  but  the  face  she  showed 
him  in  return  would  not  have  changed,  if  death 
itself  had  looked. 

"  Carker,"  said  Mr.  Dombe}',  turning  more 
quietly  to  that  gentleman,  "  as  you  have  been 
my  medium  of  communication  with  Mrs.  Dora- 
bey  on  former  occasions,  and  as  I  choose  to 
preserve  the  decencies  of  life,  so  far  as  I  am 
individually  concerned,  I  will  trouble  you  to 
have  the  goodness  to  inform  Mrs.  Dombey  that 
if  she  has  no  respect  for  herself,  I  have  some 
respect  for  ;;yself,  and  therefore  insist  on  my 
arrangements  for  to-morrow." 

"  Tell  your  sovereign  master,  sir,"  said  Edith, 
"  that  I  will  take  leave  to  speak  to  him  on  this 
subject  by-and-by,  and  that  I  will  speak  to  him 
alone." 

"  Mr.  Carker,  madam,"  said  her  husband, 
''  being  in  possession  of  the  reason  which  obliges 
me  to  refuse  you  that  privilege,  shall  be  absolved 
from  the  delivery  of  any  such  message."  He  saw 
her  eyes  move  while  he  spoke,  and  followed  them 
with  his  own. 

"  Your  daughter  is  present,  sir,"  said  Edith. 

"  My  daughter  will  remain  present,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey. 

_  Florence,   who  had   risen,   sat   down    again, 
hiding  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  trembling. 

"  My    daughter,    madam "    began     Mr. 

Dombey. 

But  Edith  stopped  him,  in  a  voice  which, 
although  not  raised  in  the  least,  was  so  clear, 
emphatic,  and  distinct,  that  it  might  have  been 
heard  in  a  whirlwind. 

_"■  I  tell  you  I  will  speak  to  you  alone,"  she 
said.     "  If  you  are  not  mad,  heed  what  I  say." 

"  I  have  authority  to  speak  to  you,  madam," 
returned  her  husband,  "  when  and  where  I 
please ;  and  it  is  my  pleasure  to  speak  here  and 
now." 

She  rose  up  as  if  to  leave  the  room  ;  but  sat 
down  again,  and  looking  at  him  with  all  outward 
composure,  said,  in  the  same  voice  : 

"  Vou  shall !  " 

■'  I  must  tell  you,  first,  that  there  is  a  threat- 
enmg  appearance  in  your  manner,  madam,"  said 
Mr.  Dombey,  "  which  does  not  become  you."' 

She  laughed.  The  shaken  diamonds  in  her 
hair  started  and  trembled.  There  are  fables  of 
precioiis  stones  that  would  turn  pale,  their  wearer 
being  in  danger.  Had  these  been  such,  their 
imprisoned  rays  of  light  would  have  taken  flight 


that  moment,  and  they  would  have  been  as  dull 
as  lead. 

Carker  listened,  witli  his  eyes  cast  down. 

"  As  to  my  daughter,  madam,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey,  resuming  the  thread  of  his  discourse, 
"  it  is  by  no  means  inconsistent  with  her  duty 
to  me  that  she  should  know  what  conduct  to 
avoid.  At  present  you  are  a  very  strong 
example  to  her  of  this  kind,  and  I  hope  she  may 
profit  by  it." 

"  I  would  not  stop  you  now,"  returned  his 
wife,  immovable  in  eye,  and  voice,  and  attitude  ; 
"  I  would  not  rise  and  go  away,  and  save  you 
the  utterance  of  one  word,  if  the  room  were 
burning." 

Mr.  Dombey  moved  his  head,  as  if  in  a  sar- 
castic acknowledgment  of  the  attention,  an4 
resumed.  But  not  with  so  much  self-possession 
as  before ;  for  Edith's  quick  uneasiness  in  refer- 
ence to  Florence,  and  Edith's  indifference  to 
him  and  his  censure,  chafed  and  galled  him  like 
a  stiffening  wound. 

"  Mrs.  Dombey,"  said  he,  "  it  may  not  be 
inconsistent  with  my  daughter's  improvement  to 
know  how  very  much  to  be  lamented,  and  how 
necessary  to  be  corrected,  a  stubborn  disposi- 
tion is,  especially  when  it  is  indulged  in — un- 
thankfully  indulged  in,  I  will  add — after  the  grati- 
fication of  ambition  and  interest.  Both  of  which, 
I  believe,  had  some  share  in  inducing  you  to 
occupy  your  present  station  at  this  board." 

"  No  !  I  would  not  rise  and  go  away,  and 
save  you  the  utterance  of  one  word,  she  re- 
peated, exactly  as  before,  "  if  the  room  were 
burning." 

"  It  may  be  natural  enough,  Mrs.  Dombey," 
he  pursued,  "  that  you  should  be  uneasy  in  the 
presence  of  any  auditors  of  these  disagreeable 
truths ;  though  why  "—he  could  not  hide  his 
real  feelings  here,  or  keep  his  eyes  from  glancing 
gloomily  at  Florence — "  why  any  one  can  give 
them  greater  force  and  point  than  myself,  whom 
they  so  nearly  concern,  I  do  not  pretend  to 
understand.  It  may  be  natural  enough  that 
you  should  object  to  hear,  in  anybody's  pre- 
sence, that  there  is  a  rebellious  principle  within 
you  which  you  cannot  curb  too  soon ;  which 
you  must  curb,  Mrs.  Dombey;  and  which,  I 
regret  to  say,  I  remember  to  have  seen  mani- 
fested— with  some  doubt  and  displeasure,  on 
more  than  one  occasion  before  our  marriage — 
towards  your  deceased  mother.  But  you  have 
the  remedy  in  your  own  hands.  I  by  no  means 
forgot,  when  I  began,  that  my  daughter  was 
present,  Mrs.  Dombey.  I  beg  you  will  not 
forget,  to-morrow,  that  there  are  several  persons 
present ;  and  that,  with  some  regard  to  appear- 
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ances,    you    will   receive   your   company   in    a 
becoming  manner." 

"  So  it  is  not  enough,"  said  Edith,  "  that  you 
know  what  has  passed  between  yourself  and  me  ; 
it  is  not  enough  that  you  can  look  here,''  point- 
ing at  Carker,  who  still  listened,  with  his  eyes 
cast  down,  "  and  be  reminded  of  the  affronts  you 
have  put  upon  me ;  it  is  not  enough  that  you 
can  look  here,"  pointing  to  Florence  with  a  hand 
that  slightly  trembled  for  the  first  and  only  time, 
"  and  think  of  what  you  have  done,  and  of  the 
ingenious  agony,  daily,  hourly,  constant,  you 
have  made  me  feel  in  doing  it ;  it  is  not  enough 
that  this  day,  of  all  others  in  the  year,  is  memo- 
rable to  me  for  a  struggle  (well  deserved,  but 
not  conceivable  by  such  as  you)  in  which  I 
wish  I  had  died  !  You  add  to  all  this,  do  you, 
the  last  crowning  meanness  of  making  her  a 
witness  of  the  depth  to  which  I  have  flillen ; 
when  you  know  that  you  have  made  me  sacrifice 
to  her  peace  the  only  gentle  feeling  and  interest 
of  my  life ;  when  you  know  that,  for  her  sake, 
I  would  now,  if  I  could — but  I  can  jiot,  my  soul 
recoils  from  you  too  much — submit  myself 
wholly  to  your  will,  and  be  the  meekest  vassal 
that  you  have  !  " 

This  was  not  the  way  to  minister  to  Mr. 
Dombey's  greatness.  The  old  feeling  was 
roused,  by  what  she  said,  into  a  stronger  and 
fiercer  existence  than  it  had  ever  had.  Again 
his  neglected  child,  at  this  rough  passage  of  his 
life,  put  forth,  by  even  this  rebellious  woman,  as 
powerful  where  he  was  powerless,  and  every- 
thing where  he  was  nothing  ! 

He  turned  on  Florence,  as  if  it  were  she  who 
had  spoken,  and  bade  her  leave  the  room. 
Florence,  with  her  covered  face,  obeyed,  trem- 
bling and  weeping  as  she  went. 

"  I  understand,  madam,"  said  Mr.  Dombey 
with  an  angry  flush  of  triumph,  "  the  spirit  of 
opposition  that  turned  your  affections  in  that 
channel,  but  they  have  been  met,  Mrs.  Dombey; 
they  have  been  met,  and  turned  back  !  " 

"The  worse  for  you!"  she  answered,  with 
her  voice  and  manner  still  unchanged.  "  Ay  !" 
— for  he  turned  sharply  when  she  said  so- — 
"what  is  the  worse  for  me  is  twenty  million 
times  the  worse  for  you.  Heed  that,  if  you 
heed  nothing  else." 

The  arch  of  diamonds  spanning  her  dark  hair 
flashed  and  glittered  like  a  starry  bridge.  There 
was  no  warning  in  them,  or  they  would  have 
turned  as  dull  and  dim  as  tarnished  honour. 
Carker  still  sat  and  listened,  with  his  eyes  cast 
down. 

"  Mrs.  Dombey,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  resuming 
as  much  as  he  could  of  his  arrogant  composure, 


"  you  will  not  conciliate  me,  or  turn  me  from 

any  purpose,  by  this  course  of  conduct." 

"  It  is  the  only  true  although  it  is  a  faint 
expression  of  what  is  within  me,"  she  replied. 
"  But  if  I  thought  it  would  conciliate  you,  I 
would  repress  it,  if  it  were  repressible  by  any 
human  eftbrt.     I  will  do  nothing  that  you  ask." 

"  I  am  not  accustomed  to  ask,  Mrs.  Dombey," 
he  observed  ;  "  I  direct." 

"  1  will  hold  no  place  in  your  house  to- 
morrow, or  on  any  recurrence  of  to-morrow.  I 
will  be  exhibited  to  no  one  as  the  refractory 
slave  you  purchased  such  a  time.  If  I  kept  my 
marriage-day,  I  would  keep  it  as  a  day  of  shame. 
Self  respect !  appearances  before  the  world ! 
what  are  these  to  me  ?  You  have  done  all  you 
can  to  make  them  nothing  to  me,  and  they  are 
nothing." 

"  Carker,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  speaking  with 
knitted  brows,  and  after  a  moment's  considera- 
tion, "  Mrs.  Dombey  is  so  forgetful  of  herself 
and  me  in  all  this,  and  places  me  in  a  position 
so  unsuited  to  my  character,  that  I  must  bring 
this  state  of  matters  to  a  close." 

"  Release  me,  then,"  said  Edith,  immovable 
in  voice,  in  look,  and  bearing,  as  she  had  been 
throughout,  "from  the  chain  by  which  I  am 
bound.     Let  me  go." 

"  Madam  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Loose  me  !     Set  me  free  !  " 

"  Madam  !  "  he  repeated.    "  ]Mrs.  Dombey  !" 

"  Tell  him,"  said  Edith,  addressing  her  proud 
face  to  Carker,  "  that  I  wish  for  a  separation  be- 
tween us.  That  there  had  better  be  one.  That 
I  recommend  it  to  him.  Tell  him  it  may  take 
place  on  his  own  terms — his  wealth  is  nothing 
to  me — but  that  it  cannot  be  too  soon." 

'■  Good  Heaven,  Mrs.  Dombey  ! "  said  her 
husband  with  supreme  amazement,  "  do  you 
imagine  it  possible  that  I  could  ever  listen  to 
such  a  proposition  ?  Do  you  know  who  I  am, 
madam  ?  Do  you  know  what  I  represent  ? 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  Dombey  and  Son  ?  Teojile 
to  say  that  Mr.  Dombey — Mr.  Dombey  ! — was 
separated  from  his  wife  !  Common  people  to 
talk  of  Mr.  Dombey  and  his  domestic  affairs  ? 
Do  you  seriously  think,  Mrs.  Dombey,  that  I 
would  permit  my  name  to  be  handed  about  in 
such  connection?  Pooh,  pooh,  madam  !  Fie 
for  shame  !  You're  absurd."  Mr.  Dombey 
absolutely  laughed. 

But  not  as  she  did.  She  liad  better  have  been 
dead  than  laugh  as  she  did,  in  reply,  with  her 
intent  look  fixed  upon  him.  He  had  better 
have  been  dead  than  sitting  there,  in  his  magni- 
ficence, to  hear  her. 

"  No,    Mrs.    Dombey,"    he    resumed,    "  no, 


33^ 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


madam.  There  is  no  possibility  of  separation 
between  you  and  me,  and  therefore  I  the  more 
advise  you  to  be  awakened  to  a  sense  of  duty. 
And,    Carker,    as    I    was     about    to    say    to 


you 


Mr.  Carker,  who  had  sat  and  hstened  all  this 


time,  now  raised  his  eyes,  in  which  there  was  a 
bright,  unusual  light. 

"  — As  I  was  about  to  say  to  you,"  resumed 
Mr.  Dombey,  "  I  must  beg  you,  now  that 
matters  have  come  to  this,  to  inform  Mrs. 
Dombey  that  it  is  not  the  rule   of  my  life  to 


'  fLUNG   IT  DOWN,   AND  TROD    UPON   THE   GLITTERING   HEAP." 


allow  myself  to  be  thwarted  by  anybody — any- 
body, Carker — or  to  suffer  anybody  to  be 
paraded  as  a  stronger  motive  for  obedience  in 
those  who  owe  obedience  to  me  than  I  am  my- 
self. The  mention  that  has  been  made  of  my 
daughter,  and    the   use   that   is  made   of   my 


daughter,  in  opposition  to  me,  are  unnatural- 
Whether  my  daughter  is  in  actual  concert  with 
Mrs.  Dombey,  I  do  not  know,  and  do  not  care  ; 
but  after  what  Mrs.  Dombey  has  said  to-day, 
and  my  daughter  has  heard  to-day,  I  beg  you  to 
make  known  to  Mrs.  Dombey  that  if  she  con- 
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tinues  to  make  this  house  the  scene  of  conten- 
tion it  has  become,  I  shall  consider  my  daughter 
responsible  in  some  degree,  on  that  lady's  own 
avowal,  and  shall  visit  her  with  my  severe  dis- 
pleasure. Mrs.  Dombey  has  asked  '  whether  it 
is  not  enough '  that  she  had  done  this  and  that. 
You  will  please  to  answer,  No,  it  is  not 
enough." 

"  A  moment !  "  cried  Carker,  interposing, 
"  permit  me  !  Painful  as  my  position  is  at  the 
best,  and  unusually  painful  in  seeming  to  enter- 
tain a  different  opinion  from  you,"  addressing 
Mr.  Dombey,  '•  I  must  ask,  had  you  not  better  re- 
consider the  question  of  a  separation  ?  I  know 
how  incompatible  it  appears  with  your  high 
public  position,  and  I  know  how  determined 
you  are  when  you  give  Mrs.  Dombey  to  under- 
stand " — the  light  in  his  eyes  fell  upon  her  as  he 
separated  his  words  each  from  each,  with  the 
distinctness  of  so  many  bells — "  that  nothing 
but  death  can  ever  part  you.  Nothing  else. 
But  when  you  consider  that  Mrs.  Dombey,  by 
living  in  this  house,  and  making  it,  as  you  have 
said,  a  scene  of  contention,  not  only  has  her  part 
in  that  contention,  but  compromises  Miss  Dom- 
bey every  day  (for  I  know  how  determined  you 
are),  will  you  not  relieve  her  from  a  continual 
irritation  of  spirit,  and  a  continual  sense  of 
being  unjust  to  another,  almost  intolerable  ? 
Does  this  not  seem  like — I  do  not  say  it  is — 
sacrificing  Mrs.  Dombey  to  the  preservation  of 
your  pre-eminent  and  unassailable  position?" 

Again  the  light  in  his  eyes  fell  upon  her,  as 
she  stood  looking  at  her  husband  :  now  with  an 
extraordinary  and  awful  smile  upon  her  face. 

"  Carker,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey  with  a  super- 
cilious frown,  and  in  a  tone  that  was  intended  to 
be  final,  "  you  mistake  your  position  in  offering 
advice  to  me  on  such  a  point,  and  you  mistake 
me  (I  am  surprised  to  find)  in  the  character  of 
your  advice.     I  have  no  more  to  say." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Carker  with  an  unusual  and 
indefinable  taunt  in  his  air,  " ymi  mistook  my 
position  when  you  honoured  me  with  the  nego- 
tiations in  which  I  have  been  engaged  here  " — 
with  a  motion  of  his  hand  towards  Mrs.  Dombey. 

"  Not  at  all,  sir,  not  at  all,"  returned  the  other 
haughtily.     "  You  were  employed " 

"  Being  an  inferior  person,  for  the  humiliation 
of  Mrs.  Dombey.  I  forgot.  Oh  yes,  it  was  ex- 
pressly understood  !  "  said  Carker.  "  I  beg 
your  pardon  ! " 

As  he  bent  his  head  to  Mr.  Dombey  with  an 
air  of  deference  that  accorded  ill  with  his  words, 
though  they  were  humbly  spoken,  he  moved  it 
round  towards  her,  and  kept  his  watching  ej'es 
that  way. 

Dombey  and  Son,  22. 


She  had  better  have  turned  hideous,  and 
dropped  dead,  than  have  stood  up  with  such  a 
smile  upon  her  face,  in  such  a  fallen  spirit's 
majesty  of  scorn  and  beauty.  She  lifted  her 
hand  to  the  tiara  of  bright  jewels  radiant  on  her 
head,  and,  plucking  it  off  with  a  force  that 
dragged  and  strained  her  rich  black  hair  with 
heedless  cruelty,  and  brought  it  tumbling  wildly 
on  her  shoulders,  cast  the  gems  upon  the  ground. 
From  each  arm  she  unclasped  a  diamond  brace- 
let, flung  it  down,  and  trod  upon  the  glittering 
heap.  Without  a  word,  without  a  shadow  on 
the  fire  of  her  bright  eye,  without  abatement  of 
her  awful  smile,  she  looked  on  Mr.  Dombey 
to  the  last,  in  moving  to  the  door ;  and  left 
him. 

Florence  had  heard  enough,  before  quitting 
the  room,  to  know  that  Edith  loved  her  yet ; 
that  she  had  suffered  for  her  sake ;  and  that  slie 
had  kept  her  sacrifices  quiet,  lest  they  should 
trouble  her  peace.  She  did  not  want  to  speak 
to  her  of  this — she  could  not,  remembering  to 
whom  she  was  opposed — but  she  wished,  in  one 
silent  and  affectionate  embrace,  to  assure  her 
that  she  felt  it  all,  and  thanked  her.  ~^ 

Her  father  went  out  alone  that  evening,  and 
Florence,  issuing  from  her  own  chamber  soon 
afterwards,  went  about  the  house  in  search  of 
Edith,  but  unavailingly.  She  was  in  her  own 
rooms,  where  Florence  had  long  ceased  to  go, 
and  did  not  dare  to  venture  now,  lest  she 
should  unconsciously  engender  new  trouble. 
Still  Florence,  hoping  to  meet  her  before  going 
to  bed,  changed  from  room  to  room,  and  wan- 
dered through  the  house,  so  splendid  and  so 
dreary,  without  remaining  anywhere. 

She  was  crossing  a  gallery  of  communication 
that  opened  at  some  little  distance  on  the  stair- 
case, and  was  only  lighted  on  great  occasions, 
when  she  saw,  through  the  opening,  which  was 
an  arch,  the  figure  of  a  man  coming  down  some 
few  stairs  opposite.  Instinctively  apprehensive 
of  her  father,  whom  she  supposed  it  was,  she 
stopped  in  the  dark,  gazing  through  the  arch 
into  the  light.  But  it  was  Mr.  Carker  coniing 
down  alone,  and  looking  over  the  railing  into  the 
hall.  No  bell  was  rung  to  announce  his  de- 
parture, and  no  servant  was  in  attendance.  He 
went  down  quietly,  opened  the  door  for  himself, 
glided  out,  and  shut  it  softly  after  Iiim. 

Her  invincible  repugnar.ce  to  this  man,  and 
perhaps  the  stealthy  act  of  watching  any  one. 
which,  even  under  such  innocent  circumstances, 
is  in  a  manner  guilty  and  oppressive,  made  Flo- 
rence shake  from  head  to  foot.  Her  blood 
seemed  to  run  cold.  As  soon  as  she  could — for  at 
first  she  felt  an  insurmountable  dread  of  mov.ng 
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—she  went  quickly  to  her  o\ra.  room  and  locked 
her  door ;  but  even  then,  shut  in  with  her  dog 
beside  her,  felt  a  chill  sensation  of  horror,  as  if 
there  v.'ere  danger  brooding  somewhere  near 
her. 

It  invaded  her  dreams  and  disturbed  the 
whole  night.  Rising  in  the  morning  unre- 
freshed,  and  with  a  heavy  recollection  of  the 
domestic  unhappiness  of  the  preceding  day, 
she  sought  Edith  again  in  all  the  rooms,  and 
did  so,  from  time  to  time,  all  the  morning.  But 
she  remained  in  her  own  chamber,  and  Florence 
saw  nothing  of  her.  Learning,  however,  that 
the  projected  dinner  at  home  was  put  oft",  Flo- 
rence thought  it  likely  that  she  would  go  out  in 
the  evening  to  fulfil  the  engagement  she  had 
spoken  of :  and  resolved  to  try  and  meet  her 
then,  upon  the  staircase. 

When  the  evening  had  set  in,  she  heard,  from 
the  room  in  which  she  sat  on  purpose,  a  foot- 
step on  the  stairs  that  she  thought  to  be  Edith's. 
Hurrying  out,  and  up  towards  her  room,  Flo- 
rence met  her  immediately,  coming  down  alone. 

What  was  Florence's  aftright  and  v^onder 
when,  at  sight  of  her,  with  her  tearful  face  and 
outstretched  arms,  Edith  recoiled  and  shrieked  ! 

"  Don't  come  near  me  !"  she  cried.  "  Keep 
away  !     Let  me  go  by  !  " 

"  Mamma  !  "  said  Florence. 

"  Don't  call  me  by  that  name  !  Don't  speak 
to  me  !  Don't  look  at  me  ! — Florence  !  "  shrink- 
ing back  as  Florence  moved  a  step  towards  her, 
"  don't  touch  me  !  " 

As  Florence  stood  transfixed  before  the  hag- 
gard face  and  staring  eyes,  she  noted,  as  in  a 
dream,  that  Edith  spread  her  hands  over  them, 
and  shuddering  through  all  her  form,  and 
crouching  down  against  the  wall,  crawled  by 
her  like  some  lower  animal,  sprang  up,  and  fled 
away. 

Florence  dropped  upon  the  stairs  in  a  swoon  ; 
and  was  found  there  by  Mrs.  Pipchin,  she  sup- 
posed. She  knew  nothing  more  until  she 
tound  herself  lying  on  her  own  bed,  with  Mrs. 
Pipchin  and  some  servants  standing  round  her. 

"Where  is  mamma?"  was  her  first  question. 

"  Gone  out  to  dinner,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin. 

"And  papa?' 

"  Mr.  Dombey's  in  his  own  room,  Miss 
Dombey,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin,  "and  the  best 
thing  you  can  do  is  to  take  off  your  things  and 
go  to  bed  this  minute."  This  was  the  sagacious 
woman's  remedy  for  all  complaints,  particularly 
lowness  of  spirits,  and  inability  to  sleep;  for 
which  offences  many  young  victims  in  the  days 
of  the  Brighton  Castle  had  been  committed  to 
bed  at  ten  o'clock  in  the  mornina;. 


Without  promising  obedience,  but  on  the  plea 
of  desiring  to  be  very  quiet,  Florence  disengaged 
herself,  as  soon  as  she  could,  from  the  ministra- 
tion of  Mrs.  Pipchin  and  her  attendants.  Left 
alone,  she  thought  of  what  had  happened  on  the 
staircase,  at  first  in  doubt  of  its  reality  ;  then 
with  tears  ;  then  with  an  indescribable  and  ter- 
rible akirm,  like  that  she  had  felt  the  night  be- 
fore. 

She  determined  not  to  go  to  bed  until  Edith 
returned,  and,  if  she  could  not  speak  to  her,  at 
least  to  be  sure  that  she  was  safe  at  home. 
What  indistinct  and  shadowy  dread  moved  Flo- 
rence to  this  resolution  she  did  not  know,  and 
did  not  dare  to  think.  She  only  knew  that, 
until  Edith  came  back,  there  was  no  repose  for 
her  aching  head  or  throbbing  heart. 

The  evening  deepened  into  night ;  midnight 
came  ;  no  Edith. 

Florence  could  not  read,  or  rest  a  moment. 
She  paced  her  own  room,  opened  the  door  and 
paced  the  staircase  gallery  outside,  looked  out 
of  the  window  on  the  night,  listened  to  the  wind' 
blowing  and  the  rain  falling,  sat  down  and 
watched  the  faces  in  the  fire,  got  up  and  watched 
the  moon  flying  like  a  storm-driven  ship  through 
the  sea  of  clouds. 

All  the  house  was  gone  to  bed,  except  two 
servants  who  were  waiting  the  return  of  their 
mistress  down-stairs. 

One  o'clock.  The  carriages  that  rumbled  in 
the  distance  turned  away,  or  stopped  short,  or 
went  past;  the  silence  gradually  deepened,  and 
was  more  and  more  rarely  broken,  save  by  a  rush 
of  wind  or  sweep  of  rain.  Two  o'clock.  No 
Edith. 

Florence,  more  agitated,  paced  her  room  ; 
and  paced  the  gallery  outside  ;  and  looked  out 
at  the  night,  blurred  and  wavy  with  the  rain- 
drops on  the  glass,  and  the  tears  in  her  own 
eyes ;  and  looked  up  at  the  hurry  in  the  sky,  so 
different  from  the  repose  below,  and  j^et  so  tran- 
quil and  solitary.  Three  o'clock  !  There  was 
a  terror  in  every  ash  that  dropped  out  of  the 
fire.     No  Edith  yet. 

More  and  more  agitated,  Florence  paced  her 
room,  and  paced  the  gallery,  and  looked  out  at 
the  moon  with  a  new  fancy  of  her  likeness  to  a 
pale  fugitive  hurrying  away  and  hiding  lier  guilty 
face.     Four  struck  !     Five  !     No  Edith  yet. 

But  now  there  was  some  cautious  stir  in  the 
house ;  and  Florence  found  that  Mrs.  Pipchin 
had  been  awakened  by  one  of  those  who  sat 
up,  had  risen,  and  had  gone  down  to  her  father's 
door.  Stealing  lower  down  the  stairs,  and  ob- 
serving what  passed,  she  saw  her  father  come 
out  in  his  morning  gown,  and  start  when  he  was 
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told  Ris  wife  had  not  come  home.  He  dispatched 
a  messenger  to  the  stables  to  inquire  whether  the 
coachman  was  there ;  and,  while  the  man  was 
gone,  dressed  himself  very  hurriedly. 

The  man  came  back  in  great  haste,  bringing 
the  coachman  with  him,  who  said  he  had  been 
at  home  and  in  bed  since  ten  o'clock.  He  had 
driven  his  mistress  to  her  old  house  in  Brook 
Street,  where  she  had  been  met  by  Mr.  Carker 

Florence  stood  upon  the  very  spot  where  she 
had  seen  him  coming  down.  Again  she  shivered 
with  the  nameless  terror  of  that  sight,  and  had 
hardly  steadiness  enough  to  hear  and  understand 
what  followed. 

— Who  had  told  him,  the  man  went  on  to 
say,  that  his  mistress  would  not  want  the  car- 
riage to  go  home  in  ;  and  had  dismissed 
him. 

She  saw  her  father  turn  white  in  the  face,  and 
heard  liim  ask,  in  a  quick,  trembling  voice,  for 
Mrs.  Dombey's  maid.  The  whole  house  was 
roused ;  for  she  was  there  in  a  moment,  very 
pale  too,  and  speaking  incoherently. 

She  said  she  had  dressed  her  mistress  early — ■ 
full  two  hours  before  she  went  out — and  had 
been  told,  as  she  often  was,  that  she  would  not 
be  wanted  at  night.  She  had  just  come  from 
her  mistress's  rooms,  but 

'•  But  what  ?  What  was  it?"  Florence  heard 
her  father  demand  like  a  madman. 

"  — But  the  inner  dressing-room  was  locked, 
and  the  key  gone." 

Her  father  seized  a  candle  that  was  flaming 
on  the  ground — some  one  had  put  it  down 
there,  and  forgotten  it— and  came  running  up- 
stairs with  such  fury,  that  Florence,  in  her 
fear,  had  hardly  time  to  fly  before  him.  She 
heard  him  striking  in  the  door  as  she  ran  on, 
with  her  hands  wildly  spread,  and  her  hair 
streaming,  and  her  face  like  a  distracted  per- 
son's, back  to  her  own  room. 

When  the  door  yielded,  and  he  rushed  in, 
what  did  he  see  there?  No  one  knew.  But 
thrown  down  in  a  costly  mass  upon  the  ground 
was  every  ornament  she  had  had  since  she  had 
been  his  wife ;  every  dress  she  had  worn ;  and 
everything  she  had  possessed.  This  was  the 
room  in  which  he  had  seen,  in  yonder  mirror, 
the  proud  face  discard  him.  This  was  the  room 
in  which  he  had  wondered,  idly,  how  these 
things  would  look  when  he  should  see  them 
next ! 

Heaping  them  back  into  the  drawers,  and 
locking  them  up  in  a  rage  of  haste,  he  saw  some 
papers  on  the  table.  The  deed  of  settlement  he 
had  executed  on  their  marriage,  and  a  letter. 
He  read  that  she  was  gone.     He  read  that  he 


was  dishonoured.  He  read  that  she  had  fled, 
upon  her  shameful  wedding-day,  with  the  man 
whom  he  had  chosen  for  her  humiliation ;  and 
he  tore  out  of  the  room,  and  out  of  the  house, 
with  a  frantic  idea  of  finding  her  yet,  at  the 
place  to  which  she  had  been  taken,  and  beating 
all  trace  of  beauty  out  of  the  triumiohant  face 
with  his  bare  hand. 

Florence,  not  knomng  what  she  did,  put  on  a 
shawl  and  bonnet,  in  a  dream  of  running  through 
the  streets  until  she  found  Edith,  and  then,  clasp- 
ing her  in  her  arms,  to  save  and  bring  her  back. 
But  when  she  hurried  out  upon  the  staircase,  and 
saw  the  frightened  servants  going  up  and  down 
with  lights,  and  whispering  together,  and  falling 
away  from  her  father  as  he  passed  down,  she 
awoke  to  a  sense  of  her  own  powerlessness  ; 
and  hiding  in  one  of  the  great  rooms  that  had 
been  made  gorgeous  for  this,  felt  as  if  her  heart 
would  burst  with  grief. 

Compassion  for  her  father  was  the  first  dis- 
tinct emotion  that  made  head  against  the  flood 
of  sorrow  which  overwhelmed  her.  Her  con- 
stant nature  turned  to  him,  in  his  distress,  as 
fervently  and  faithfully  as  if,  in  his  prosperity, 
he  had  been  the  embodiment  of  that  idea  which 
had  gradually  become  so  faint  and  dim.  Although 
she  did  not  know,  otherwise  than  through  the 
suggestions  of  a  shapeless  fear,  the  full  e.xtent 
of  his  calamity,  he  stood  before  her  wronged 
and  deserted ;  and  again  her  yearning  love  im- 
pelled her  to  his  side. 

He  was  not  long  away :  for  Florence  was  yet 
weeping  in  the  great  room,  and  nourishing  these 
thoughts,  when  she  heard  him  come  back.  He 
ordered  the  servants  to  set  about  their  ordinary 
occupations,  and  went  into  his  own  apart- 
ment, where  he  trod  so  heavily,  that  she  could 
hear  him  walking  up  and  down  from  end  to 
end. 

Yielding,  at  once,  to  the  impulse  of  her  affec- 
tion, timid  at  all  other  times,  but  bold  in  its 
truth  to  him  in  his  adversity,  and  undaunted 
by  past  repulse,  Florence,  dressed  as  she  was, 
hurried  down-stairs.  As  she  set  her  light  foot 
in  the  hall,  he  came  out  of  his  room.  She 
hastened  towards  him  unchecked,  with  her  arms 
stretched  out,  and  crying,  "Oh,  dear,  dear 
papa ! "  as  if  she  would  have  clasped  him  round 
the  neck. 

And  so  she  would  have  done.  But,  in  his 
frenzy,  he  lifted  up  his  cruel  arm,  and  struck 
her,  crosswise,  with  that  heaviness,  that  she  tot- 
tered on  the  marble  floor ;  and,  as  he  dealt  the 
blow,  he  told  her  what  Edith  was,  anil  bade 
her  follow  her,  since  they  had  always  been  in 
league. 


340 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


She  did  not  sink  down  at  his  feet ;  she  did 
not  shut  out  the  sight  of  him  with  her  trembling 
hands;  she  did  not  weep;  she  did  not  utter  one 
word  of  reproach.  But  she  looked  at  him,  and 
a  cry  of  desolation  issued  from  her  heart.  For, 
as  she  looked,  she  saw  him  murdering  that  fond 


idea  to  which  she  had  held  in  spite  of  him. 
She  saw  his  cruelty,  neglect,  and  hatred  domi- 
nant above  it,  and  stamping  it  down.  She  saw 
she  had  no  father  upon  earth,  and  ran  out, 
orphaned,  from  his  house. 

Ran  out  of  his  house.     A  moment,  and  her 


"THROWN    DOWN    IN    A    COSTLY    MASS    rl-ON    THF,    CKOUM)    WAS    EVERY    ORNAMENT    SHE    HAD    HAD   SINCE   SaE 
HAD   BEEN   HIS   WIFE  ;    EVERY  DRESS   SHE   HAD   WORN  ;   AND    EVERYTHING   SHE   HAD   POSSESSED." 


hand  was  on  the  lock,  the  cry  was  on  her  lips, 
his  face  was  there,  made  paler  by  the  yellow 
candles  hastily  put  down  and  guttering  away, 
and  by  the  daylight  coming  in  above  the  door. 
Another  moment,  and  the  close  darkness  of  the 


shut-up  house  (forgotten  to  be  opened,  though 
it  was  long  since  day)  yielded  to  the  unexpected 
glare  and  freedom  of  the  morning;  and  Florence, 
with  her  head  bent  down  to  hide  her  agony  of 
tears,  was  in  the  streets. 
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CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

THE    FLIGHT    OF    FLORENCE. 

'  N  the  wildness  of  her  sorrow,  shame, 
and  terror,  the  forlorn  girl  hurried 
through  the  sunshine  of  a  bright 
morning  as  if  it  were  the  darkness 
of  a  winter  night.  Wringing  her 
hands  and  weeping  bitterly,  insen- 
lible  to  everything  but  the  deep  wound 
in  her  breast,  stunned  by  the  loss  of  all 
she  loved,  left  like  the  sole  survivor  on  a  lonely 
shore  from  the  wreck  of  a  great  vessel,  she  fled 
without  a  thought,  without  a  hope,  without  a 
purpose,  but  to  fly  somewhere — anywhere. 

The  cheerful  vista  of  the  long  street,  burnished 
by  the  morning  light,  the  sight  of  the  blue  sky 
and  airy  clouds,  tlie  vigorous  freshness  of  the 
day,  so  flushed  and  rosy  in  its  conquest  of  the 
night,  awakened  no  responsive  feelings  in  her 
so  hurt  bosom.  Somewhere,  anywhere,  to  hide 
her  head  !  Somewhere,  anywhere,  for  refuge, 
never  more  to  look  upon  the  place  from  which 
she  fled  ! 

But  there  were  people  going  to  and  fro ;  there 
were  opening  shops,  and  servants  at  the  doors  of 
houses ;  there  was  the  rising  clash  and  roar  of 
the  day's  struggle.  Florence  saw  surprise  and 
curiosity  in  the  faces  flitting  past  her;  saw  long 
shadows  coming  back  upon  the  pavement ;  and 
heard  voices  that  were  strange  to  her  asking  her 
where  she  went,  and  what  the  matter  was ;  and 
though  these  frightened  her  the  more  at  first, 
and  made  her  hurry  on  the  faster,  they  did  her 
the  good  service  of  recaUing  her  in  some  degree 
to  herself,  and  reminding  her  of  the  necessity  of 
greater  composure. 

Where  to  go  ?  Still  somewhere,  anywhere  ! 
still  going  on  ;  but  where  ?  She  thought  of  the 
only  other  time  she  had  been  lost  in  the  wide 
wilderness  of  London — though  not  lost  as  now 
— and  went  that  way.  To  the  home  of  Walters 
uncle. 

Checking  her  sobs,  and  drying  her  swollen 
eyes,  and  endeavouring  to  calm  the  agitation  of 
her  manner,  so  as  to  avoid  attracting  notice, 
Florence,  resolving  to  keep  to  the  more  quiet 
streets  as  long  as  she  could,  was  going  on  more 
quietly  herself,  when  a  familiar  little  shadow 
darted  past  upon  the  sunny  pavement,  stopped 
short,  wheeled  about,  came  close  to  her,  made 
off  again,  bounded  round  and  round  her,  and 
Diogenes,  panting  for  breath,  and  yet  making 
the  street  ring  with  his  glad  bark,  was  at  her 
feet. 

"  Oh,  Di  !  oh,  dear,  true,  faithful  Di,  how  did 


you  come  here  ?     How  could  I  ever  leave  you, 
Di,  who  would  never  leave  me  ?  " 

Florence  bent  down  on  the  pavement,  and 
laid  his  rough,  old,  loving,  foolish  head  against 
her  breast,  and  they  got  up  together,  and  went 
on  together ;  Di,  more  off  the  ground  than  on 
it,  endeavouring  to  kiss  his  mistress  flying,  tum- 
bling over  and  getting  up  again  without  the  least 
concern,  dashing  at  big  dogs  in  a  jocose  defiance 
of  his  species,  terrifying  with  touches  of  his  nose 
young  housemaids  who  were  cleaning  door-steps, 
and  continually  stopping,  in  the  midst  of  a  thou- 
sand extravagances,  to  look  back  at  Florence, 
and  bark  until  all  the  dogs  within  hearing 
answered,  and  all  the  dogs  who  could  come  out 
came  out  to  stare  at  him. 

With  this  last  adherent,  Florence  hurried  away, 
in  the  advancing  morning  and  the  strengthening 
sunshine,  to  the  City.  The  roar  soon  grew  more 
loud,  the  passengers  more  numerous,  the  shops 
inore  busy,  until  she  was  carried  onward  in  a 
stream  of  life  setting  that  way,  and  flowing  in- 
differently past  marts  and  mansions,  prisons, 
churches,  market-places,  wealth,  poverty,  good 
and  evil,  like  the  broad  river,  side  by  side  with 
it,  awakened  from  its  dreams  of  rushes,  willows, 
and  green  moss,  and  rolling  on,  turbid  and 
troubled,  among  the  works  and  cares  of  men,  to 
the  deep  sea. 

At  length  the  quarters  of  the  little  Midship- 
man arose  in  view.  Nearer  yet,  and  the  little 
Midshipman  himself  was  seen  upon  his  post, 
intent  as  ever  on  his  observations.  Nearer 
yet,  and  the  door  stood  open,  inviting  her  to 
enter.  Florence,  who  had  again  quickened 
her  pace,  as  she  approached  the  end  of  her 
journey,  ran  across  the  road  (closely  followed 
by  Diogenes,  whom  the  bustle  had  somewhat 
confused),  ran  in,  and  sank  upon  the  threshold 
of  the  well-remembered  little  parlour. 

The  captain,  in  his  glazed  hat,  was  standing 
over  the  fire,  making  his  morning's  cocoa,  with 
that  elegant  trifle,  his  watch,  upon  the  chimney- 
piece,  for  easy  reference  during  the  progress  of 
the  cookery.  Hearing  a  footstep  and  the  rustle 
of  a  dress,  the  captain  turned  with  a  palpitating 
remembrance  of  the  dreadful  Mrs.  MacStinger, 
at  the  instant  when  Florence  made  a  motion 
with  her  hand  towards  him,  reeled,  and  fell  upon 
the  floor. 

The  captain,  pale  as  Florence,  pale  in  the 
very  knobs  upon  his  face,  raised  her  like  a  baby, 
and  laid  her  on  the  same  old  sofa  upon  which 
she  had  slumbered  long  ago. 

"  It's  Heart's  Delight ! "  said  the  captain, 
looking  intently  in  her  face.  "  It's  the  sweet 
creetur  growed  a  woman  ! " 
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Captain  Cuttle  was  so  respectful  of  her,  and 
had  such  a  reverence  for  her,  in  this  new  cha- 
racter, that  he  would  not  have  held  her  in  his 
arms,  while  she  was  unconscious,  for  a  thousand 
pounds. 

"  My  Heart's  Delight !  "  said  the  captain,  with- 
drawing to  a  little  distance,  with  the  greatest 
alarm  and  sympathy  depicted  on  his  counte- 
nance. "  If  you  can  hail  Ned  Cuttle  with  a 
finger,  do  it !  " 

But  Florence  did  not  stir. 

"  My  Heart's  Delight !  "  said  the  trembhng 
captain.  "  For  the  sake  of  Wal'r,  drownded  in 
the  briny  deep,  turn  to,  and  h'iste  up  something 
or  another,  if  able  !  " 

Finding  her  insensible  to  this  impressive  ad- 
juration also.  Captain  Cuttle  snatched  from  his 
breakfast-table  a  basin  of  cold  water,  and 
sprinkled  some  upon  her  face.  Yielding  to  the 
urgency  of  the  case,  the  captain  then,  using  his 
immense  hand  with  extraordinary  gentleness, 
relieved  her  of  her  bonnet,  moistened  her  lips 
and  forehead,  put  back  her  hair,  covered  her 
feet  with  his  own  coat,  whicli  he  pulled  off  for 
the  purpose,  jiatted  her  hand — so  small  in  his, 
that  he  was  struck  with  wonder  when  he  touched 
it — and  seeing  that  her  eyelids  quivered,  and 
that  her  lips  began  to  move,  continued  these 
restorative  applications  with  a  better  heart. 

"  Cheerily  !  "  said  the  captain.  "  Cheerily  ! 
Stand  by,  my  pretty  one,  stand  by !  There ! 
You're  better  now.  Steady's  the  word,  and 
steady  it  is.  Keep  her  so  !  Drink  a  litde  drop 
o'  this  here,"  said  the  captain.  "  There  you  are  ! 
^Vhat  cheer  now,  my  pretty,  what  cheer  now?" 

At  this  stage  of  her  recovery,  Captain  Cuttle, 
with  an  imperfect  association  of  a  Watch  with  a 
Physician's  treatment  of  a  patient,  took  his  own 
down  from  the  mantel-shelf,  and  holding  it  out 
on  his  hook,  and  taking  Florence's  hand  in  his, 
looked  steadily  from  one  to  the  other,  as  ex- 
pecting the  dial  to  do  something. 

"  What  cheer,  my  pretty  ?  "  said  the  captain. 
"  What  cheer  now  ?  You've  done  her  some 
good,  my  lad,  I  believe,"  said  the  captain  under 
his  breath,  and  throwing  an  appro\'ing  glance 
upon  his  watch.  "  Put  you  back  half  an  hour 
every  morning,  and  about  another  quarter  to- 
wards the  afternoon,  and  you're  a  watch  as  can 
be  ekalled  by  few,  and  excelled  by  none.  What 
cheer,  my  lady  lass  ?  " 

"Captain  Cuttle!  Is  it  you?"  exclaimed 
Florence,  raising  herself  a  little. 

"Yes,  yes,  my  lady  lass,"  said  the  captain, 
hastily  deciding  in  his  own  mind  upon  the 
supenor  elegance  of  that  form  of  address,  as  the 
most  courtly  he  could  think  of. 


"  Is  Walter's  uncle  here  ?  "  asked  Florence. 

"  Here,  pretty  !"  returned  the  captain.  "  He 
an't  been  here  this  many  a  long  day.  He  an't 
been  heerd  on  since  he  sheered  off  arter  poor 
Wal'r.  But,"  said  the  captain  as  a  quotation, 
"though  lost  to  sight,  to  memory  dear,  and 
England,  Home,  and  Beauty  !  " 

"  Do  you  live  here  ?  "  asked  Florence. 

"  Yes,  my  lady  lass,"  returned  the  captain. 

"  Oh,  Captain  Cuttle  !"  cried  Florence,  putting 
her  hands  together,  and  speaking  wildly.  "  Save 
rae  !  keep  me  here  !  Let  no  one  know  where  I 
am  !  I'll  tell  you  what  has  happened  by-and-by, 
when  I  can.  I  have  no  one  in  the  world  to  go 
to.     Do  not  send  me  away  !  " 

"  Send  you  away,  my  lady  lass  !  "  exclaimed 
the  captain.  "  You,  my  Heart's  Delight !  Stay 
a  bit !  'W^e'll  put  up  this  here  dead-light,  and 
take  a  double  turn  on  the  key  ! " 

With  these  words,  the  captain,  using  his  one 
hand  and  his  hook  with  the  greatest  dexterity, 
got  out  the  shutter  of  the  door,  put  it  up,  made 
it  all  fast,  and  locked  the  door  itself. 

AVhen  he  came  back  to  the  side  of  Florence, 
she  took  his  hand  and  kissed  it.  The  helpless- 
ness of  the  action,  the  appeal  it  made  to  him, 
the  confidence  it  expressed,  the  unspeakable 
sorrow  in  her  face,  the  pain  of  mind  she  had  too 
plainly  suffered,  and  was  suffering  then,  his 
knowledge  of  her  past  history,  her  present 
lonely,  worn,  and  unprotected  appearance,  all 
so  rushed  upon  the  good  captain  together,  that 
he  fairly  overflowed  with  compassion  and  gen- 
tleness. 

"  My  lady  lass,"  said  the  captain,  polishing 
the  bridge  of  his  nose  with  his  arm  until  it  shone 
like  burnished  copper,  "  don't  you  say  a  word 
to  Ed'ard  Cuttle  until  such  times  as  you  finds 
yourself  a  riding  smooth  and  easy  :  which  won't 
be  to-day,  nor  yet  to-morrow.  And  as  to  giving 
of  you  up,  or  reporting  where  you  are,  yes, 
verily,  and  by  God's  help,  so  I  won't,  Church 
catechism,  make  a  note  on  !  " 

This  the  captain  said,  reference  and  all,  in 
one  breath,  and  with  much  solemnity;  taking 
off  his  hat  at  "yes,  verily,"  and  putting  it  on 
again  when  he  had  quite  concluded. 

Florence  could  do  but  one  thing  more  to 
thank  him,  and  to  show  him  how  she  trusted  in 
him;  and  she  did  it.  Clinging  to  this  rough 
creature  as  the  last  asylum  of  her  bleeding 
heart,  she  laid  her  head  upon  his  honest  shoulder 
and  clasped  him  round  his  neck,  and  would 
have  kneeled  down  to  bless  him,  but  that  he 
divined  her  purpose,  and  held  her  up  like  a  true 
man. 

"  Steady  !  "     said    the    captain.       "  Steady  ! 
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You're  too  weak  to  stand,  you  see,  my  pretty, 
and  must  lie  down  here  again.  There,  there  ! " 
To  see  the  captain  hft  her  on  the  sofa,  and 
cover  her  with  his  coat,  would  have  been  worth 
a  hundred  state  sights.  "  And  now,"  said  the 
captain,  "  you  must  take  some  breakfast,  lady 
lass,  and  the  dog  shall  have  some  too.  And 
arter  that  you  shall  go  aloft  to  old  Sol  Gills's 
room,  and  fall  asleep  there  like  a  angel." 

Captain  Cuttle  patted  Diogenes  when  he 
made  allusion  to  him,  and  Diogenes  met  that 
overture  graciously,  half-way.  During  the  ad- 
ministration of  the  restoratives  he  had  clearly 
been  in  two  minds  whether  to  fly  at  tire  captain 
or  to  offer  him  his  friendship  ;  and  he  had  ex- 
pressed that  conflict  of  feeling  by  alternate 
waggings  of  his  tail,  and  displays  of  his  teeth, 
with  now  and  then  a  growl  or  so.  But  by  this 
time  his  doubts  were  all  removed.  It  was  plain 
that  he  considered  the  captain  one  of  the  most 
amiable  men,  and  a  man  whom  it  was  an  honour 
to  a  dog  to  know. 

In  evidence  of  these  convictions,  Diogenes 
attended  on  the  captain  while  he  made  some  tea 
and  toast,  and  showed  a  lively  interest  in  his 
housekeeping.  But  it  was  in  vain  for  the  kind 
captain  to  make  such  preparations  for  Florence, 
who  sorely  tried  to  do  some  honour  to  them, 
but  could  touch  nothing,  and  could  only  weep 
and  weep  again. 

"  Well,  well !  "  said  the  compassionate  cap- 
tain, "  arter  turning  in,  my  Heart's  Delight, 
you'll  get  more  way  upon  you.  Now,  I'll  serve 
out  your  allowance,  my  lad."  To  Diogenes. 
"  And  you  shall  keep  guard  on  your  mistress 
aloft." 

Diogenes,  however,  although  he  had  been 
eyeing  his  intended  breakfast  with  a  watering 
mouth  and  glistening  eyes,  instead  of  falling  to 
ravenously  when  it  was  put  before  him,  pricked 
up  his  ears,  darted  to  the  shop-door,  and  barked 
there  furiously :  burrowing  with  his  head  at  the 
bottom,  as  if  he  were  bent  on  mining  his  way 
out. 

"  Can  there  be  anybody  there  ?  "  asked  Flo- 
rence in  alarm. 

"  No,  my  lady  lass,"  returned  the  captain. 
"  Who'd  stay  there  without  making  any  noise  ? 
Keep  up  a  good  heart,  pretty.  It's  only  people 
going  by." 

But,  for  all  that,  Diogenes  barked  and  barked, 
and  burrowed  and  burrowed,  with  pertinacious 
fury ;  and,  whenever  he  stopped  to  listen,  ap- 
peared to  receive  some  new  conviction  into  his 
mind,  for  he  set  to  barking  and  burrowing  again 
a  dozen  times.  Even  when  he  was  persuaded 
to  return  to  his  breakfast,  he  came  jogging  back 


to  it  with  a  very  doubtful  air ;  and  was  off 
again,  in  another  paroxysm,  before  touching  a 
morsel. 

"  If  there  should  be  some  one  listening  and 
watching,"  whispered  Florence.  "  Some  one 
who  saw  me  come — who  followed  me,  perhaps." 

"It  an't  the  young  woman,  lady  lass,  is  it?" 
said  the  captain,  taken  with  a  bright  idea. 

"Susan?"  said  Florence,  shaking  her  head. 
"  Ah,  no  !  Susan  has  been  gone  from  me  a 
long  time." 

"Not  deserted,  I  hope?"  said  the  captain. 
"  Don't  say  that  there  )'0ung  woman's  run,  my 
pretty ! " 

"  Oh,  no,  no  ! "  cried  Florence.  "  She  is  one 
of  the  truest  hearts  in  the  world  !  " 

The  captain  was  greatly  relieved  by  this  reply, 
and  expressed  his  satisfaction  by  taking  off  his 
hard  glazed  hat,  and  dabbing  his  head  all  over 
with  his  handkerchief  rolled  up  like  a  ball,  ob- 
serving several  times,  with  infinite  complacency, 
and  with  a  beamiiag  countenance,  that  he 
knovved  it. 

"So  you're  quiet  now,  are  you,  brother?" 
said  the  captain  to  Diogenes.  "  There  warn't 
nobody  there,  my  lady  lass,  bless  you  !  " 

Diogenes  was  not  so  sure  of  that.  The  door 
still  had  an  attraction  for  him  at  intervals ;  and 
he  went  snuffing  about  it,  and  growling  to  him- 
self, unable  to  forget  the  subject.  This  incident, 
coupled  with  the  captain's  observation  of  Flo- 
rence's fatigue  and  faintness,  decided  him  to 
prepare  Sol  Gills's  chamber-'  as  a  place  of  re- 
tirement for  her  immediately.  He  therefore 
hastily  betook  himself  to  the  top  of  the  house, 
and  made  the  best  arrangement  of  it  that  his 
imagination  and  his  means  suggested. 

It  was  very  clean  already;  and  the  captain, 
being  an  orderly  man,  and  accustomed  to  make 
things  ship-shape,  converted  the  bed  into  a 
couch,  by  covering  it  all  over  with  a  clean  white 
drapery.  By  a  similar  contrivance,  the  captain 
converted  the  little  dressing-table  into  a  species 
of  altar,  on  which  he  set  forth  two  silver  tea- 
spoons, a  flower-pot,  a  telescope,  his  celebrated 
watch,  a  ]50cket  comb,  and  a  song-book,  as  a 
small  collection  of  rarities  that  made  a  choice 
appearance.  Having  darkened  the  window,  and 
straightened  the  pieces  of  carpet  on  the  floor,  the 
captain  surveyed  these  preparations  with  great 
delight,  and  descended  to  the  little  parlour  again, 
to  bring  Florence  to  her  bower. 

Nothing  would  induce  the  captain  to  believe 
that  it  was  possible  for  Florence  to  walk  u])- 
stairs.  If  he  could  have  got  the  idea  into  his 
head,  he  would  have  considered  it  an  outrageous 
breach   of  hospitality   to   allow   her  to  do  so. 
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Florence  was  too  weak  to  dispute  the  point,  and 
the  captain  carried  her  up  out  of  hand,  laid  her 
down,  and  covered  her  with  a  great  watch-coat. 
"  My  lady  lass  !"  said  the  captain,  "you're  as 
safe  here  as  if  you  was  at  the  top  of  St.  Paul's 
Cathedral,  with  the  ladder  cast  off.  Sleep  is 
what  you  want,  afore  all  other  things,  and  may 
you  be  able  to  show  yourself  smart  with  that 
there  balsam  for  the  still  small  woice  of  a 
wownded  mind !  \\'hen  there's  anything  you 
want,  ray  Heart's  Delight,  as  this  here  humble 


house  or  town  can  offer,  pass  the  word  to  Ed'ard 
Cuttle,  as'll  stand  off  and  on  outside  that  door, 
and  that  there  man  will  wibrate  with  joy."  The 
captain  concluded  by  kissing  the  hand  that 
Florence  stretched  out  to  him,  with  the  chivalry 
of  any  old  knight-errant,  and  walking  on  tiptoe 
out  of  the  room. 

Descending  to  the  little  parlour.  Captain 
Cuttle,  after  holding  a  hasty  council  with  him- 
self, decided  to  open  the  shop-door  for  a  few 
minutes,  and   satisfy  himself   that  now,  at  all 
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events,  there  was  no  one  loitering  about  it. 
Accordingly  he  set  it  open,  and  stood  upon  the 
threshold,  keeping  a  bright  look-out,  and  sweep- 
ing the  whole  street  with  his  spectacles. 

"How  de  do.  Captain  Gills?"  said  a  voice 
beside  him.  The  captain,  looking  down,  found 
that  he  had  been  boarded  by  Mr.  Toots  while 
sweeping  the  horizon. 

"  How  are  you,  my  lad  ?"  replied  the  captain. 

"Well,  I'm  pretty  well,  thankee,  Captain 
Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots.     "  You  know  I'm  never 


quite  what  I  could  wish  to  be  now.  I  don't 
expect  that  I  ever  shall  be  any  more." 

Mr.  Toots  never  approached  any  nearer  than 
this  to  the  great  theme  of  his  life,  when  in  con- 
versation with  Captain  Cuttle,  on  account  of  the 
agreement  between  them. 

"  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  if  \  could 
have  the  pleasure  of  a  word  with  you,  it's— it's 
rather  particular." 

"Why,  you  see,  my  lad,"  replied  the  captain, 
leading  the  way  into  the  parlour,  "  I  an't  what 
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you  may  call  exactly  free  this  morning ;  and 
therefore,  if  you  can  clap  on  a  bit,  I  should  take 
it  kindly." 

"  Certainly,  Captain  Gills,"  replied  Mr.  Toots, 
who  seldom  had  any  notion  of  the  captain's 
meaning.  "  To  clap  on  is  exactly  what  I  could 
wish  to  do.     Naturally." 

"  If  so  be,  my  lad,"  returned  the  captain, 
"  do  it !  " 

The  captain  was  so  impressed  by  the  posses- 
sion of  his  tremendous  secret — by  the  fact  of 
Miss  Dombey  being  at  that  moment  under  his 
roof,  while  the  innocent  and  unconscious  Toots 
sat  opposite  to  him — that  a  perspiration  broke 
out  on  his  forehead,  and  he  found  it  impossible, 
while  slowly  drying  the  same,  glazed  hat  in  hand, 
to  keep  his  eyes  off  Mr.  Toots's  face.  Mr.  Toots, 
who  himself  appeared  to  have  some  secret  rea- 
sons for  being  in  a  nervous  state,  was  so  un- 
speakably disconcerted  by  the  captain's  stare, 
that  after  looking  at  him  vacantly  for  some  time 
in  silence,  and  shifting  uneasily  on  his  chair,  he 
said  : 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  Captain  Gills,  but  you 
don't  happen  to  see  anything  particular  in  me, 
do  you  ?  ■' 

"  No,  my  lad,"  returned  the  captain.     "  No." 

"  Because,  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Toots  with 
a  chuckle,  "  I  know  I'm  wasting  away.  You 
needn't  at  all  mind  alluding  to  that.  I — I  should 
like  it.  Burgess  and  Co.  have  altered  my  mea- 
sure, I'm  in  that  state  of  thinness.  It's  a  gratifi- 
cation to  me.  I — I'm  glad  of  it.  I — -I'd  a  great 
deal  rather  go  into  a  decline,  if  I  could.  I'm  a 
mere  brute,  you  know,  grazing  upon  the  surface 
of  the  earth.  Captain  Gills." 

The  more  Mr.  Toots  went  on  in  this  way,  the 
more  the  captain  was  weighed  down  by  his 
secret,  and  stared  at  him.  What  with  this  cause 
of  uneasiness,  and  his  desire  to  get  rid  of  Mr. 
Toots,  the  captain  was  in  such  a  scared  and 
strange  condition,  indeed,  that  if  he  had  been  in 
conversation  with  a  ghost,  he  could  hardly  have 
evinced  greater  discomposure. 

"  But  I  was  going  to  say,  Captain  Gills,"  said 
Mr.  Toots,  "  happening  to  be  this  way  early  this 
morning — to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  was  coming  to 
breakfast  with  you.  As  to  sleep,  you  know  I 
never  sleep  now.  I  might  be  a  Watchman,  ex- 
cept that  I  don't  get  any  pay,  and  he's  got 
nothing  on  his  mind." 

"  Carry  on,  my  lad  !  "  .said  the  captain  in  an 
admonitory  voice. 

"  Certainly,  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots. 
"  Perfectly  true  !  Happening  to  be  this  way 
early  this  morning(an  hour  or  so  ago),  and  find- 
ing the  door  shut " 


"  What !  were  ymi  waiting  there,  brother  ?  " 
demanded  the  captain. 

"  Not  at  all.  Captain  Gills,"  returned  Mr. 
Toots.     "  I  didn't  stop  a  moment.     I  thought 

you  were  out.     But  the  person  said By- 

the-bye,  you  don't  keep  a  dog,  do  you,  Captain 
Gills  ?  " 

The  captain  shook  his  head. 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  that's  ex- 
actly what  I  said.     I  knew  you  didn't.     There 

is   a  dog.  Captain    Gills,  connected   with 

But  excuse  me.     That's  forbidden  ground." 

The  captain  stared  at  Mr.  Toots  until  he 
seemed  to  swell  to  twice  his  natural  size ;  and 
again  the  perspiration  broke  out  on  the  cap- 
tain's forehead,  when  he  thought  of  Diogenes 
taking  it  into  his  head  to  come  down  and  make 
a  third  in  the  parlour. 

"  The  person  said,"  continued  Mr.  Toots, 
"  that  he  had  heard  a  dog  barking  in  the  shop  : 
which  I  knew  couldn't  be,  and  I  told  him  so. 
But  he  was  as  positive  as  if  he  had  seen  the 
dog." 

"What  person,  my  lad?"  inquired  the  cap- 
tain. 

"  Why,  you  see,  there  it  is,  Captain  Gills," 
said  Mr.  Toots,  with  a  perceptible  increase  in 
the  nervousness  of  his  manner.  "  It's  not  for 
me  to  say  what  may  have  taken  place,  or  what 
may  not  have  taken  place.  Indeed,  I  don't 
know.  I  get  mixed  up  with  all  sorts  of  things 
that  I  don't  quite  understand,  and  I  think  there's 
something  rather  weak  in  my — in  my  head,  in 
short." 

The  captain  nodded  his  own  as  a  mark  of 
assent. 

"But  the  person  said,  as  we  were  walking 
away,"  continued  Mr.  Toots,  '•  that  you  knew 
what,  under  existing  circumstances,  might  occur 
— he  said  '  might '  very  strongly — and  that,  if 
you  were  requested  to  prepare  yourself,  you 
would,  no  doubt,  come  prepared." 

"  Person,  my  lad  !"  the  captain  repeated. 

"  I  don't  know  what  person,  I'm  sure.  Captain 
Gills,"  replied  Mr.  Toots ;  "  I  haven't  the  least 
idea.  But  coming  to  the  door,  I  found  him 
waiting  there ;  and  he  said  was  I  coming  back 
again  ?  and  I  said  yes ;  and  he  said  did  I  know 
you  ?  and  I  said,  yes,  I  had  the  pleasure  of  your 
actiuaintance — you  had  given  me  the  pleasure 
of  your  acquaintance,  after  some  persuasion  ; 
and  he  said,  if  that  was  the  case,  would  I  say 
to  you  what  I  luwc  said,  about  existing  circum- 
stances and  coming  prcjiared,  and  as  soon  as 
ever  I  saw  you,  would  I  ask  you  to  step  round 
the  corner,  if  it  was  only  for  one  minute,  on 
most  important  business,  to  Mr.  Brogley's  the 
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broker's  ?  Now,  I  tell  you  what,  Captain  Gills 
whatever  it  is,  I  am  convinced  it's  very  im- 
portant ;  and,  if  you  like  to  step  round  now,  I'll 
wait  here  till  you  come  back." 

The  captain,  divided  between  his  fear  of  com- 
promising Florence  in  some  way  by  not  going, 
and  his  horror  of  leaving  Mr.  Toots  in  posses- 
sion of  the  house  with  a  chance  of  finding  out 
the  secret,  was  a  spectacle  of  mental  disturbance 
that  even  llr.  Toots  could  not  be  blind  to.  But 
that  young  gentleman,  considering  his  nautical 
friend  as  merely  in  a  state  of  preparation  for  the 
interview  he  was  going  to  have,  was  quite  satis- 
fied, and  did  not  review  his  own  discreet  conduct 
without  chuckles. 

At  length  the  captain  decided,  as  the  lesser 
of  tn'O  evils,  to  run  round  to  Brogley's  the 
broker's  :  previously  locking  the  door  that  com- 
municated with  the  upper  part  of  the  house,  and 
putting  the  key  in  his  pocket.  "  If  so  be,"  said 
the  captain  to  Mr.  Toots,  with  not  a  little  shame 
and  hesitation,  "  as  you'll  excuse  my  doing  of  it, 
brother." 

"  Captain  Gills,"  returned  Mr.  Toots,  "  what- 
ever you  do  is  satisfactory  to  me." 

The  captain  thanked  him  heartily,  and  pro- 
mising to  come  back  in  less  than  five  minutes, 
went  out  in  quest  of  the  person  who  had  in- 
trusted Mr.  Toots  with  this  mysterious  message. 
Poor  jMr.  Toots,  left  to  himself,  lay  down  upon 
the  sofa,  little  thinking  who  had  reclined  there 
last,  and,  gazing  up  at  the  sky-light  and  resigning 
himself  to  visions  of  Miss  Dombey,  lost  all  heed 
of  time  and  place. 

It  was  as  well  that  he  did  so ;  for,  although 
the  captain  was  not  gone  long,  he  was  gone 
much  longer  than  he  had  proposed.  When  he 
came  back,  he  was  very  pale  indeed,  and  greatly 
agitated,  and  even  looked  as  if  he  had  been 
shedding  tears.  He  seemed  to  have  lost  the 
faculty  of  speech,  until  he  had  been  to  the  cup- 
board and  taken  a  dram  of  rum  from  the  case- 
bottle,  when  he  fetched  a  deep  breath,  and  sat 
down  in  a  chair  with  his  hand  before  his  face. 

"  Captain  Gills,"  said  Toots  kindl)',  "  I  hope 
and  trust  there's  nothing  wrong  ?  " 

"  Thankee,  my  lad,  not  a  bit,"  said  the  cap- 
tain.    '■  Quite  contrairy." 

'•'  You  have  the  appearance  of  being  over- 
come. Captain  Gills,"  observed  Mr.  Toots. 

"  Why,  my  lad,  I  am  took  aback,"  the  captain 
admitted.     "  I  am." 

"  Is  there  anything  I  can  do.  Captain  Gills  ?  " 
inquired  Mr.  Toots.  "  If  there  is,  make  use 
of  me." 

The  captain  removed  his  hand  from  his  face, 
looked  at  him  with  a  remarkable  expression  of 


pity  and  tenderness,  and  took  him  by  the  hand, 
and  shook  it  hard. 

"  No,  thankee,"  said  the  captain.  "  Nothing. 
Only  I'll  take  it  as  a  favour  if  you'll  part  com- 
pany for  the  present.  L  believe,  brother,"  wring- 
ing his  hand  again,  "  that,  after  Wal'r,  and  on  a 
different  model,  you're  as  good  a  lad  as  ever 
stepped." 

"  Upon  my  word  and  honour.  Captain  Gills," 
returned  Mr.  Toots,  giving  the  captain's  hand  a 
preliminary  slap  before  shaking  it  again,  "  it's 
delightful  to  me  to  possess  your  good  opinion. 
Thankee." 

"  And  bear  a  hand  and  cheer  up,"  said  the 
captain,  patting  him  on  the  back.  "  What ! 
There's  more  than  one  sweet  creetur  in  the 
world  ! " 

"Not  to  me.  Captain  Gills,"  replied  Mr. 
Toots  gravely.  "  Not  to  me,  I  assure  you. 
The  state  of  my  feelings  towards  Miss  Dombey 
is  of  that  unspeakable  description,  that  my  heart 
is  a  desert  island,  and  she  lives  in  it  alone.  I'm 
getting  more  used  up  every  day,  and  I'm  proud 
to  be  so.  If  you  could  see  my  legs  when  I  take 
my  boots  off,  you'd  form  some  idea  of  what  un- 
requited aflection  is.  I  have  been  prescribed 
bark,  but  I  don't  take  it,  for  I  don't  wish  to 
have  any  tone  w'hatever  given  to  my  constitu- 
tion. I'd  rather  not.  This,  however,  is  for- 
bidden ground.     Captain  Gills,  good-bye  !  " 

Captain  Cuttle  cordially  reciprocating  the 
wai'mth  of  Mr.  Toots's  farewell,  locked  the  door 
behmd  him,  and,  shaking  his  head  with  the  same 
remarkable  expression  of  pity  and  tenderness  as 
he  had  regarded  him  with  before,  w^ent  up  to 
see  if  Florence  wanted  him. 

There  was  an  entire  change  in  the  captain's 
face  as  he  went  up-stairs.  He  wiped  his  eyes 
with  his  handkerchief,  and  he  polished  the 
bridge  of  his  nose  with  his  sleeve  as  he  had 
done  already  that  morning,  but  his  face  was 
absolutely  changed.  Now,  he  might  have  been 
thought  supremely  happy ;  now,  he  might  have 
been  thought  sad ;  but  the  kind  of  gravity  that 
sat  upon  his  features  was  quite  new  to  them, 
and  was  as  great  an  improvement  to  them  as  if 
they  had  undergone  some  sublimating  process. 

He  knocked  softly,  with  his  hook,  at  Flo- 
rence's door,  twice  or  thrice ;  but,  receiving  no 
answer,  ventured  first  to  peep  in,  and  then  to 
enter :  emboldened  to  take  ttie  latter  step,  per- 
haps, by  the  familiar  recognition  of  Diogenes, 
who,  stretched  upon  the  ground  by  the  side  of 
her  couch,  wagged  his  tail,  and  winked  his  eyes 
at  the  captain,  without  being  at  the  trouble  of 
getting  up. 

She  was  sleeping  heavily,  and  moaning  in  her 
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sleep ;  and  Captain  Cuttle,  with  a  perfect  awe 
of  her  youth  and  beauty,  and  her  sorrow,  raised 
Iier  head,  and  adjusted  the  coat  that  covered 
her,  where  it  had  fallen  off,  and  darkened  the 
window  a  little  more,  that  she  might  sleep  on, 
and  crept  out  again,  ancf  took  his  post  of  watch 
upon  the  stairs.  All  this  with  a  touch  and  tread 
as  light  as  Florence's  own. 

Long  may  it  remain  in  this  mixed  world  a 
point  not  easy  of  decision,  which  is  the  more 
beautiful  evidence  of  the  Almighty's  goodness 
— the  delicate  fingers  that  are  formed  for  sen- 
sitiveness and  sympathy  of  touch,  and  made  to 
minister  to  pain  and  grief,  or  the  rough,  hard, 
Captain  Cuttle  hand,  that  the  heart  teaches, 
guides,  and  softens  in  a  moment ! 

Florence  slept  upon  her  couch,  forgetful  of 
her  homlessness  and  orphanage,  and  Captain 
Cuttle  watched  upon  the  stairs.  A  louder  sob 
or  moan  than  usual  brought  him  sometimes  to 
her  door ;  but  by  degrees  she  slept  more  peace- 
fully, and  the  captain's  watch  was  undisturbed. 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

THE  MIDSHIMIAN   MAKES  A  DISCOVERV. 

5T  was  long  before  Florence  awoke. 
The  day  was  in  its  prime,  the  day 
was  in  its  wane,  and  still,  uneasy  in 
mind  and  body,  she  slept  on ;  un- 
conscious of  her  strange  bed,  of  the 
noise  and  turmoil  of  the  street,  and 

r^  of  the  light  that  shone  outside  the  shaded 
window.  Perfect  unconsciousness  of 
what  had  happened  in  the  home  that  existed 
no  more,  even  the  deep  slumber  of  exhaustion 
could  not  produce.  Some  undefined  and  mourn- 
ful recollection  of  it,  dozing  uneasily  but  never 
sleeping,  pervaded  all  her  rest.  A  dull  sorrow, 
like  a  half-lulled  sense  of  pain,  was  always  pre- 
sent to  her ;  and  her  pale  cheek  was  oftener 
wet  with  tears  than  the  honest  captain,  softly 
putting  in  his  head  from  time  to  time  at  the  half- 
closed  door,  could  have  desired  to  see  it. 

The  sun  was  getting  low  in  the  west,  and, 
glancing  out  of  a  red  mist,  pierced  with  its  rays 
opposite  loojiholes  and  pieces  of  fretwork  in  the 
spires  of  City  churches,  as  if  with  golden  arrows 
that  struck  through  and  through  them — and  far 
away,  athwart  the  river  and  its  flat  banks,  it  was 
gleaming  like  a  path  of  fire — and  out  at  sea  it 
was  irradiating  sails  of  ships — and,  looked  to- 
wards, from  quiet  churchyards,  upon  hill-tops 
in  the  country,  it  was  steeping  distant  prospects 


in  a  flush  and  glow  that  seemed  to  mingle  earth 
and  sky  together  in  one  glorious  suffusion — 
when  Florence,  opening  her  heavy  eyes,  lay,  at 
first,  looking  without  interest  or  recognition  at 
the  unfamiliar  walls  around  her,  and  hstening  in 
the  same  regardless  manner  to  the  noises  in  the 
street.  But  presently  she  started  up  upon  her 
couch,  gazed  round  with  a  surprised  and  vacant 
look,  and  recollected  all. 

"  My  pretty,"  said  the  captain,  knocking  at 
the  door,  "what  cheer?" 

"  Dear  friend,"  cried  Florence,  hurrying  to 
him,  "  is  it  you  ?  " 

The  captain  felt  so  much  pride  in  the  name, 
and  was  so  pleased  by  the  gleam  of  pleasure  in 
her  face  when  she  saw  him,  that  he  kissed  his 
hook  by  way  of  reply,  in  speechless  gratifica- 
tion. 

"  What  cheer,  bright  di'mond  ? "  said  the 
captain. 

"  I  have  surely  slept  very  long,"  returned 
Florence.  "  When  did  I  come  here  ?  Yester- 
day?" 

"  This  here  blessed  day,  my  lady  lass,"  re- 
plied the  captain. 

"  Has  there  been  no  night  ?  Is  it  still  day  ?  " 
asked  Florence. 

"  Getting  on  for  evening  now,  my  pretty," 
said  the  captain,  drawing  back  the  curtain  of 
the  window.     "  See  !  " 

Florence,  with  her  hand  upon  the  captain's 
arm,  so  sorrowful  and  timid,  and  the  captain 
with  his  rough  face  and  burly  figure,  so  quietly 
protective  of  her,  stood  in  the  rosy  light  of  the 
bright  evening  sky,  without  saying  a  word. 
However  strange  the  form  of  speech  into  which 
he  might  have  fashioned  the  feeling,  if  he  had 
had  to  give  it  utterance,  the  captain  felt,  as 
sensibly  as  the  most  eloquent  of  men  could 
have  done,  that  there  was  something  in  the  tran- 
quil time  and  in  its  softened  beauty  that  would 
make  the  wounded  heart  of  Florence  overflow ; 
and  that  it  was  better  that  such  tears  should 
have  their  way.  So  not  a  word  spake  Captain 
Cuttle.  But  when  he  felt  his  arm  clasped  closer, 
and  when  he  felt  the  lonely  head  come  nearer 
to  it,  and  lay  itself  against  his  homely,  coarse 
blue  sleeve,  he  pressed  it  gently  with  his  rugged 
hand,  and  understood  it,  and  was  understood. 

"  Better  now,  my  pretty  !  "  said  the  captain. 
"  Cheerily,  cheerily ;  I'll  go  down  below,  and 
get  some  dinner  ready.  Will  you  come  down 
of  your  own  self  arterwards,  pretty,  or  shall 
Ed'ard  Cuttle  come  and  fetch  you  ?  " 

As  Florence  assured  him  that  she  was  quite 
able  to  walk  down-stairs,  the  captain,  though 
evidently  doubtful  of  his  own  hospitality  in  per- 
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mitting  it,  left  her  to  do  so,  and  immediately  set 
about  roasting  a  fowl  at  the  fire  in  the  little 
parlour.  To  achieve  his  cookery  with  the 
greater  skill,  he  pulled  off  his  coat,  tucked  up 
his  wristbands,  and  put  on  his  glazed  hat, 
without  which  assistant  he  never  applied  him- 
self to  any  nice  or  difficult  undertaking. 

After  cooling  her  aching  head  and  burning  face 
in  the  fresh  water  which  the  captain's  care  had 
provided  for  her  while  she  slept,  Florence  went 
10  the  little  mirror  to  bind  up  her  disordered 
hair.  Then  she  knew — in  a  moment,  for  she 
shunned  it  instantly — that  on  her  breast  there 
was  the  darkening  mark  of  an  angry  hand. 

Her  tears  burst  forth  afresh  at  the  sight ;  she 
was  ashamed  and  afraid  of  it ;  but  it  moved  her 
to  no  anger  against  him.  Homeless  and  father- 
less, she  forgave  him  everything  ;  hardly  thought 
that  she  had  need  to  forgive  him,  or  that  she 
did  ;  but  she  fled  from  the  idea  of  him  as  she 
bad  fled  from  the  reality,  and  he  was  utterly 
gone  and  lost.  There  was  no  such  Being  in  the 
world. 

What  to  do,  or  where  to  live,  Florence — 
poor,  inexperienced  girl  ! — could  not  yet  con- 
sider. She  had  indistinct  dreams  of  finding,  a 
long  way  off,  some  little  sisters  to  instruct,  who 
would  be  gentle  with  her,  and  to  whom,  under 
some  feigned  name,  she  might  attach  herself, 
and  who  would  grow  up  in  their  happy  home, 
and  marry,  and  be  good  to  their  old  governess, 
and  perhaps  intrust  her,  in  time,  with  the  educa- 
tion of  their  own  daughters.  And  she  thought 
how  strange  and  sorrowful  it  would  be,  thus  to 
become  a  grey-haired  woman,  carrying  her  secret 
to  the  grave,  when  Florence  Dombey  was  for- 
gotten. But  it  was  all  dim  and  clouded  to  her 
now.  She  only  knew  that  she  had  no  Father  upon 
earth,  and  she  said  so,  many  times,  with  her 
suppliant  head  hidden  from  all  but  her  Father 
who  was  in  Heaven. 

Her  little  stock  of  money  amounted  to  but  a 
few  guineas.  With  a  part  of  this  it  would  be 
necessary  to  buy  some  clothes,  for  she  had  none 
but  those  she  wore.  She  was  too  desolate  to 
think  how  soon  her  money  would  be  gone — too 
much  a  child  in  worldly  matters  to  be  greatly 
troubled  on  that  score  yet,  even  if  her  other 
trouble  had  been  less.  She  tried  to  calm  her 
thoughts  and  stay  her  tears  ;  to  quiet  the  hurry 
in  her  throbbing  head,  and  bring  herself  to  be- 
lieve that  what  had  happened  were  but  the 
events  of  a  few  hours  ago,  instead  of  weeks  or 
months,  as  they  appeared  ;  and  went  down  to 
her  kind  protector. 

The  captain  had  spread  the  cloth  with  great 
care,  and  was  making  some  egg  sauce  in  a  little 


saucepan  :  basting  the  fowl  from  time  to  time 
during  the  process  with  a  strong  interest,  as  it 
turned  and  browned  on  a  string  before  the  fire. 
Having  propped  Florence  up  with  cushions  on 
the  sofa,  which  was  already  wheeled  into  o  warm 
corner  for  her  greater  comfort,  the  captain  pur- 
sued his  cooking  with  extraordinary  skill,  mak- 
ing hot  gravy  in  a  second  little  saucepan,  boil- 
ing a  handful  of  potatoes  in  a  third,  never  for- 
getting the  egg  sauce  in  the  first,  and  making  an 
impartial  round  of  basting  and  stirring  with  the 
most  useful  of  spoons  every  minute.  Besides 
these  cares,  the  captain  had  to  keep  his  eye  on 
a  diminutive  frying-pan,  in  which  some  sausages 
were  hissing  and  bubbling  in  a  most  musical 
manner;  and  there  was  never  such  a  radiant 
cook  as  the  captain  looked  in  the  height  and 
heat  of  these  functions  :  it  being  impossible  to 
say  whether  his  face  or  his  glazed  hat  shone  the 
brighter. 

The  dinner  being  at  length  quite  ready,  Cap- 
tain Cuttle  dished  and  served  it  up  with  no  less 
dexterity  than  he  had  cooked  it.  He  then 
dressed  for  dinner,  by  taking  off  his  glazed  hat 
and  putting  on  his  coat.  That  done,  he  wheeled 
the  table  close  against  Florence  on  the  sofa, 
said  grace,  unscrewed  his  hook,  screwed  his 
fork  into  its  place,  and  did  the  honours  of  the 
table. 

"My  lady  lass,"  said  the  captain,  "cheer  up, 
and  try  to  eat  a  deal.  Stand  by,  my  deary  ! 
Liver  wing  it  is.  Sarse  it  is.  Sassage  it  is.  And 
potato  ! "  all  which  the  captain  ranged  sym- 
metrically on  a  plate,  and,  pouring  hot  gravy  on 
the  whole  with  the  useful  spoon,  set  before  his 
cherished  guest. 

"  The  whole  row  o'  dead-lights  is  up  for'ard, 
lady  lass,"  observed  the  captain  encouragingly, 
•'and  everythink  is  made  snug.  Try  and  pick 
a  bit,  my  pretty.     If  Wal'r  was  here " 

"  Ah  !  If  I  had  him  for  my  brother  now  !  " 
cried  Florence. 

"  Don't !  don't  take  on,  my  pretty  !  "  said 
the  captain  ;  "  awast,  to  obleege  me  !  He  7vas 
your  nat'ral  born  friend  like,  warn't  he,  Pet  ?  " 

Florence  had  no  words  to  answer  with.  She 
only  said,  "  Oh,  dear,  dear  Paul  !  Oh,  Wal- 
ter ! " 

"  The  wery  planks  she  walked  on,"  murmured 
the  captain,  looking  at  her  drooping  face,  "  was 
as  high  esteemed  by  Wal'r  as  the  water  brooks 
is  by  the  hart  which  never  rejices  !  I  see  him 
now,  the  wery  day  as  he  was  rated  on  them 
Dombey  books,  a  speaking  of  her  with  his  face 
a  glistening  with  doo— leastways  with  his 
modest  sentiments — like  a  new-blowed  rose,  at 
dinner.     Well,  well !      If  our  poor  Wal'r  was 
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here,  my  lady  lass — or  if  he  could  be — for  he's 
drownded,  an't  he?" 

Florence  shook  her  head. 

"  Yes,  yes ;  drownded,"  said  the  captain 
soothingly.  "  As  I  was  saying,  if  he  could  be 
here,  he'd  beg  and  pray  of  you,  my  precious,  to 
pick  a  leetle  bit,  with  a  look-out  for  your  own 
sweet  health.  Whereby,  hold  your  own,  my 
lady  lass,  as  if  it  was  for  Wal'r's  sake,  and  lay 
your  pretty  head  to  the  wind." 

Florence  essayed  to  eat  a  morsel  for  the  cap- 
tain's pleasure.  The  captain,  meanwhile,  who 
seemed  to  have  quite  forgotten  his  own  dinner, 
laid  down  his  knife  and  fork,  and  drew  his  chair 
to  the  sofa. 

"  Wal'r  was  a  trim  lad,  warn't  he,  precious  ?  " 
said  the  captain,  after  sitting  for  some  time 
silently  rubbing  his  chin,  with  his  eyes  fixed 
upon  her,  "  and  a  brave  lad,  and  a  good  lad  ?  " 

Florence  tearfully  assented. 

"  And  he's  drownded.  Beauty,  an't  he  ?  "  said 
the  captain  in  a  soothing  voice. 

Florence  could  not  but  assent  again. 

"He  was  older  than  you,  my  lady  lass,"  pur- 
sued the  captain,  "  but  you  was  like  two  children 
together,  at  first ;  warn't  you  ?  " 

Florence  answered  "Yes." 

"  And  Wal'r's  drownded,"  said  the  captain. 
"  An't  he  ?  " 

The  repetition  of  this  inquiry  was  a  curious 
source  of  consolation,  but  it  seemed  to  be  one 
to  Captain  Cuttle,  for  he  came  back  to  it  again 
and  again.  Florence,  fain  to  push  from  her  her 
untasted  dinner,  and  to  lie  back  on  her  sofa, 
gave  him  her  hand,  feeling  that  she  had  disap- 
pointed him,  though  truly  wishing  to  have 
pleased  him  after  all  his  trouble,  but  he  held  it 
in  his  own  (which  shook  as  he  held  it),  and, 
appearing  to  have  quite  forgotten  all  about  the 
dinner  and  her  want  of  appetite,  went  on  growl- 
ing at  intervals,  in  a  ruminating  tone  of  sym- 
pathy, "  Poor  Wal'r  !  Ay,  ay  !  Drownded. 
An't  he  ?  "  And  always  waited  for  her  answer, 
in  which  the  great  point  of  these  singular  reflec- 
tions appeared  to  consist. 

The  fowl  and  sausages  were  cold,  and  the 
gravy  and  the  egg  sauce  stagnant,  before  the 
captain  remembered  that  they  were  on  the 
board,  and  fell-to  with  the  assistance  of  Diogenes, 
whose  united  efforts  quickly  dispatched  the 
bancjuet.  The  captain's  delight  and  wonder  at 
the  quiet  housewifery  of  Florence  in  assisting  to 
clear  the  table,  arrange  the  parlour,  and  sweep 
up  the  hearth — only  to  be  equalled  by  the  fer- 
vency of  his  protest  when  she  began  to  assist 
him — were  gradually  raised  to  that  degree,  that 
at  last  he  could  not  choose  but  do  nothing  him- 


self, and  stand  looking  at  her  as  if  she  were 
some  Fairy,  daintily  performing  these  offices  for 
him  ;  the  red  rim  on  his  forehead  glowing  again 
in  his  unspeakable  admiration. 

But  when  Florence,  taking  down  his  pipe 
from  the  mantel-shelf,  gave  it  into  his  hand,  and 
entreated  him  to  smoke  it,  the  good  captain  was 
so  bewildered  by  her  attention,  that  he  held  it 
as  if  he  had  never  held  a  pipe  in  all  his  life. 
Likewise,  when  Florence,  looking  into  the  little 
cupboard,  took  out  the  case-bottle,  and  mixed 
a  perfect  glass  of  grog  for  him,  unasked,  and 
set  it  at  his  elbow,  his  ruddy  nose  turned 
pale,  he  felt  himself  so  graced  and  honoured. 
When  he  had  filled  his  pipe  in  an  absolute  reverie 
of  satisfaction,  Florence  lighted  it  for  him — the 
captain  having  no  power  to  object,  or  to  prevent 
her — and  resuming  her  place  on  the  old  sofa, 
looked  at  him  with  a  smile  so  loving  and  so 
grateful,  a  smile  that  showed  him  so  plainly 
how  her  forlorn  heart  turned  to  him,  as  her  face 
did,  through  grief,  that  the  smoke  of  the  pipe 
got  into  the  captain's  throat,  and  made  him 
cough,  and  got  into  the  captain's  eyes,  and  made 
them  blink  and  water. 

The  manner  in  which  the  captain  tried  to 
make  believe  that  the  cause  of  these  effects  lay 
hidden  in  the  pipe  itself,  and  the  way  in  which 
he  looked  into  the  bowl  for  it,  and  not  finding 
it  there,  pretended  to  blow  it  out  of  the  stem,  was 
wonderfully  pleasant.  The  pipe  soon  getting  into 
better  condition,  he  fell  into  that  state  of  repose 
becoming  a  good  smoker  ;  but  sat  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  Florence,  and,  with  a  beaming  placidity 
not  to  be  described,  and  stopping  every  now 
and  then  to  discharge  a  little  cloud  from  his 
lips,  slowly  puffed  it  forth,  as  if  it  were  a  scroll 
coming  out  of  his  mouth,  bearing  the  legend, 
"Poor  Wal'r,  ay,  ay  I  Drownded,  an't  he?" 
after  which  he  would  resume  his  smoking  with 
infinite  gentleness. 

Unlike  as  they  were  externally — and  there 
could  scarcely  be  a  more  decided  contrast  than 
.between  Florence  in  her  delicate  youth  and 
beauty,  and  Captain  Cuttle  with  his  knobby  face, 
his  great  broad  weather-beaten  person,  and  his 
gruff  voice — in  simple  innocence  of  the  world's 
ways  and  the  world's  perplexities  and  dangers 
they  were  nearly  on  a  level.  No  child  could 
have  surpassed  Captain  Cuttle  in  inexperience 
of  everything  but  wind  and  weather;  in  sim- 
plicity, credulity,  and  generous  trustfulness. 
Faith,  hope,  and  charity  shared  his  whole  nature 
among  them.  An  odd  sort  of  romance,  per- 
fectly unimaginative,  yet  perfectly  unreal,  and 
subject  to  no  considerations  of  worldly  pru- 
dence  or  practicability,   was  the  only  partner 


35° 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


they  had  in  Iiis  character.  As  the  captain  sat 
and  smoked,  and  looked  at  Florence,  God 
knows  what  impossible  pictures,  in  which  she 
was  the  princij)al  figure,  presented  themselves 
to  his  mind.  Equally  vague  and  uncertain, 
though  not  so  sanguine,  were  her  own  thoughts 
of  the  life  before  her;  and  even  as  her  tears 
made  prismatic  colours  in  the  light  she  gazed  at, 
so,  through  her  new  and  heavy  grief,  slie  already 
saw  a  rainbow  faintly  shining  in  the  far-off  sky. 
A  wandering  princess  and  a  good  monster  in  a 
story  book  might  have  sat  by  the  fireside,  and 
talked  as  Captain  Cuttle  and  poor  Florence 
thought — and  not  have  looked  very  much  unlike 
them. 

The  captain  was  not  troubled  with  the  faintest 
idea  of  any  difficulty  in  retaining  Florence,  or 
of  any  responsibility  thereby  incurred.  Having 
put  up  the  shutters  and  locked  the  door,  he  was 
quite  satisfied  on  this  head.  If  she  had  been  a 
AVard  in  Chancery  it  would  have  made  no  dif- 
ference at  all  to  Captain  Cuttle.  He  was  the 
last  man  in  the  world  to  be  troubled  by  any  such 
considerations. 

So  the  captain  smoked  his  pipe  very  com- 
fortably, and  Florence  and  he  meditated  after 
their  own  manner.  When  the  pipe  was  out, 
they  had  some  tea  ;  and  then  Florence  entreated 
him  to  take  her  to  some  neighbouring  shop, 
where  she  could  buy  the  few  necessaries  she 
immediately  wanted.  It  being  quite  dark,  the 
captain  consented  :  peeping  carefully  out  first, 
as  he  had  been  wont  to  do  in  his  time  of  hiding 
from  Mrs.  MacStinger  ;  and  arming  himself  with 
his  large  stick,  in  case  of  an  appeal  to  arms 
being  rendered  necessary  by  any  unforeseen  cir- 
cumstance. 

The  pride  Captain  Cuttle  had  in  giving  his 
arm  to  Florence,  and  escorting  her  some  two  or 
three  hundred  yards,  keeping  a  bright  look-out 
all  the  time,  and  attracting  the  attention  of 
every  one  who  passed  them  by  his  great  vigi- 
lance and  numerous  precautions,  was  extreme. 
Arrived  at  the  shop,  the  captain  felt  it  a  point 
of  delicacy  to  retire  during  the  making  of  the 
purchases,  as  they  were  to  consist  of  wearing 
apparel;  but  he  previously  deposited  his  tin 
canister  on  the  counter,  and  informing  the 
young  lady  of  the  establishment  that  it  contained 
fourteen  pound  two,  requested  her,  in  case  that 
amount  of  property  should  not  be  sufiicient  to 
defray  the  expenses  of  his  niece's  little  outfit — 
at  the  word  "  niece  "  he  bestowed  a  most  signi- 
ficant look  on  Florence,  accompanied  with  pan- 
tomime, exjjressive  of  sagacity  and  mystery — to 
have  the  goodness  to  "  sing  out,"'  and  he  would 
make  up  the  difference  from  his  pocket.   Casually 


consulting  his  big  w-atch,  as  a  deep  means  of 
dazzling  the  establishment,  and  impressing  it 
with  a  sense  of  propert)',  the  captain  then  kissed 
his  hook  to  his  niece,  and  retired  outside  the 
window,  where  it  was  a  choice  sight  to  see  his 
great  face  looking  in  from  time  to  time  among 
the  silks  and  ribbons,  with  an  obvious  misgiving 
that  Florence  had  been  spirited  away  by  a  back- 
door. 

"  Dear  Captain  Cuttle,"  said  Florence  when 
she  came  out  with  a  parcel,  the  size  of  which 
greatly  disappointed  the  captain,  who  had  ex- 
pected to  see  a  porter  following  with  a  bale  of 
goods,  "  I  don't  want  this  money,  indeed.  I 
have  not  spent  any  of  it.  I  have  money  of  my 
own.'' 

"  My  lady  lass,"  returned  the  baflied  captain, 
looking  straight  down  the  street  before  them, 
"  take  care  on  it  for  me,  will  you  be  so  good, 
till  such  time  as  I  ask  ye  for  it?" 

"  May  I  put  it  back  in  its  usual  i^lace,"  said 
Florence,  "  and  keep  it  there  ?  " 

The  captain  was  not  at  all  gratified  by  this 
proposal,  but  he  answered,  "  Ay,  ay,  put  it  any- 
wheres, my  lady  lass,  so  long  as  you  know  where 
to  find  it  again.  It  an't  o'  no  use  to  mc"  said 
the  captain.  "  I  w-onder  I  haven't  chucked  it 
away  afore  now." 

The  captain  was  quite  disheartened  for  the 
moment,  but  he  revived  at  the  first  touch  of 
Florence's  arm,  and  they  returned  with  the  same 
precautions  as  they  had  come  ;  the  captain  open- 
ing the  door  of  the  little  Midshipman's  berth, 
and  diving  in  with  a  suddenness  which  his  great 
practice  only  could  have  taught  him.  During 
Florence's  slumber  in  the  morning,  he  had  en- 
gaged the  daughter  of  an  elderly  lady,  who 
usually  sat  under  a  blue  umbrella  in  Leadenhall 
Market,  selling  poultry,  to  come  and  put  her 
room  in  order,  and  render  her  any  little  services 
she  required ;  and  this  damsel  now  appearing, 
Florence  found  everything  about  her  as  con- 
venient and  orderly,  if  not  as  handsome,  as  in 
the  terrible  dream  she  had  once  called  Home. 

AVhen  they  were  alone  again,  the  captain 
insisted  on  her  eating  a  slice  of  dry  toast,  and 
drinking  a  glass  of  spiced  negus  (which  he  made 
to  perfection) ;  and  encouraging  her  with  every 
kind  word  and  inconsequential  quotation  he 
could  possibly  think  of,  led  her  up-stairs  to  her 
bedroom.  But  he,  too,  had  something  on  his 
mind,  and  was  not  easy  in  his  manner. 

"  Good  night,  dear  heart,"  said  Captain  Cuttle 
to  her  at  her  chamber  door. 

Florence  raised  her  lips  to  his  face,  and  kissed 
him. 

At  any  other  time  the  captain  would  have 
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been  overbalanced  by  such  a  token  of  her  affec- 
tion and  gratitude;  but  now, although  he  was  very- 
sensible  of  it,  he  looked  in  her  face  with  even 
more  uneasiness  than  he  had  testified  before, 
and  seemed  unwilling  to  leave  her. 

"  Poor  Wal'r  !  "  said  the  captain. 

"  Poor,  poor  Walter !  "  sighed  Florence. 

"  Drownded,  an't  he  ?  "  said  the  captain. 

Florence  shook  her  head,  and  sighed. 

"  Good  night,  my  lady  lass  ! "  said  Captain 
Cuttle,  putting  out  his  hand. 

"  God  bless  you,  dear,  kind  friend  !  " 

But  the  captain  lingered  still. 

"  Is  anything  the  matter,  dear  Captain 
Cuttle?"  said  Florence,  easily  alarmed  in  her 
then  state  of  mind.  "  Have  you  anything  to 
tell  me?" 

"  To  tell  you,  lady  lass  !  "  replied  the  captain, 
meeting  her  eyes  in  confusion.  "  No,  no  ;  what 
should  I  have  to  tell  you,  pretty  ?  You  don't 
expect  as  I've  got  anything  good  to  tell  you, 
sure  ?  " 

"  No  !  "  said  Florence,  shaking  her  head. 

The  captain  looked  at  her  wistfully,  and  re- 
peated "  No," — still  lingering  and  still  showing 
embarrassment. 

"  Poor  Wal'r  !  "  said  the  captain.  '•  My  Wal'r, 
as  I  used  to  call  you  !  Old  Sol  Gills's  nevy ! 
Welcome  to  all  as  knowed  you,  as  the  flowers  in 
May !  Where  are  you  got  to,  brave  boy  ? 
Drownded,  an't  he  ?  " 

Concluding  his  apostrophe  with  this  abrupt 
appeal  to  Florence,  the  captain  bade  her  good 
night,  and  descended  the  stairs,  while  Florence 
remained  at  the  top,  holding  the  candle  out  to 
light  him  down.  He  was  lost  in  the  obscurity, 
and,  judging  from  the  sound  of  his  receding 
footsteps,  was  in  the  act  of  turning  into  the  little 
parlour,  when  his  head  and  shoulders  unex- 
pectedly emerged  again,  as  from  the  deep, 
apparently  for  no  other  purpose  than  to  repeat, 
"Drownded,  an't  he,  pretty?"  For  when  he 
had  said  that  in  a  tone  of  tender  condolence,  he 
disappeared. 

Florence  was  very  sorry  that  she  should  un- 
wittingly, though  naturally,  have  awakened 
these  associations  in  the  mind  of  her  protector 
by  taking  refuge  there  ;  and  sitting  down  before 
the  little  table  where  the  captain  had  arranged 
the  telescope  and  song  book,  and  those  other 
rarities,  thought  of  Walter,  and  of  all  that  was 
connected  with  him  in  the  past,  until  she  could 
have  almost  wished  to  lie  down  on  her  bed  and 
fade  away.  But,  in  her  lonely  yearning  to  the 
dead  whom  she  had  loved,  no  thought  of  home 
— no  possibility  of  going  back — no  presentation 
of  It  as  yet  existing,  or  as  sheltering  her  father 


— once  entered  her  thoughts.  She  had  seen  .the 
murder  done.  In  the  last  lingering  natural 
aspect  in  which  she  had  cherished  him  through 
so  much,  he  had  been  torn  out  of  her  heart, 
defaced,  and  slain.  The  thought  of  it  was  so 
appalling  to  her,  that  she  covered  her  eyes,  and 
shrunk  trembling  from  the  least  remembrance  of 
the  deed,  or  of  the  cruel  hand  that  did  it.  If 
her  fond  heart  could  have  held  his  image  after 
that,  it  must  have  broken ;  but  it  could  not ; 
and  the  void  was  filled  with  a  wild  dread,  that 
fled  from  all  confronting  with  its  shattered  frag- 
ments^— with  such  a  dread  as  could  have  risen 
out  of  nothing  but  the  depths  of  such  a  love,  so 
wronged. 

She  dared  not  look  into  the  glass;  for  the 
sight  of  the  darkening  mark  upon  her  bosom 
made  her  afraid  of  herself,  as  if  .she  bore  about 
her  something  wicked.  She  covered  it  up  with 
a  hasty,  faltering  hand,  and  in  the  dark ;  and 
laid  her  weary  head  down,  weeping. 

The  captain  did  not  go  to  bed  for  a  long 
time.  He  walked  to  and  fro  in  the  shop,  and 
in  the  little  parlour,  for  a  full  hour,  and,  appear- 
ing to  have  composed  himself  by  that  exercise,  sat 
down  with  a  grave  and  thoughtful  face,  and  read 
out  of  a  Prayer-book  the  forms  of  prayerappointed 
to  be  used  at  sea.  These  were  not  easily  disposed 
of ;  the  good  captain  being  a  mighty  slow,  gruff 
reader,  and  frequently  stopping  at  a  hard  word 
to  give  himself  such  encouragement  as  "  Now, 
my  lad  !  With  a  will  ! "  or,  "  Steady,  Ed'ard 
Cuttle,  steady ! "  which  had  a  great  effect  in 
helping  him  out  of  any  difficulty.  Moreover, 
his  spectacles  greatly  interfered  with  his  powers 
of  vision.  But  notwithstanding  these  drawbacks, 
the  captain,  being  heartily  in  earnest,  read  the 
service  to  the  very  last  line,  and  with  genuine 
feeling  too ;  and  approving  of  it  very  much  when 
he  had  done,  turned  in  under  the  counter  (but 
not  before  he  had  been  up-stairs,  and  listened 
at  Florence's  door),  with  a  serene  breast,  and  a 
most  benevolent  visage. 

The  captain  turned  out  several  times  in  the 
course  of  the  night,  to  assure  himself  that  his 
charge  was  resting  quietly ;  and  once,  at  day- 
break, found  that  she  was  awake  :  for  she  called 
to  know  if  it  were  he,  on  hearing  footsteps  near 
her  door. 

"  Yes,  my  lady  lass,"  replied  the  captain  in 
a  growling  whisper.  "  Are  you  all  right,  di'- 
mond  ?  " 

Florence  thanked  liim,  and  said  "  Yes." 

The  captain  could  not  lose  so  favourable  an 
op]iortunity  of  applying  his  mouth  to  the  key- 
hole, and  calling  through  it,  like  a  hoarse 
breeze,   "  Poor  Wal'r !     Drownded,  an't  he  ?  " 
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After  which  he  withdrew,  and,  turning  in  again, 
slept  till  seven  o'clock. 

Nor  was  he  free  from  his  uneasy  and  embar- 
rassed manner  all  that  day  ;  though  Florence, 
being  busy  with  her  needle  in  the  little  parlour, 


was  more  calm  and  tranquil  than  she  had  been 
on  the  day  preceding.  Almost  always,  when  she 
raised  her  eyes  from  her  work,  she  observed  the 
captain  looking  at  her,  and  thoughtfully  stroking 
his  chin ;  and  he  so  often  hitched  his  arm-chair 
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FOR   HIM." 


close  to  her,  as  if  he  were  going  to  say  some- 
thing very  confidential,  and  hitched  it  away 
again,  as  not  being  able  to  make  up  his  mind 
ho\y  to  begin,  that  in  the  course  of  the  day  he 
cruised  completely  round  the  parlour  in  that 
frail  bark,  and    more  than   once   went  ashore 


against  the  wainscot  or  the  closet  dooi,  in  a 
very  distressed  condition. 

It  was  not  until  the  twilight  that  Captain 
Cuttle,  fairly  dropping  anchor,  at  last,  by  the 
side  of  Florence,  began  to  talk  at  all  con- 
nectedly.    But  when  the  light  of  the  fire  was 
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shining  on  the  walls  and  ceiling  of  the  little 
room,  and  on  the  tea-board  and  the  cups  and 
saucers  that  were  ranged  upon  the  table,  and 
on  her  calm  face  turned  towards  the  flame,  and 
reflecting  it  in  the  tears  that  filled  her  eyes,  the 
captain  broke  a  long  silence  thus  : 

"  You  never  was  at  sea,  my  own  ?  " 

"  No,"  replied  Florence. 

"  Ay,"  said  the  captain  reverentially  ;  "  it's  a 
almighty  element.  There's  wonders  in  the  deep, 
my  pretty.  Think  on  it  when  the  winds  is 
roaring  and  the  waves  is  rowling.  Think  on  it 
when  the  stormy  nights  is  so  pitch  dark,"  said 
the  captain,  solemnly  holding  up  his  hook,  "  as 
you  can't  see  your  hand  afore  you,  excepting 
when  the  wiwid  lightning  reweals  the  same  ; 
and  when  you  drive,  drive,  drive  through  the 
storm  and  dark,  as  if  you  was  a  driving,  head 
on,  to  the  world  without  end,  evermore,  amen, 
and  when  found  making  a  note  of.  Them's  the 
times,  my  beauty,  when  a  man  may  say  to  his 
messmate  (previously  a  overhauling  of  the  wol- 
lume),  '  A  stiff  nor'-wester's  blowing.  Bill ;  hark, 
don't  you  hear  it  roar  now  ?  Lord  help  'em, 
how  I  pities  all  unhappy  folks  ashore  now  ! '  " 
Which  quotation,  as  particularly  applicable  to 
the  terrors  of  the  ocean,  the  captain  delivered 
in  a  most  impressive  manner,  concluding  with  a 
sonorous  "  Stand  by  !  " 

''  Were  you  ever  in  a  dreadful  storm  ?  "  asked 
Florence. 

"  Why,  ay,  my  lady  lass,  I've  seen  my  share 
of  bad  weather,"  said  the  captain,  tremulously 
wiping  his  head,  "and  I've  had  my  share  of 
knocking  about ;  but — but  it  an't  of  myself  as  I 
was  a  meaning  to  speak.  Our  dear  boy,"  draw- 
ing closer  to  her,  "  Wal'r,  darling,  as  was 
drownded." 

The  captain  spoke  in  such  a  trembling  voice, 
and  looked  at  Florence  with  a  face  so  pale  and 
agitated,  that  she  clung  to  his  hand  in  affright. 

"Your  face  is  changed,"  cried  Florence. 
"  You  are  altered  in  a  moment.  What  is  it  ? 
Dear  Captain  Cuttle,  it  turns  me  cold  to  see 
you  ! " 

"  What  !  Lady  lass,"  returned  the  captain, 
supporting  her  with  his  hand,  "  don't  be  took 
aback.  No,  no !  All's  well,  all's  well,  my 
dear.  As  I  was  a  saying — Wal'r — he's — he's 
drownded.     An't  he?" 

Florence  looked  at  him  intently  ;  her  colour 
came  and  went  ;  and  she  laid  her  hand  upon 
her  breast. 

"  Tliere's  perils  and  dangers  on  the  deep,  my 
beauty,"'  said  the  captain  ;  "  and  over  many  a 
brave  ship,  and  many  and  many  a  bould  heart, 
the  secret  waters  has  closed  up,  and  never  told 
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no  tales.  But  there's  escapes  upon  the  deep 
too,  and  sometimes  one  man  out  of  a  score — 
ah  !  maybe  out  of  a  hundred,  pretty — has  been 
saved  by  the  mercy  of  God,  and  come  home 
after  being  give  over  for  dead,  and  told  of  all 
hands  lost.  I — I  know  a  story.  Heart's  De- 
light," stammered  the  captain,  "  o'  this  natur,  as 
was  told  to  me  once  ;  and  being  on  this  here 
tack,  and  you  and  me  sitting  alone  by  the  fire, 
maybe  you'd  like  to  hear  me  tell  it.  Would 
you,  dcitry  ?  " 

Florence,  trembling  with  an  agitation  which 
she  could  not  control  or  understand,  involun- 
tarily followed  his  glance,  which  went  behind 
her  into  the  shop,  where  a  lamp  was  burning. 
The  instant  that  she  turned  her  head,  the  cap- 
tain sprung  out  of  his  chair,  and  interposed  his 
hand. 

"  There's  nothing  there,  my  beauty,"  said  the 
captain.     "  Don't  look  there  !  " 

"  Why  not?"  asked  Florence. 

The  captain  murmured  something  about  it's 
being  dull  that  way,  and  about  the  fire  being 
cheerful.  He  drew  the  door  ajar,  which  had 
been  standing  open  until  now,  and  resumed  his 
seat.  Florence  followed  him  with  her  eyes,  and 
looked  intently  in  his  face. 

"  The  story  was  about  a  ship,  my  lady  lass," 
began  the  captain,  "  as  sailed  out  of  the  Port  of 
London,  with  a  fair  wind  and  in  fair  weather, 

bound  for Don't  be  took  aback,  my  lady 

lass,  she  was  only  out'ard  bound,  pretty,  only 
out'ard  bound  ! " 

The  expression  on  Florence's  face  alarmed 
the  captain,  who  was  himself  yery  hot  and 
flurried,  and  showed  scarcely  less  agitation  than 
she  did. 

"  Shall  I  go  on.  Beauty  ?  "  said  the  captain. 

'■  Yes,  yes,  pray  !  "  cried  Florence. 

The  captain  made  a  gul[)  as  if  to  get  down 
something  that  was  sticking  in  his  throat,  and 
nervously  proceeded : 

"  That  there  unfort'nate  ship  met  with  such 
foul  weather,  out  at  sea,  as  don't  blow  once  in 
twenty  year,  my  darling.  There  was  hurricanes 
ashore  as  tore  up  forests  and  blowed  down 
towns,  and  there  was  gales  at  sea,  in  them  lati- 
tudes, as  not  the  stoutest  wessel  ever  launciied 
could  live  in.  Day  arter  day  that  there  unfort'- 
nate ship  behaved  noble,  I'm  told,  and  did  her 
duty  brave,  my  pretty,  but  at  one  blow  a'most 
her  bulwarks  was  stove  in,  her  masts  and  rudder 
carried  away,  her  best  men  swept  overboard,  anil 
she  left  to  the  mercy  of  the  storm  as  had  no 
mercy,  but  blowed  harder  and  iiarder  yet,  while 
the  waves  dashed  over  her,  and  beat  her  in,  antl 
every  time  they  come  a  thundering  at  her,  broke 
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her  like  a  shell.  Every  black  spot  in  every 
mountain  of  water  that  rolled  away  was  a  bit  o' 
the  shi])'s  life  or  a  living  man,  and  so  she  went 
to  jMeces,  Beauty,  and  no  grass  will  never  grow 
upon  the  graves  of  them  as  manned  that  ship.'' 

"They  were  not  all  lost!"  cried  Florence. 
"  Some  were  saved  ! — Was  one  ?  " 

"Aboard  o'  that  there  unfort'nate  wessel," 
said  the  captain,  rising  from  his  clmir,  and 
clenching  his  hand  with  prodigious  energy  and 
exultation,  "  was  a  lad,  a  gallant  lad — as  I've 
heerd  tell — that  had  loved,  when  he  was  a  boy, 
to  read  and  talk  about  brave  actions  in  ship- 
wrecks— I've  heerd  him  ! — I've  heerd  him  ! — 
and  he  remembered  of  'em  in  his  hour  of  need ; . 
for,  when  the  stoutest  hearts  and  oldest  hands 
was  hove  down,  he  was  firm  and  cheery.  It 
warn't  the  w^ant  of  objects  to  like  and  love 
ashore  that  gave  him  courage ;  it  was  his  nat'ral 
mind.  I've  seen  it  in  his  face,  when  he  was  no 
more  than  a  child — ay,  many  a  time  ! — and 
when  I  thought  it  nothing  but  his  good  looks, 
bless  him  !  " 

"  And  was  he  saved?"  cried  Florence.  ••'  Was 
he  saved  ?  " 

"That  brave  lad,"  said  the  captain, — "look 
at  me,  pretty  !     Don't  look  round " 

Florence  had  hardly  power  to  repeat,  "  Why 
not?" 

"  Because  there's  nothing  there,  my  deary," 
said  the  captain.  "  Don't  be  took  aback,  pretty 
creetur !  Don't,  for  the  sake  of  Wal'r,  as  was 
dear  to  all  on  us  !  That  there  lad,"  said  the 
captain,  "  arter  working  wdth  the  best,  aiid 
standing  by  the  faint-hearted,  and  never  making 
no  complaint  nor  sign  of  fear,  and  keeping  up  a 
spirit  in  all  hands  that  made  'em  honour  him  as 
if  he'd  been  a  admiral, — that  lad,  along  with  the 
second  mate  and  one  seaman,  w-as  left,  of  all  the 
beatin'  hearts  that  went  aboard  that  ship,  the 
only  living  creeturs — lashed  to  a  fragment  of  the 
wreck,  and  drifting  on  the  stormy  sea." 

"  Were  they  saved  ?  "  cried  Florence. 

"  Days  and  nights  they  drifted  on  them  end- 
less waters,"  said  the  captain,  "  until  at  last — ■ 
no  !  don't  look  that  way,  pretty ! — a  sail  bore 
down  upon  'em,  and  they  was,  by  the  Lord's 
mercy,  took  aboard  :  two  living,  and  one  dead." 

"  Which  of  them  was  dead  ? "  cried  Flo- 
rence. 

"  Not  the  lad  I  speak  on,"  said  the  captain. 

^^  Thank  God  !     Oh,  thank  God  ! " 

"  Amen  ! "  returned  the  captain  hurriedly. 
"  Don't  be  took  aback  !  A  minute  more,  my 
lady  lass  !  with  a  good  heart !— Aboard  that 
ship,  they  went  a  long  voyage,  right  away  across 
the  chart  (for  there  warn't  no  touching  nowhere),  " 


and  on  that  voyage  the  seaman  as  was  picked 
up  with  him  died.  But  he  was  spared, 
and " 

The  captain,  without  knowing  what  he  did, 
had  cut  a  slice  of  bread  from  the  loaf,  and  put 
it  on  his  hook  (which  was  his  usual  toasting- 
fork),  on  which  he  now  held  it  to  the  fire ;  look- 
ing behind  Florence  with  great  emotion  in  hia 
face,  and  suffering  the  bread  to  blaze  and  burn 
like  fuel. 

"  Was  spared," repeated  Florence,  "and " 

"  And  come  home  in  that  ship,"  said  the  cap- 
tain, still  looking  in  the  same  direcdon,  "  and 
— don't  be  frightened,  pretty  ! — 'and  landed ; 
and  one  morning  come  cautiously  to  his  own 
door  to  take  a  observation,  knowing  that  his 
friends  would  think  him  drownded,  when  he 
sheered  off"  at  the  unexpected " 

"  At  the  unexpected  barking  of  a  dog  ?  "  cried 
Florence  quickly. 

"  Yes  !  "  roared  the  captain.  "  Steady,  dar- 
ling !  courage  !  Don't  look  round  yet.  See 
there  !  upon  the  wall !  " 

There  was  the  shadow  of  a  man  upon  the 
wall  close  to  her.  She  started  up,  looked 
round,  and,  with  a  piercing  cry,  saw  Walter  Gay 
behind  her  ! 

She  had  no  thought  of  him  but  as  a  brother, 
a  brother  rescued  from  the  grave;  a  ship- 
wrecked brother  saved  and  at  her  side ;  and 
rushed  into  his  arms.  In  all  the  world,  he 
seemed  to  be  her  hope,  her  comfort,  refuge, 
natural  protector.  "  Take  care  of  Walter ;  I 
was  fond  of  Walter  1 "  The  dear  remembrance 
of  the  plaintive  voice  that  said  so,  rushed  upon 
her  soul  like  music  in  the  night.  "Oh,  welcome 
home,  dear  Walter  !  Welcome  to  this  stricken 
breast ! "  She  felt  the  words,  although  she 
could  not  utter  them,  and  held  him  in  her  pure 
embrace. 

Captain  Cuttle,  in  a  fit  of  delirium,  attempted 
to  wipe  his  head  with  the  blackened  toast  upon 
his  hook  ;  and  finding  it  an  uncongenial  sub- 
stance for  the  purpose,  put  it  into  the  crown  of 
his  glazed  hat,  put  the  glazed  hat  on  with  some 
difficulty,  essayed  to  sing  a  verse  of  Lovely  Peg, 
broke  down  at  the  first  word,  and  retired  into  the 
shop,  whence  he  presently  came  back,  express, 
with  a  face  all  flushed  and  besmeared,  and  the 
starch  completely  taken  out  of  his  shirt  collar, 
to  say  these  words  : 

"  Wal'r,  my  lad,  here  is  a  little  bit  of  property 
as  I  should  wish  to  make  over  jintly !  " 

The  captain  hastily  produced  the  big  watch, 
the  tea-spoons,  the  sugar-tongs,  and  the  canister, 
and  laying  them  on  the  table,  swept  them  with 
his  great  hand  into  Walter's  hat ;  but,  in  handing 
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that  singular  strong  box  toA^'alter,  he  was  so  over- 
come again,  that  he  n^as  fain  to  make  another 
retreat  into  the  shop,  and  absent  himseh"  for  a 
longer  space  of  time  than  on  his  first  retirement. 

But  Walter  sought  him  out,  and  brought  him 
back ;  and  then  the  captain's  great  apprehension 
was,  that  Florence  would  suffer  from  this  new 
shock.  He  felt  it  so  earnestly,  that  he  turned 
quite  rational,  and  positively  interdicted  any 
further  allusion  to  Walter's  adventures  for  some 
days  to  come.  Captain  Cuttle  then  became 
sufficiently  composed  to  reUeve  himself  of  the 
toast  in  his  hat,  and  to  take  his  place  at  the 
tea-board ;  but  finding  Walter's  grasp  upon  his 
shoulder  on  one  side,  and  Florence  whispering 
her  tearful  congratulations  on  the  other,  the 
captain  suddenly  bolted  again,  and  was  missing 
for  a  good  ten  minutes. 

But  never  in  all  his  life  had  the  captain's  face 
so  shone  and  glistened  as  when,  at  last,  he  sat 
stationary  at  the  tea-board  looking  from  Florence 
to  Walter,  and  from  Walter  to  Florence.  Nor 
was  this  effect  produced  or  at  all  heightened  by 
the  immense  quantity  of  polishing  he  had  ad- 
ministered to  his  face  with  his  coat-sleeve  during 
the  last  half-hour.  It  was  solely  the  effect  of  his 
internal  emotions.  There  was  a  glory  and  de- 
light within  the  captain  that  spread  itself  over 
his  whole  visage,  and  made  a  perfect  illumina- 
tion there. 

The  pride  with  which  the  captain  looked  upon 
the  bronzed  cheek  and  the  courageous  e}-es  of  his 
recovered  boy  :  witlr  which  he  saw  the  generous 
fervour  of  his  youth,  and  all  its  frank  and  hope- 
ful qualities,  shining  once  more  in  the  fresh 
wholesome  manner  and  the  ardent  face  :  w'ould 
have  kindled  something  of  this  light  in  his  coun- 
tenance. The  admiration  and  sympathy  with 
which  he  turned  his  eyes  on  Florence,  whose 
beauty,  grace,  and  innocence  could  have  won 
no  truer  or  more  zealous  champion  than  him- 
self, would  have  had  an  equal  influence  upon 
him.  But  the  fulness  of  the  glow  he  shed 
around  him  could  only  have  been  engendered 
in  his  contemplation  of  the  two  together,  and  in 
all  the  fancies  springing  out  of  that  association, 
that  came  sparkling  and  beaming  into  his  head, 
and  danced  about  it. 

How  they  talked  of  poor  old  Unole  Sol,  and 
dwelt  on  every  little  circumstance  relating  to  his 
disappearance ;  how  their  joy  was  moderated  by 
the  old  man's  absence,  and  by  the  misfortunes 
of  Florence ;  how  they  released  Diogenes,  whom 
the  captain  had  decoyed  up-stairs  some  time 
before,  lest  he  should  bark  again ;  the  captain, 
though  he  was  in  one  continual  flutter,  and 
made  many  more  short  plunges  into  the  shop, 


fully  comprehended.  But  he  no  more  dreamed 
that  AValter  looked  on  Florence,  as  it  were,  from 
a  new  and  far-off  place  ;  that  while  his  eyes 
often  sought  the  lovely  face,  they  seldom  met 
its  open  glance  of  sisterly  aftection,  but  with- 
drew themselves  when  hers  were  raised  towards 
him  ;  than  he  believed  that  it  was  Walter's  ghost 
who  sat  beside  him.  He  saw  them  there  together 
in  their  youth  and  beauty,  and  he  knew  the  story 
of  their  younger  days,  and  he  had  no  inch  of 
room  beneath  his  great  blue  waistcoat  for  any- 
thing save  admiration  of  such  a  pair,  and  grati- 
tude for  their  being  reunited. 

They  sat  thus  until  it  grew  late.  The  captain 
^vould  have  been  content  to  sit  so  for  a  week. 
But  Walter  rose  to  take  leave  for  the  night. 

"  Going,  Walter  !  "  said  Florence.    "  Where  ?  " 

"  He  slings  his  hammock  for  the  present, 
lady  lass,"  said  Captain  Cuttle,  "  round  at 
Brogley's.     Within  hail,  Heart's  Delight." 

"  I  am  the  cause  of  your  going  away,  Walter," 
said  Florence.  "  There  is  a  houseless  sister  in 
your  place." 

"  Dear  Miss  Dombey,"  replied  Walter,  hesi- 
tating— "  if  it  is  not  too  bold  to  call  you  so " 

"Walter  !"  she  exclaimed,  surprised. 

" — If  anything  could  make  me  happier  in  being 
allowed  to  see  and  speak  to  you,  would  it  not  be 
the  discovery  that  I  had  any  means  on  earth  of 
doing  you  a  moment's  service  ?  WJiere  would 
I  not  go,  what  would  I  not  do,  for  your  sake  ?  " 

She  smiled  and  called  him  brother. 

"  You  are  so  changed,"  said  Walter. 

"  I  changed  !  "  she  interrupted. 

"  — To  me,"  said  Walter  softly,  as'  if  he  were 
thinking  aloud,  "changed  to  me.  I  left  you 
such  a  child,  and  find  you — oh  !  something  so 
diflerent " 

"  But  your  sister,  Walter.  You  have  not  for- 
gotten what  we  promised  to  each  other  when 
we  parted  ?  " 

"  Forgotten  ! "     But  he  said  no  more. 

"And  if  you  had — if  suffering  and  danger 
had  driven  it  from  your  thoughts — which  it  has 
not — you  would  remember  it  now,  Walter,  when 
you  find  me  poor  and  abandoned,  with  no  home 
but  this,  and  no  friends  but  the  two  who  hear 
mc  speak  ! " 

"  I  would  !  Heaven  knows  I  would  !  "  said 
Walter. 

"  Oh,  Walter  ! "  exclaimed  Florence  through 
her  sobs  and  tears.  "  Dear  Brother !  Show  me 
some  way  through  the  world — some  humble  path 
that  I  may  take  alone,  and  labour  in,  and  some- 
times think  of  you  as  one  who  will  protect  and 
care  for  me  as  for  a  sister  !  Oli,  help  me,  Walter, 
for  I  need  help  so  much  1 " 
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"  Miss  Dombey!  Florence  !  I  would  die  to 
help  you.  But  your  friends  are  proud  and  rich. 
Your' father " 

"  No,  no  !  Walter  !  "  She  shrieked,  and  put 
her  hands  up  to  her  head,  in  an  attitude  of  terror 
that  transfixed  him  where  he  stood.  "  Don't  say 
that  word  ! " 

He  never,  from  that  hour,  forgot  the  voice 
and  look  with  which  she  stopped  him  at  the 
name.  He  felt  that  if  he  were  to  live  a  hundred 
years,  he  never  could  forget  it. 

Somewhere— anywhere — but  never  home !  All 
past,  all  gone,  all  lost,  and  broken  up  !  The  whole 
history  of  her  untold  slight  and  suffering  was  in 
the  cry  and  look ;  and  he  felt  he  never  could 
forget  it,  and  he  never  did. 

She  laid  her  gentle  face  upon  the  captain's 
shoulder,  and  related  how  and  why  she  had 
fled.  If  every  sorrowing  tear  she  shed  in  doing 
so  had  been  a  curse  upon  the  head  of  him  she 
never  named  or  blamed,  it  would  have  been 
better  for  him,  Walter  thought  with  awe,  than 
to  be  renounced  out  of  such  a  strength  and 
might  of  love. 

"  There,  precious  ! "  said  the  captain  when 
she  ceased ;  and  deep  attention  the  captain 
had  paid  to  her  while  she  spoke  ;  listening  with 
his  glazed  hat  all  awry,  and  his  mouth  wide 
open.  "  Awast,  awast,  my  eyes  !  Wal'r,  dear 
lad,  sheer  off  for  to-night,  and  leave  the  pretty 
cue  to  me  ! " 

Walter  took  her  hand  in  both  of  his,  and  put 
it  to  his  lips,  and  kissed  it.  He  knew  now  that 
she  was  indeed  a  homeless,  wandering  fugitive  ; 
but,  richer  to  him  so  than  in  all  the  wealth  and 
pride  of  her  right  station,  she  seemed  farther  off 
than  even  on  the  height  that  had  made  him 
giddy  in  his  boyish  dream. 

Captain  Cuttle,  perplexed  by  no  such  medi- 
tations, guarded  Florence  to  her  room,  and 
watched  at  intervals  upon  the  charmed  ground 
outside  her  door — for  such  it  truly  was  to  him 
— until  he  felt  sufficiently  easy  in  his  mind 
about  her  to  turn  in  under  the  counter.  On 
abandoning  his  watch  for  that  purpose,  he  could 
not  help  calling  once,  rapturously,  through  the 
keyhole,  "  Drownded.  An't  he,  pretty  ?  " — or, 
when  he  got  down-stairs,  making  another  trial 
at  that  verse  of  Lovely  Peg.  But  it  stuck  in 
his  throat  somehow,  and  he  could  make  nothing 
of  it ;  so  he  went  to  bed,  and  dreamed  that  old 
Sol  Gills  was  married  to  Mrs.  MacStinger,  and 
kept  prisoner  by  that  lady  in  a  secret  chamber 
on  a  short  allowance  of  victuals. 


CHAPTER  L. 

MR.   TOOTS'S   COMPLAINT. 

'^HERE  was  an  empty  room  above- 
stairs  at  the  Wooden  Midshipman's, 
which,  in  days  of  yore,  had  been 
Walter's  bedroom.  Walter,  rousinj 
up  the  captain  betimes  in  the  morn- 
ing, proposed  that  they  should  carry 
thither  such  furniture  out  of  the  little 
parlour  as  would  grace  it  best,  so  that 
Florence  might  take  possession  of  it  when  she 
rose.'  As  nothing  could  be  more  agreeable  to 
Captain  Cuttle  than  making  himself  very  red 
and  short  of  breath  in  such  a  cause,  he  turned 
to  (as  he  himself  said)  with  a  will ;  and,  in  a 
couple  of  hours,  this  garret  was  transformed  into 
a  species  of  land-cabin,  adorned  with  all  the 
choicest  movables  out  of  the  parlour,  inclusive 
even  of  the  Tartar  frigate,  which  the  captain 
hung  up  over  the  chimney-piece  with  such  ex- 
treme delight,  that  he  could  do  nothing  for  half 
an  hour  afterwards  but  walk  backward  from  it, 
lost  in  admiration. 

The  captain  could  be  induced  by  no  persua- 
sion of  Walter's  to  wind  up  the  big  watch,  or  to 
take  back  the  canister,  or  to  touch  the  sugar- 
tongs  and  tea-spoons.  "No,  no,  my  lad,"  was 
the  captain's  invariable  reply  to  any  solicitation 
of  the  kind,  "  I've  made  that  there  little  pro- 
perty over  jintly."  These  words  he  repeated 
with  great  unction  and  gravity,  evidently  be- 
lieving that  they  had  the  virtue  of  an  Act  of 
Parliament,  and  that,  unless  he  committed  him- 
self by  some  new  admission  of  ownership,  no  flaw 
could  be  found  in  such  a  form  of  conveyance. 

It  was  an  advantage  of  the  new  arrangement, 
that  besides  the  greater  seclusion  it  afforded 
Florence,  it  admitted  of  the  Midshipman  being 
restored  to  his  usual  post  of  observation,  and 
also  of  the  .  shop  shutters  being  taken  down. 
The  latter  ceremony,  however  little  importance 
the  unconscious  captain  attached  to  it,  was  not 
wholly  superfluous  ;  for,  on  the  previous  day,  so 
much  excitement  had  been  occasioned  in  the 
neighbourhood  by  the  shutters  remaining  un- 
opened, that  the  instrument-maker's  house  had 
been  honoured  with  an  unusual  share  of  public 
observation,  and  had  been  intently  stared  at, 
from  the  opposite  side  of  the  way,  "by  groups  of 
hungry  gazers,  at  any  time  between  sunrise  and 
sunset.  The  idlers  and  vagabonds  had  been 
particularly  interested  in  the  captain's  fate;  con- 
stantly grovelling  in  the  mud  to  apply  their  eyes 
to  the  cellar  gratmg,  under  the  shop-window,  and 
delighting  their  imaginations  with  the  fancy  that 
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Ihey  could  see  a  piece  of  his  coat  as  he  hung 
in  a  corner ;  though  this  settlement  of  him  was 
stoutly  disputed  by  an  opposite  faction,  who 
were  of  opinion  that  he  lay  murdered  with  a 
hammer,  on  the  stairs.  It  was  not  without  ex- 
citing some  discontent,  therefore,  that  the  sub- 
ject of  these  rumours  was  seen  early  in  the 
morning  standing  at  his  shop-door  as  hale  and 
hearty  as  if  nothing  had  happened ;  and  the 
beadle  of  that  quarter,  a  man  of  an  ambitious 
character,  who  had  expected  to  have  the  dis- 
tinction of  being  present  at  the  breaking  open 
of  the  door,  and  of  giving  evidence  in  full  uni- 
form before  the  coroner,  went  so  far  as  to  say 
to  an  opposite  neighbour  that  the  chap  in  the 
glazed  hat  had  better  not  try  it  on  there — with- 
out more  particularly  nxentioning  what — and 
further,  that  he,  the  beadle,  would  keep  his  eye 
upon  him. 

"  Captain  Cuttle,"  said  Walter,  musing,  when 
they  stood  resting  from  their  labours  at  the  shop- 
door,  looking  down  the  old  familiar  street ;  it 
being  still  early  in  the  morning ;  "  nothing  at  all 
of  Uncle  Sol  in  all  that  time  ?" 

"  Nothing  at  all,  my  lad,"  replied  the  captain, 
shaking  his  head. 

"  Gone  in  search  of  me,  dear,  kind  old  man," 
said  Walter ;  "  yet  never  write  to  you  !  But  why 
not  ?  He  says,  in  effect,  in  this  packet  that  you 
gave  me,"  taking  the  paper  from  his  pocket, 
which  had  been  opened  in  the  presence  of  the 
enlightened  Bunsby,  "  that  if  you  never  hear 
from  him  before  opening  it,  you  may  believe 
him  dead.  Heaven  forbid  !  But  you  would 
have  heard  of  him,  even  if  he  7cicn'  dead  !  Some 
one  would  have  written,  surely,  by  his  desire,  if 
he  could  not ;  and  have  said,  '  On  such  a  day, 
there  died  in  my  house,'  '  or  under  my  care,'  or 
so  forth,  '  INIr.  Solomon  Gills  of  London,  who 
left  this  last  remembrance  and  this  last  request 
to  you.' " 

The  captain,  who  had  never  climbed  to  such 
a  clear  height  of  probability  before,  was  greatly 
impressed  by  the  wide  prospect  it  opened,  and 
answered  with  a  thoughtful  shake  of  his  head, 
"  Well  said,  my  lad;  wery  well  said." 

"  I  have  been  thinking  of  this,  or  at  least," 
said  Walter,  colouring,  "  I  have  been  thinking 
of  one  thing  and  another,  all  through  a  sleepless 
night,  and  I  cannot  believe.  Captain  Cuttle,  but 
that  my  uncle  Sol  (Lord  bless  him  !)  is  alive,  and 
will  return.  I  don't  so  much  wonder  at  his 
going  away,  because,  leaving  out  of  considera- 
tion that  spice  of  the  marvellous  which  was 
always  in  his  character,  and  his  great  affection 
for  me,  before  which  every  other  consideration 
of  his  life  became  nothing,  as  no  one  ought  to 


know  so  well  as  I  who  had  the  best  of  fathers 
in  him," — Walter's  voice  was  indistinct  and 
husky  here,  and  he  looked  away,  along  the 
street, — "  leaving  that  out  of  consideration,  I 
say,  I  have  often  read  and  heard  of  people  who, 
having  some  near  and  dear  relative,  who  was 
supposed  to  be  shipwrecked  at  sea,  have  gone 
down  to  live  on  that  part  of  the  seashore  where 
any  tidings  of  the  missing  shij)  might  be  ex- 
pected to  arrive,  though  only  an  hour  or  two 
sooner  than  elsewhere,  or  have  even  gone  upon 
her  track  to  the  place  whither  she  was  bound, 
as  if  their  going  would  create  intelligence.  I 
think  I  should  do  such  a  thing  myself,  as  soon 
as  another,  or  sooner  than  many,  perhaps.  But 
why  my  uncle  shouldn't  write  to  you.  when  he 
so  clearly  intended  to  do  so,  or  how  he  should 
die  abroad,  and  you  not  know  it  through  some 
other  hand,  I  cannot  make  out." 

Captain  Cuttle  observed,  with  a  shake  of  his 
head,  that  Jack  Bunsby  himself  hadn't  made  it 
out,  and  that  he  was  a  man  as  could  give  a 
pretty  taut  opinion  too. 

"  If  my  uncle  had  been  a  heedless  young 
man,  likely  to  be  entrapped  by  jovial  company 
to  some  drinking-place,  where  he  was  to  be  got 
rid  of  for  the  sake  of  what  money  he  might  have 
about  him,"  said  Walter ;  "  or  if  he  had  been 
a  reckless  sailor,  going  ashore  with  two  or 
three  months'  pay  in  his  pocket,  I  could  under- 
stand his  disappearing,  and  leaving  no  trace 
behind.  But,  being  what  he  was — and  is,  I 
hope — I  can't  believe  it." 

"  Wal'r,  my  lad,"  inquired  the  captain,  wist- 
fully eyeing  him  as  he  pondered  and  pondered, 
"  what  do  you  make  of  it,  then  ?  " 

"  Captain  Cuttle,"  returned  Walter,  "  I  don't 
know  what  to  make  of  it.  I  suppose  he  never 
has  written  !     There  is  no  doubt  about  that  ?" 

"  If  so  be  that  Sol  Gills  wrote,  my  lad,"  re- 
plied the  captain  argumentatively,  "  where's  his 
dispatch?" 

"  Say  that  he  intrusted  it  to  some  private 
hand,"  suggested  Walter,  "  and  that  it  has  been 
forgotten,  or  carelessly  thrown  aside,  or  lost. 
Even  that  is  more  probable  to  me  than  the  other 
event.  In  short,  I  not  only  cannot  bear  to  con- 
template that  other  event,  Cajitain  Cuttle,  but  I 
can't,  and  won't." 

"  Hope,  you  see,  Wal'r,"  said  the  captain 
sagely,  "  Hope.  It's  that  as  animates  you. 
Hope  is  a  buoy,  for  which  you  overhaul  your 
Little  Warbler,  sentimental  diwision,  but  Lord, 
my  lad,  like  any  other  buoy,  it  only  floats ;  it 
can't  be  steered  nowhere.  Along  with  the 
figure-head  of  Hope,"  said  the  captain,  "  there's 
a  anchor:  but  what's  the  good  of  my  having 
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a  anchor,  if  I  can't  find  no  bottom  to  let  it 
go  in?" 

Captain  Cuttle  said  this  raf  her  in  his  character 
of  a  sagacious  citizen  and  householder,  bound 
to  impart  a  morsel  from  his  stores  of  -wisdom  to 
an  inexperienced  youth,  than  in  his  own  proper 
person.  Indeed,  his  face  was  quite  luminous  as 
he  spoke,  with  new  hope,  caught  from  Walter ; 
and  he  appropriately  concluded  by  slapping 
him  on  the  back;  and  saying,  with  enthusiasm, 
"  Hooroar,  my  lad  !  Indiwidually,  I'm  o'  your 
opinion." 

Walter,  with  his  cheerful  laugh,  returned  the 
salutation,  and  said : 

"  Only  one  word  more  about  my  uncle  at 
present.  Captain  Cuttle.  I  suppose  it  is  impos- 
sible that  4ie  can  have  written  in  the  ordinary 
course — by  mail  packet,  or  ship  letter,  you  un- 
derstand  -" 

"  Ay,  ay,  ray  lad,"  said  the  captain  approv- 
ingly. 

" — And  that  you  ha\-e  missed  the  letter  any- 
how?" 

"  Why,  Wal'r,"  said  the  captain,  turning  his 
e)'es  upon  him  with  a  faint  approach  to  a  severe 
expression,  "  an't  I  been  on  the  look-out  for  any 
tidings  of  that  man  o'  science,  old  Sol  Gills, 
your  uncle,  day  and  night,  ever  since  I  lost 
him  ?  An't  my  heart  been  heavy  and  watchful 
always,  along  of  him  and  you  ?  Sleeping  and 
waking,  an't  I  been  upon  my  post,  and  wouldn't 
I  have  scorned  to  quit  it  while  this  here  ]Mid- 
shipman  held  together  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Captain  Cuttle,"  replied  Walter,  grasp- 
ing his  hand,  "  I  know  you  would,  and  I  know 
how  faithful  and  earnest  all  you  say  and  feel  is. 
I  am  sure  of  it.  You  don't  doubt  that  I  am  as 
sure  of  it  as  I  am  that  my  foot  is  again  upon 
this  door-step,  or  that  I  again  have  hold  of  this 
true  hand.     Do  you  ?  " 

"No,  no,  'Wal'r,"  returned  the  captain  with 
his  beaming  face. 

"  I'll  hazard  no  more  conjectures,"  said 
AValter,  fervently  shaking  the  hard  hand  of  the 
captain,  who  shook  his  with  no  less  good-will. 
"  All  I  will  add  is.  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should 
touch  my  uncle's  possessions,  Captain  Cuttle! 
Everything  that  he  left  here  shall  remain  in  the 
care  of  the  truest  of  stewards  and  kindest  of 
men — and  if  his  name  is  not  Cuttle,  he  has  no 
name  !  Now,  best  of  friends,  about — Miss 
Dombey." 

There  was  a  change  in  Walter's  manner  as  he 
came  to  these  two  words  ;  and,  when  he  uttered 
them,  all  his  confidence  and  cheerfulness  ap- 
peared to  have  deserted  him. 

''  I  thought,  before  Miss  Dombey  stopped 


me  when  I  spoke  of  her  father  last  night,"  said 
Walter, — "  you  remember  how  ?  " 

The  captain  well  remembered,  and  shook  his 
head. 

"  I  thought,"  said  Walter,  "  before  that,  that 
we  had  but  one  hard  duty  to  perform,  and  that 
it  was  to  prevail  upon  her  to  communicate  with 
her  friends,  and  to  return  home." 

The  captain  muttered  a  feeble  "  Awast !  "  or  a 
"  Stand  by  !  "  or  something  or  other,  equally  per- 
tinent to  the  occasion  ;  but  it  was  rendered  so 
extremely  feeble  by  the  total  discomfiture  with 
which  he  received  this  announcement,  that  what 
it  was  is  mere  matter  of  conjecture. 

"  But,"  said  Walter,  "  that  is  over.  I  think 
so  no  longer.  I  would  sooner  be  put  back 
again  upon  that  piece  of  wreck,  on  which  I  have 
so  often  floated,  since  my  preservation,  in  my 
dreams,  and  there  left  to  drift,  and  drive,  and 
die  ! " 

"  Hooroar,  my  lad  !  "  exclaimed  the  captain 
in  a  burst  of  uncontrollable  satisfaction.  "  Hoo- 
roar !     Hooroar  !     Hooroar  ! " 

"  To  think  that  she,  so  young,  so  good,  and 
beautiful,"  said  Walter,  "  so  delicately  brought 
up,  and  born  to  such  a  different  fortune,  should 
stri\-e  with  the  rough  world  !  But  we  have  seen 
the  gulf  that  cuts  off  all  behind  her,  though  no 
one  but  herself  can  know  how  deep  it  is ;  and 
there  is  no  return." 

Captain  Cuttle,  without  quite  understanding 
this,  greatly  approved  of  it,  and  observed,  in  a 
tone  of  strong  corroboration,  that  the  wind  was 
right  abaft. 

"  She  ought  not  to  be  alone  here ;  ought  she. 
Captain  Cuttle  ?  "  said  Walter  anxiously. 

"Well,  my  lad,"  replied  the  captain  after  a 
little  sagacious  consideration,  "  I  don't  know. 
You  being  here  to  keep  her  company,  you  see, 
and  you  two  being  jintly " 

""Dear  CajDtain  Cuttle  !"  remonstrated  Walter. 
"  I  being  here  !  Miss  Dombey,  in  her  guileless, 
innocent  heart,  regards  me  as  her  adopted 
brother ;  but  what  would  the  guile  and  guilt  of 
my  heart  be,  if  I  pretended  to  beheve  that  I  had 
any  right  to  approach  her  familiarly  in  that  cha- 
racter— -if  I  pretended  to  forget  that  I  am 
bound,  in  honour,  not  to  do  it !  " 

"Wal'r,  my  lad,"  hinted  the  captain,  with 
some  revival  of  his  discomfiture,  "  an't  there  no 
other  character  as " 

"Oh!"  returned  Walter,  "would  you  have 
me  die  in  her  esteem — in  such  esteem  as  hers 
— and  put  a  veil  between  myself  and  her  angel's 
face  for  ever,  by  taking  advantage  of  her  being 
here  for  refuge,  so  trusting  and  so  unprotected, 
to  endeavour  to  exalt  myself  into  her   lover  ? 
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What  do  I  say  ?  There  is  no  one  in  the  world 
who  would  be  more  opposed  to  me,  if  I  could  do 
so,  than  you." 

"  Wal'r,  my  lad,"  said  the  captain,  drooping 
more  and  more,  "  prowiding  as  there  is  any  just 
cause  or  impediment  why  two  persons  should 
not  be  jined  together  in  the  house  of  bondage, 
for  which  you'll  overhaul  the  place,  and  make  a 
note,  I  hope  I  should  declare  it  as  promised 
and  wowed  in  the  banns.  So  there  an't  no 
other  character  ;  an't  there,  my  lad  ?  " 

Walter  briskly  waved  his  hand  in  the  nega- 
tive. 

"  Well,  my  lad,"  growled  the  captain  slowly, 
"  I  won't  deny  but  what  I  find  myself  wery 
much  down  by  the  head,  along  o'  this  here,  or 
but  what  I've  gone  clean  about.  But  as  to 
Lady-lass,  Wal'r,  mind  you,  wot's  respect  and 
duty  to  her  is  respect  and  duty  in  my  articles, 
howsumever  disappinting ;  and  therefore  I  fol- 
lows in  your  wake,  my  lad,  and  feel  as  you  are, 
no  doubt,  acting  up  to  yourself.-  And  tliere  an't 
no  other  character,  an't  there  ?  "  said  the  captain, 
musing  over  the  ruins  of  his  fallen  castle  with  a 
very  despondent  face. 

"  Now,  Captain  Cuttle,"  said  Walter,  starting 
a  fresh  point  with  a  gayer  air,  to  cheer  the  cap- 
tain up — but  nothing  could  do  that ;  he  was  too 
much  concerned — "  I  think  we  should  exert  our- 
selves to  find  some  one  who  would  be  a  proper 
attendant  for  Miss  Dombey  while  she  remains 
here,  and  who  may  be  trusted.  None  of  her 
relations  may.  It's  clear  Miss  Dombey  feels 
that  they  are  all  subservient  to  her  father.  What 
has  become  of  Susan  ?" 

"  The  young  woman  ?  "  returned  the  captain. 
''  It's  my  belief  as  she  was  sent  away  again  the 
will  of  Heart's  Delight.  I  made  a  signal  for 
her  when  Lady-lass  first  come,  and  she  rated 
of  her  wery  high,  and  said  she  had  been  gone  a 
long  time." 

"Then,"  said  Walter,  "do  you  ask  Miss 
Dombey  where  she's  gone,  and  we'll  try  to  find 
her.  The  morning's  getting  on,  and  Miss 
Dombey  will  soon  be  rising.  You  are  her  best 
friend.  Wait  for  her  up-stairs,  and  leave  me  to 
take  care  of  all  down  here." 

The  captain,  very  crest-fallen  indeed,  echoed 
the  sigh  with  which  Walter  said  this,  and  com- 
plied. Florence  was  delighted  with  her  new 
room,  anxious  to  see  Walter,  and  overjoyed  at 
the  prospect  of  greeting  her  old  friend  Susan. 
Cut  Florence  could  not  say  where  Susan  was 
gone,  except  that  it  was  in  Essex,  and  no  one 
could  say,  she  remembered,  unless  it  were  Mr. 
Toots. 

With  this  information  the  melancholy  captain 


returned  to  AValter,  and  gave  him  to  understand 
that  Mr.  Toots  was  the  young  gentleman  whom 
he  had  encountered  on  the  door-step,  and  that 
he  was  a  friend  of  his,  and  that  he  was  a  young 
gentleman  of  property,  and  that  he  hopelessly 
adored  Miss  Dombey.  The  captain  also  related 
how  the  intelligence  of  Walter's  supposed  fate 
had  first  made  him  acquainted  with  Mr.  Toots, 
and  how  there  was  solemn  treaty  and  compact 
between  them  that  Mr.  Toots  should  be  mute 
uiDon  the  subject  of  his  love. 

The  question  then  was,  whether  Florence 
could  trust  Mr.  Toots,  and  Florence  saying  with 
a  smile,  "  Oh  yes,  with  her  whole  heart ! "  it 
became  important  to  find  out  where  Mr.  Toots 
lived.  This  Florence  didn't  know,  and  the  cap- 
tain had  forgotten ;  and  the  captain  was  telling 
Walter,  in  the  little  parlour,  that  Mr.  Toots  was 
sure  to  be  there  soon,  when  in  came  Mr.  Toots 
himself. 

"Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  rushing  into 
the  parlour  without  any  ceremony,  "  I'm  in  a 
state  of  mind  bordering  on  distraction  !  " 

Mr.  Toots  had  discharged  those  words,  as 
from  a  mortar,  before  he  observed  AA'alter,  whom 
he  recognised  with  what  ma}'  be  described  as  a 
chuckle  of  misery. 

"  You'll  excuse  me,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Toots, 
holding  his  forehead,  "  but  I'm  at  present  in 
that  state  that  my  brain  is  going,  if  not  gone, 
and  anything  approaching  to  politeness  in  an 
individual  so  situated  would  be  a  hollow 
mockery.  Captain  Gills,  I  beg  to  request  the 
favour  of  a  private  interview." 

"  Why,  brother,"  returned  the  captain,  taking 
him  by  the  hand,  "  you  are  the  man  as  we  was 
on  the  look-out  for." 

"  Qh,  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  what 
a  look-out  that  must  be  of  which  /  am  the  ob- 
ject !  I  haven't  dared  to  shave,  I'm  in  that 
rash  state.  I  haven't  had  my  clothes  brushed. 
My  hair  is  matted  together.  I  told  the  Chicken 
that  if  he  offered  to  clean  ray  boots,  I'd  stretch 
him  a  Corpse  before  me  !  " 

All  these  indications  of  a  disordered  mind 
were  verified  in  Mr.  Toots's  appearance,  which 
was  wild  and  savage. 

"  See  here,  brother,"  said  the  captain.  "  This 
here's  old  Sol  Gills's  nevy,  Wal'r.  Him  as  was 
supposed  to  have  perished  at  sea." 

Mr.  Toots  took  his  hand  from  his  forehead, 
and  stared  at  Walter. 

"  Good  gracious  me  !"  stammered  Mr.  Toots. 
"  What  a  complication  of  misery  !  How  de  do  ? 
I — I — I'm  afraid  you  must  have  got  very  wet. 
Captain  Gills,  will  you  allow  me  a  word  in  tlie 
shop  ?  " 
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He  took  the  captain  by  the  coat,  and  going 
out  with  him,  whispered  : 

"That,  then.  Captain  Gills,  is  the  party  you 
s])okc  of,  when  you  said  that  he  and  Miss  Dom- 
bey  were  made  for  one  another  ?  " 

"  Why,  ay,  my  lad,"  replied  the  disconsolate 
captain  ;  "  I  was  of  that  mind  once." 

"  And  at  this  time  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Toots, 
with  his  hand  to  his  forehead  again.  "  Of  all 
others  ! — -a  hated  rival  !  At  least,  he  an't  a 
hated  rival,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  stopping  short,  on 
second  thoughts,  and  taking  away  his  hand  ; 
"  what  should  I  hate  him  for  ?  No.  If  my 
affection  has  been  truly  disinterested.  Captain 
Gills,  let  me  prove  it  now  !  " 

Mr.  Toots  shot  back  abruptly  into  the  par- 
lour, and  said,  wringing  Walter  by  the  hand  : 

"  How  de  do  ?  I  hope  you  didn't  take  any 
cold.  I— I  shall  be  very  glad  if  you'll  give  me 
the  pleasure  of  your  acquaintance.  I  wish  you 
many  happy  returns  of  the  day.  Upon  my 
word  and  honour,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  warming  as 
he  became  better  acquainted  with  Walter's  face 
and  figure,  "  I'm  very  glad  to  see  you  !  " 

"  Thank  you  heartily,"  said  Walter.  "  I 
couldn't  desire  a  more  genuine  and  genial  wel- 
come." 

"Couldn't  you,  though?"  said  Mr.  Toots, 
sllU  shaking  his  hand.  "  It's  very  kind  of  you. 
I'm  much  obliged  to  you.  How  de  do?  I 
hope  you  left  everybody  quite  well  over  the — 
that  is,  upon  the — I  mean  wherever  3-ou  came 
from  last,  )-ou  know." 

All  these  good  wishes,  and  better  intentions, 
Walter  responded  to  manfully. 

"  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  I  should 
wish  to  be  strictly  honourable  ;  but  I  trust  I 
may  be  allowed,  now,  to  allude  to  a  certain 
subject  that " 

"  Ay,  ay,  my  lad,"  returned  the  captain. 
"  Freely,  freely." 

'■■  Then,  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  and 
Lieutenant  Walters,  are  you  aware  that  the  most 
dreadful  circumstances  have  been  happening  at 
Mr.  Dombey's  house,  and  that  Miss  Dombey 
herself  has  left  her  father,  who,  in  my  opinion," 
said  Mr.  Toots  with  great  e.xcitement,  "  is  a 
Brute,  that  it  would  be  a  flattery  to  call  a— a 
marble  monument,  or  a  bird  of  prey — and  that 
she  is  not  to  be  found,  and  has  gone  no  one 
knows  where  ?  " 

"  May  I  ask  how  you  heard  this  ?  "  inquired 
Walter. 

"  Lieutenant  Walters,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  who 
had  arrived  at  that  appellation  by  a  process 
peculiar  to  himself;  probably  by  jumbling  up 
his  Christian  name  with  the  seafaring  profession, 


and  supposing  some  relationship  between  him 
and  the  captain,  which  would  extend,  as  a  matter 
of  course,  to  their  titles  ;  "  Lieutenant  Walters, 
I  can  have  no  objection  to  make  a  straight- 
forward reply.  The  fact  is,  that  feeling  e.\- 
tremely  interested  in  everything  that  relates  to 
Miss  Dombey — not  for  any  selfish  reason,  Lieu- 
tenant Walters,  for  I  am  well  aware  that  the 
most  agreeable  thing  I  could  do  for  all  parties 
would  be  to  put  an  end  to  my  existence,  which 
can  only  be  regarded  as  an  inconvenience — I 
have  been  in  the  habit  of  bestowing  a  trifle  now 
and  then  upon  a  footman  ;  a  most  respectable 
young  man,  of  the  name  of  Towlinson,  who  has 
lived  in  the  family  some  time  ;  and  Towlinson 
informed  me,  yesterday  evening,  that  this  was 
the  state  of  things.  Since  which.  Captain  Gills 
— and  Lieutenant  Walters — I  have  been  per- 
fectly frantic,  and  have  been  lying  down  on  the 
sofa  all  night,  the  Ruin  you  behold." 

''  Mr.  Toots,"  said  Walter,  "  I  am  happy  to 
be  able  to  relieve  your  mind.  Pray  calm  your- 
self.    Miss  Dombey  is  safe  and  well." 

"  Sir !  "  cried  Mr.  Toots,  starting  from  his 
chair  and  shaking  hands  with  him  anew,  "  the 
relief  is  so  excessive  and  unspeakable,  that  if 
you  were  to  tell  me  now  that  Aliss  Dombey  was 
married  even,  I  could  smile.  Yes,  Captain 
Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots, appealing  to  him,  "upon 
my  soul  and  body,  I  really  think,  whatever  I 
might  do  to  myself  immediately  afterwards,  that 
I  could  smile,  I  am  so  relieved." 

"  It  will  be  a  greater  relief  and  delight  still, 
to  such  a  generous  mind  as  yours,"  said  Walter, 
not  at  all  slow  in  returning  his  greeting,  "  to  find 
that  you  can  render  service  to  Miss  Dombey. 
Captain  Cuttle,  will  you  have  the  kindness  to 
take  Mr.  Toots  up-stairs  ?  " 

The  captain  beckoned  to  Mr.  Toots,  who 
followed  him  with  a  bewildered  countenance, 
and,  ascending  to  the  top  of  the  house,  was  in- 
troduced, without  a  word  of  preparation  from 
his  conductor,  into  Florence's  new  retreat. 

Poor  Mr.  Toots's  amazement  and  pleasure  at 
sight  of  her  were  such,  that  they  could  find  a 
vent  in  nothing  but  extravagance.  He  ran  up 
to  her,  seized  her  hand,  kissed  it,  dropped  it, 
seized  it  again,  fell  upon  one  knee,  shed  tears, 
chuckled,  and  was  quite  regardless  of  his  danger 
of  being  pinned  by  Diogenes,  who,  inspired  by 
the  belief  that  there  was  something  hostile  to 
his  mistress  in  these  demonstrations,  worked 
round  and  round  him,  as  if  only  undecided  at 
what  particular  point  to  go  in  for  the  assault, 
but  quite  resolved  to  do  him  a  fearful  mischief. 

"  Oh,  Di,  you  bad,  forgetful  dog !  Dear  Mr. 
Toots,  I  am  so  rejoiced  to  see  you  !  " 
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"  Thankee,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  I  am  pretty 
well,  I'm  much  obliged  to  you,  Miss  Dombey. 
I  hope  all  the  family  are  the  same  ?  " 

Mr.  Toots  said  this  without  the  least  notion 
of  what  he  was  talking  about,  and  sat  down  on 
a  chair,  staring  at  Florence  with  the  liveliest 
contention  of  delight  and  despair  going  on  in 
his  face  that  any  face  could  exhibit. 

"  Captain  Gills  and  Lieutenant  Walters  have 
mentioned,  Miss  Dombey,"  gasped  Mr.  Toots, 
"  that  I  can  do  you  some  service.  If  I  could 
by  any  means  wash  out  the  remembrance  of  that 
■day  at  Brighton,  when  I  conducted  myself — 
much  more  like  a  Parricide  than  a  person  of 
independent  property,"  said  Mr.  Toots  with 
severe  self  accusation,  "  I  should  sink  into  the 
silent  tomb  with  a  gleam  of  joy." 

"  Pray,  Mr.  Toots,"  said  Florence,  "  do  not 
wish  me  to  forget  anything  in  our  acquaintance. 
I  never  can,  believe  me.  You  have  been  far 
too  kind  and  good  to  me  always." 

"Miss  Dombey,"  returned  Mr.  Toots,  "your 
consideration  for  my  feelings  is  a  part  of  your 
angelic  character.  Thank  you  a  thousand  times. 
It's  of  no  consequence  at  all." 

"  What  we  thought  of  asking  you,"  said  Flo- 
rence, "is,  whether  you  remember  where  Susan, 
whom  you  were  so  kind  as  to  accompany  to 
the  coach-oftice  when  she  left  me,  is  to  be 
found." 

"Why,  I  do  not  certainly,  Miss  Dombey," 
said  Mr.  Toots  after  a  little  consideration, 
"  remember  the  exact  name  of  the  place  that 
was  on  the  coach ;  and  I  do  recollect  that 
she  said  he  was  not  going  to  stop  there,  but 
was  going  farther  on.  But,  Miss  Dombey, 
if  your  object  is  to  find  her,  and  to  have 
her  here,  myself  and  the  Chicken  will  produce 
her  with  every  dispatch  that  devotion  on  my 
part,  and  great  intelligence  on  the  Chicken's, 
can  insure." 

Mr.  Toots  was  so  manifestly  delighted  and 
revived  by  the  prospect  of  being  useful,  antl  the 
disinterested  sincerity  of  his  devotion  was  so 
unquestionable,  that  it  would  have  been  cruel 
to  refuse  him.  Florence,  with  an  instinctive 
delicacy,  forbore  to  urge  the  least  obstacle, 
though  she  did  not  forbear  to  overpower  him 
with  thanks  ;  and  Mr.  Toots  proudly  took  the 
commission  upon  himself  for  immediate  execu- 
tion. 

"Miss  Dombey,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  touching 
her  proffered  hand,  with  a  pang  of  hopeless  love 
visibly  shooting  through  him,  and  flashing  out 
in  his  face,  "  goodbye !  Allow  mc  to  take  the 
liberty  of  saying  that  your  misfortunes  make  me 
perfectly  wretched,  and  that  you  may  trust  me. 


next  to  Captain  Gills  himself.  I  am  quite  aware. 
Miss  Dombey,  of  my  own  deficiencies — they're 
not  of  the  least  consequence,  thank  you — but  I 
am  entirely  to  be  relied  upon,  I  do  assure  you, 
Miss  Dombey." 

With  that  Mr.  Toots  came  out  of  the  room 
again,  accompanied  by  the  captain,  who,  stand- 
ing at  a  little  distance,  holding  his  hat  under 
his  arm  and  arranging  his  scattered  locks  with 
his  hook,  had  been  a  not  uninterested  witness 
of  what  passed.  And  when  the  door  closed 
behind  them,  the  light  of  Mr.  Toots's  life  was 
darkly  clouded  again. 

"  Captain  Gills,"  said  that  gentleman,  stop- 
ping near  the  bottom  of  the  stairs,  and  turning 
round,  "'  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  am  not  in  a 
frame  of  mind,  at  the  present  moment,  in  which 
I  could  see  Lieutenant  Walters  with  that  en- 
tirely friendly  feeling  towards  him  that  I  should 
wish  to  harbour  in  my  breast.  We  cannot 
always  command  our  feelings.  Captain  Gills, 
and  I  should  take  it  as  a  particular  favour  if 
you'd  let  me  out  at  the  private  door." 

"  Brother,"  returned  the  captain,  "  you  shall 
shape  your  own  course.  AVotever  course  you 
take  is  plain  and  seaman-like,  I'm  wery 
sure." 

"  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  you're  ex- 
tremely kind.  Your  good  opinion  is  a  consola- 
tion to  me.  There  is  one  thing,"  said  Mr. 
Toots,  standing  in  the  passage  behind  the 
half-opened  door,  "  that  I  hope  you'll  bear  in 
mind,  Captain  Gills,  and  that  I  should  wish 
Lieutenant  Walters  to  be  made  acquainted 
with.  I  have  quite  come  into  my  property 
now,  you  know,  and — and  I  don't  know  what 
to  do  with  it.  If  I  could  be  at  all  useful  in 
a  pecuniary  point  of  view,  I  should  glide 
into  the  silent  tomb  with  ease  and  smooth- 
ness." 

Mr.  Toots  said  no  more,  but  slipped  out 
quietly,  and  shut  the  door  upon  himself,  to  cut 
the  captain  off  from  any  reply. 

Florence  thought  of  this  good  creature,  long 
after  he  had  left  her,  with  mingled  emotions  of 
[jain  and  pleasure.  He  was  so  honest  and 
warm-hearted,  that  to  sec  him  again,  and  be  as- 
sured of  his  truth  to  her  in  her  distress,  was  a 
joy  and  comfort  beyond  all  price  ;  but,  for  that 
very  reason,  it  was  so  affecting  to  think  that  she 
caused  him  a  moment's  unhappiness,  or  ruffled, 
by  a  breath,  the  harmless  current  of  his  life,  that 
her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  her  bosom  over- 
flowed with  pity.  Captain  Cuttle,  in  his  difler- 
ent  way,  thought  much  of  Mr.  Toots  loo;  and 
so  did  Walter  ;  and  when  the  evening  came, 
and  they  were  all  sitting  together  in  Florence's 
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new  room,  Walter  praised  him  in  a  most  impas- 
sioned manner,  and  told  Florence  what  he  had 
said  on  leaving  the  house,  with  every  graceful 
setting-off  in  the  way  of  comment  and  apprecia- 
tion that  his  honesty  and  sympathy  could  sur- 
round it  with. 

Mr.  Toots  did  not  return  upon  the  next  day, 
or  tlie  next,  or  for  several  days ;  and,  in  the 
meanwhile,  Florence,  without  any  new  alarm, 
lived  like  a  quiet  bird  in  a  cage,  at  the  top  of 
the  old  instrument-maker's  house.  But  Florence 
drooped  and  hung  her  head  more  and  more 
plainly  as  the  days  went  on ;  and  the  expression 
that  had  been  seen  in  the  face  of  the  dead  child 
was  often  turned  to  the  sky  from  her  high  win- 
dow, as  if  it  sought  his  angel  out,  on  the  bright 
shore  of  which  he  had  spoken  :  lying  on  his 
little  bed. 

Florence  had  been  weak  and  delicate  of  late, 
and  the  agitation  she  had  undergone  was  not 
without  its  influences  on  her  health.  But  it  was 
no  bodily  illness  that  affected  her  now.  She 
was  distressed  in  mind ;  and  the  cause  of  her 
distress  was  Walter. 

Interested  in  her,  anxious  i'or  her,  proud  and 
glad  to  serve  her,  and  showing  all  this  with  the 
enthusiasm  and  ardour  of  his  character,  Flo- 
rence saw  that  he  avoided  her.  All  the  long 
day  through,  he  seldom  approached  her  room. 
If  slie  asked  for  him,  he  came,  again  for  the 
moment  as  earnest  and  as  bright  as  she  remem- 
bered him  when  she  was  a  lost  child  in  the 
staring  streets  ;  but  he  soon  became  constrained 
— her  quick  affection  was  too  watchful  not  to 
know  it — and  uneasy,  and  soon  left  her.  Un- 
sought, he  never  came,  all  day,  between  the 
morning  and  the  night.  AVhen  the  evening 
closed  in,  he  was  always  there,  and  that  was  her 
happiest  time,  for  then  she  half  believed  that 
the  old  Walter  of  her  childhood  was  not  changed. 
But,  even  then,  some  trivial  word,  look,  or  cir- 
cumstance would  show  her  that  there  was  an 
indefinable  division  between  them  which  could 
not  be  passed. 

And  she  could  not  but  see  that  these  reveal- 
ings  of  a  great  alteration  in  Walter  manifested 
themselves  in  despite  of  his  utmost  efforts  to 
hide  them.  In  his  consideration  for  her,  she 
thought,  and  in  the  earnestness  c3f  his  desire  to 
spare  her  any  wound  from  his  kind  hand,  he 
resorted  to  innumerable  litde  artifices  and  dis- 
guises. So  much  the  more  did  Florence  feel 
the  greatness  of  the  alteration  in  him  ;  so  much 
the  oftener  did  she  weep  at  this  estrangement 
of  her  brother. 

The  good  captain — her  untiring,  tender,  ever- 
zealous  friend — saw  it  too,  Florence    thought, 


and  it  pained  him.  He  was  less  cheerful  and 
hopeful  than  he  had  been  at  first,  and  would 
steal  looks  at  her  and  Walter  by  turns,  when  they 
were  all  tlrree  together  of  an  evening,  with  quite 
a  sad  face. 

Florence  resolved,  at  last,  to  speak  to  Walter. 
She  believed  she  knew  now  what  the  cause  of 
his  estrangement  was,  and  she  thought  it  would 
be  a  relief  to  her  full  heart,  and  would  set  him 
more  at  ease,  if  she  told  him  she  had  found  it 
out,  and  quite  submitted  to  it,  and  did  not  re- 
proach him. 

It  was  on  a  certain  Sunday  afternoon  that 
Florence  took  this  resolution.  The  faithful 
captain,  in  an  amazing  shirt  collar,  was  sitting 
by  her,  reading  with  his  spectacles  on,  and  she 
asked  him  where  Walter  was. 

"  I  think  he's  down  below,  my  lady  lass," 
returned  the  captain. 

"  I  should  like  to  speak  to  him,"  said  Florence, 
rising  hurriedly,  as  it  to  go  down-stairs. 

"  I'll  rouse  him  up  here,  Beauty,"  said  the 
captain,  "  m  a  trice." 

Thereupon  the  captain,  with  much  alacrity, 
shouldered  his  book — for  he  made  it  a  point  of 
duty  to  read  none  but  very  large  books  on  a 
Sunday,  as  ha\ing  a  more  staid  appearance : 
and  had  bargained,  years  ago,  for  a  prodigious 
■s'olume  at  a  bookstall,  five  lines  of  which  utterly 
confounded  him  at  any  time,  insomuch  that  he 
had  not  yet  ascertained  of  what  subject  it  treated 
• — and  withdrew.     Walter  soon  appeared. 

"  Captain  Cuttle  tells  me.  Miss  IDombey- — — " 
he  eagerly  began  on  coming  in — but  stopped 
when  he  saw  her  face. 

"  You  are  not  so  well  to-day.  You  look  dis- 
tressed.    You  have  been  weeping." 

He  spoke  so  kindly,  and  with  such  a  fervent 
tremor  in  his  voice,  that  the  tears  gushed  into 
her  eyes  at  the  sound  of  his  words. 

'•  '\\'alter,"  said  Florence  gently,  "  I  am  not 
quite  well,  and  I've  been  weeping.  I  want  to 
speak  to  you." 

He  sat  down  opposite  to  her,  looking  at 
her  beautiful  and  innocent  face;  and  his  own 
turned  pale,  and  his  lips  trembled. 

"  You  said,  upon  the  night  when  I  knew  that 
you  were  saved — and  oh !  dear  Walter,  what  I 
felt  that  night,  and  what  I  hoped  !" 

He  put  his  trembling  hand  upon  the  table 
between  them,  and  sat  looking  at  her. 

" — That  I  was  changed,  I  was  surprised  to 
hear  you  say  so,  but  I  understand,  now,  that  I 
am.  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  ■\\'alter.  I  was 
too  much  overjo)-ed  to  think  of  it  then." 

She  seemed  a  child  to  him  again.  It  was  the 
ingenuous,  confiding,  loving  child  he  saw  and 
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heard.     Not  the  dear  woman  at  whose  feet  he 
would  have  laid  the  riches  of  the  earth. 

"  You  remember  the  last  time  I  saw  you, 
Walter,  before  you  went  away  ?  " 

He  put  his  hand  into  his  breast,  and  took  out 
a  little  purse. 

"  I  have  always  worn  it  round  my  neck !  If 
I  had  gone  down  in  the  deep,  it  would  have 
been  with  me  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea." 

"  And  you  will  wear  it  still,  Walter,  for  my 
old  sake?" 
,     "Untilldie!" 

She  laid  her  hand  on  his,  as  fearlessly  and 
simply  as  if  not  a  day  had  intervened  since  she 
gave  him  the  little  token  of  remembrance. 

"  I  am  glad  of  that.  I  shall  be  always  glad 
to  think  so,  Walter.  Do  you  recollect  that  a 
thought  of  this  change  seemed  to  come  into  our 
minds  at  the  same  time  that  evening,  when  we 
were  talking  together  ?  " 

"  No  ! "  he  answered  in  a  wondering  tone. 

"  Yes,  Walter.  I  had  been  the  means  of 
injuring  your  hopes  and  prospects  even  then. 
I  feared  to  think  so  then,  but  I  know  it  now. 
If  you  were  able  then,  in  your  generosity,  to 
hide  from  me  that  you  knew  it  too,  you  cannot 
do  so  now,  although  you  try  as  generously  as 
before.  You  do.  I  thank  you  for  it,  Walter, 
deeply,  truly;  but  you  cannot  succeed.  You 
have  suffered  too  much  in  your  own  hardships, 
and  in  those  of  your  dearest  relation,  quite  to 
overlook  the  innocent  cause  of  all  the  peril  and 
affliction  that  has  befallen  you.  You  cannot 
quite  forget  me  in  that  character,  and  we  can  be 
brother  and  sister  no  longer.  But,  dear  Walter, 
do  not  think  that  I  complain  of  you  in  this.  I 
might  have  known  it — ought  to  have  known  it 
— but  forgot  it  in  my  joy.  All  I  hope  is,  that 
you  may  think  of  me  less  irksomely  when  this 
feeling  is  no  more  a  secret  one ;  and  all  I  ask 
is,  Walter,  in  the  name  of  the  poor  child  who 
was  your  sister  once,  that  you  will  not  struggle 
with  yourself,  and  pain  yourself,  for  my  sake, 
now  that  I  know  all." 

Walter  had  looked  upon  her,  while  she  said 
this,  with  a  face  so  full  of  wonder  and  amaze- 
ment, that  it  had  room  for  nothing  else.  Now 
he  caught  up  the  hand  that  touched  his,  so  en- 
treatingly,  and  held  it  between  his  own. 

"  Oh,  Miss  Dombey,"  he  said,  "  is  it  possible 
that  while  I  have  been  suffering  so  much,  in 
striving  with  my  sense  of  what  is  due  to  you, 
and  must  be  rendered  to  you,  I  have  made  you 
suffer  what  your  words  disclose  to  me  ?  Never, 
never,  before  Heaven,  have  I  thought  of  you  but 
as  the  single  bright,  pure,  blessed  recollection  of 
my  boyhood  and  my  youth.    Never  have  I  from 


the  first,  and  never  shall  I  to  the  last,  regard 
your  part  in  my  life  but  as  something''_sacred, 
never  to  be  lightly  thought  of,  never  to  be 
esteemed  enough,  never,  until  death,  to  be  for- 
gotten. Again  to  see  you  look,  and  hear  you 
speak,  as  you  did  on  that  night  when  we  parted, 
is  happiness  to  me  that  there  are  no  words  to 
utter  ;  and  to  be  loved  and  trusted  as  your  bro- 
ther is  the  next  great  gift  I  could  receive  and 
prize  !" 

"  \Valter,"  said  Florence,  looking  at  him  ear- 
nestly, but  with  a  changing  face,  "  what  is  that 
which  is  due  to  me,  and  must  be  rendered  to 
me,  at  the  sacrifice  of  all  this  ?" 

"  Respect,"  said  Walter  in  a  low  tone.  "  Re- 
verence." 

The  colour  dawned  in  her  face,  and  she 
timidly  and  thoughtfully  withdrew  her  hand; 
still  looking  at  him  with  unabated  earnestness. 

"  I  have  not  a  brother's  right,"  said  Walter. 
"  I  have  not  a  brother's  claim.  I  left  a  child.  I 
find  a  woman." 

The  colour  overspread  her  face.  She  made  a 
gesture  as  if  of  entreaty  that  he  would  say  no 
more,  and  her  face  dropped  upon  her  hands. 

They  were  both  silent  for  a  time ;  she 
weeping. 

'■  I  owe  it  to  a  heart  so  tmsting,  pure,  and 
good,"  said  AValter,  "  even  to  tear  myself  from 
it,  though  I  rend  my  own.  How  dare  I  say  it 
is  my  sister's  ?  " 

She  was  weeping  still. 

"  If  you  had  been  happy ;  surrounded  as  you 
should  be  by  loving  and  admiring  friends,  and 
by  all  that  makes  the  station  you  were  born  to 
enviable,"  said  Walter ;  "  and  if  you  had  called 
me  brother  then,  in  your  aftectionate  remem- 
brance of  the  past,  I  could  have  answered  to  the 
name  from  my  distant  place,  with  no  inward  as- 
surance that  I  wronged  your  spotless  truth  by 
doing  so.     But  here — and  now  !  " 

"Oh,  thank  you,  thank  you,  Walter!  For- 
give my  having  wronged  you  so  much.  I  had 
no  one  to  advise  me.     I  am  (luite  alone." 

"  Florence  !  "  said  Walter  passionately,  "  I  am 
hurried  on  to  say  what  I  thought,  but  a  few  mo- 
ments ago,  nothing  could  have  forced  from  my 
lips.  If  I  had  been  prosperous ;  if  I  had  any 
means  or  hope  of  being  one  day  able  to  restore 
you  to  a  station  near  your  own  ;  I  would  have 
told  you  that  there  was  one  name  you  might  be- 
stow upon  me- — a  right  abo\c  all  others  to  protect 
and  clierish  you — that  I  was  worthy  of  in  no- 
thing but  the  love  and  honour  that  I  bore  you, 
and  in  my  whole  heart  being  yours.  I  would 
have  told  you  that  it  was  the  only  claim  tliat 
you  could  give  me  to  defend  and  guard  )'0U, 
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which  I  dare  accept  and  dare  assert ;  but  that,  if 
I  had  that  right,  I  would  regard  it  as  a  trust  so 
precious  and  so  priceless,  that  the  undivided 
truth  and  fervour  of  my  life  would  poorly  ac- 
knowledge its  worth." 

The  head  was  still  bent  down,  the  tears  still 
falling,  and  the  bosom  swelling  with  its  sobs. 

"  Dear  Florence  !  dearest  Florence  !  whom  I 
called  so  in  my  thoughts  before  I  could  consider 
how  presumptuous  and  wild  it  was.  One  last 
time  let  me  call  you  by  your  own  dear  name, 
and  touch  this  gentle  hand  in  token  of  your 
sisterly  forgetfulness  of  what  I  have  said.'' 

She  raised  her  head,  and  spoke  to  him  with 
such  a  solemn  sweetness  in  her  eyes ;  with  such 
a  calm,  bright,  placid  smile  shining  on  him 
through  her  tears  ;  with  such  a  low,  soft  tremble 
in  her  frame  and  voice ;  that  the  innermost 
chords  of  his  heart  were  touched,  and  his  sight 
was  dim  as  he  listened. 

"  No,  Walter,  I  cannot  forget  it.  I  would  not 
forget  it  for  the  world.  Are  you — are  you  very 
poor?" 

"  I  am  but  a  wanderer,"  said  Walter,  ''  making 
voyages  to  live  across  the  sea.  That  is  my 
calling  now." 

"Are  you  soon  going  away  again,  Walter?  " 

"  Very  soon." 

She  sat  looking  at  him  for  a  moment ;  then 
timidly  put  her  trembling  hand  in  his. 

"  If  you  will  take  me  for  your  wife,  Vv'alter,  I 
will  love  you  dearly.  If  you  will  let  me  go  with 
you,  Walter,  I  will  go  to  the  world's  end  without 
fear.  I  can  give  up  nothing  for  you — I  have 
nothing  to  resign,  and  no  one  to  forsake ;  but  all 
my  love  and  life  shall  be  devoted  to  you,  and 
with  ray  last  breath  I  will  breathe  your  name  to 
God,  if  I  have  sense  and  memory  left." 

He  caught  her  to  his  heart,  and  laid  her 
cheek  against  his  own,  and  now,  no  more  re- 
pulsed, no  more  forlorn,  she  wept  indeed  upon 
the  breast  of  her  dear  lover. 

Blessed  Sunday  bells,  ringing  so  tranquilly  in 
their  entranced  and  happy  ears  !  Blessed  Sun- 
day peace  and  quiet,  harmonising  with  the  calm- 
ness in  their  souls,  and  making  holy  air  around 
them  !  Blessed  twilight  stealing  on,  and  shading 
her  so  soothingly  and  gravely  as  she  falls  asleep, 
like  a  hushed  child,  upon  the  bosom  she  has 
clung  to  ! 

Oh  load  of  love  and  trustfulness  that  lies  so 
lightly  there  !  Ay,  look  down  on  the  closed 
eyes,  Walter,  with  a  proudly  tender  gaze  ;  for  in 
all  the  wide  wide  world  they  seek  but  thee  now 
— only  thee ! 

The  captain  remained   in   the   litlle  parlour 


until  it  was  quite  dark.  He  took  the  chair  on 
which  Walter  had  been  sitting,  and  looked  up 
at  the  sky-light,  until  the  day,  by  little  and  little, 
faded  away,  and  the  stars  peeped  down.  He 
lighted  a  candle,  lighted  a  pipe,  smoked  it  out, 
and  wondered  what  on  earth  was  going  on  up- 
stairs, and  why  they  didn't  call  him  to  tea. 

Florence  came  to  his  side  while  he  was  in  the 
height  of  his  wonderment. 

"  .'\y  !  lady  lass  !"  cried  the  captain.  "  Why, 
you  and  Wal'r  have  had  a  long  spell  o'  talk,  my 
beauty." 

Florence  put  her  little  hand  round  one  of  the 
great  buttons  of  his  coat,  and  said,  looking  down 
into  his  face  : 

"  Dear  captain,  I  want  to  tell  you  something, 
if  you  please." 

The  captain  raised  his  head  pretty  smartly  to 
hear  what  it  was.  Catching  by  this  means  a 
more  distinct  view  of  Florence,  he  pushed  back 
his  chair,  and  himself  with  it,  as  far  as  they 
could  go. 

"  What !  Heart's  Delight !"  cried  the  captain, 
suddenly  elated.     "  Is  it  that  ?" 

"  Yes  !  "  said  Florence  eagerly. 

"  Wal'r  !  Husband  !  Th.\t  ?  "  roared  the  cap- 
tain, tossing  up  his  glazed  hat  into  the  sky-light. 

"  Yes  !  "  cried  Florence,  laughing  and  crying 
together. 

riie  captain  immediately  hugged  her ;  and 
then,  picking  up  the  glazed  hat  and  putting  it 
on,  drew  her  arm  through  his,  and  conducted 
her  up-btairs  again ;  where  he  felt  that  the  great 
joke  of  his  life  was  now  to  be  made. 

"  What,  Wal'r,  my  lad  ! "  said  the  captain, 
looking  in  at  the  door,  with  his  face  like  an 
amiable  warming-pan.  "  So  there  an't  no  other 
character,  an't  there  ?  " 

He  had  like  to  have  suffocated  himself  with 
this  pleasantry,  which  he  repeated  at  least  forty 
times  during  tea  ;  polishing  his  radiant  face  with 
the  sleeve  of  his  coat,  and  dabbing  his  head  all 
over  with  his  pocket-handkerchief,  in  the  inter- 
vals. But  he  was  not  without  a  graver  source 
of  enjoyment  to  fall  back  upon,  when  so  dis- 
posed, for  he  was  repeatedly  heard  to  say  in  an 
uader-tone,  as  he  looked  with  ineffable  delight 
at  Walter  and  Florence  : 

'■  Ed'ard  Cuttle,  my  lad,  you  never  shaped  a 
better  course  in  your  life  than  when  you  made 
that  there  little  property  over  jintly  !  " 
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CHAPTER   LI. 

MR.   DOMBEY  AND  THE   WORLD. 

WHAT  is  the  proud  man  doing  while  the 
days  go  by?  Does  he  ever  think  of 
his  daughter,  or  wonder  where  she  is  gone  ? 
Does  he  suppose  she  has  come  home,  and  is 


leading  her  old  life  in  the  weary  house  ?  No 
one  can  answer  for  him.  He  has  never  uttered 
her  name  since.  His  household  dread  him 
too  much  to  approach  a  subject  on  which  he  is 
resolutely  dumb  ;  and  the  only  person  who  dare 
question  him,  he  silences  immediately. 
"  My  dear  Paul !"  murmurs  his  sister,  sidling 


"  BLESSED  TWILIGHT  STEALING   ON,   AND   SHADING  HER   SO  SOOTHINGLY  AND   GRAVELY  AS  SHE   FALLS  ASLEEP, 
LIKE  A   HUSHED   CHILD,   UPON  THE   BOSOM   SHE  HAS  CLUNG  TO  !  " 


into  the  room  on  the  day  of  Florence's  de- 
parture, "  your  wife  !  that  upstart  woman  !  Is 
It  possible  that  what  I  hear  confusedly  is  true, 
and  that  this  is  her  return  for  your  unparalleled 
devotion  to  her ;  extending,  I  am  sure,  even  to 


the  sacrifice  of  your  own  relations  to  her  caprices 
and  haughtiness  ?     IMy  poor  brother  !  " 

With  this  speech,  feelingly  reminiscent  of  her 
not  having  been  asked  to  dinner  on  the  day  of 
the  first  party,  Mrs.  Chick  makes  great  use  of 
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her  pocket-handkerchief,  and  falls  on  Mr.  Dom- 
bey's  neck.  But  Mr.  Dombey  frigidly  lifts  her 
off,  and  hands  her  to  a  chair. 

"  I  thank  you,  Louisa,"  he  says,  "  for  this 
mark  of  your  affection  ;  but  desire  that  our  con- 
versation may  refer  to  any  other  subject.  When 
I  bewail  my  fate,  Louisa,  or  express  myself  as 
being  in  want  of  consolation,  you  can  offer  it,  if 
you  will  have  the  goodness." 

"  My  dear  Paul,"  rejoins  his  sister,  with  her 
handkerchief  to  her  face,  and  shaking  her  head, 
"  I  know  your  great  spirit,  and  will  say  no  more 
upon  a  theme  so  painful  and  revolting ; "  on 
the  heads  of  which  two  adjectives  Mrs.  Chick 
■\isits  scathing  indignation ;  "  but  pray  let  me 
ask  you — though  I  dread  to  hear  something  that 
will  shock  and  distress  me — that  unfortunate 
child,  Florence " 

"  Louisa  ! "  says  her  brother  sternly,  "  silence  ! 
Not  another  word  of  this  !  " 

Mrs.  Chick  can  only  shake  her  head,  and  use 
her  handkerchief,  and  moan  over  degenerate 
Dombeys,  who  are  no  Dombeys.  But  whether 
Florence  has  been  inculpated  in  the  flight  of 
Edith,  or  has  followed  her,  or  has  done  too 
much,  or  too  little,  or  anything,  or  nothing,  she 
has  not  the  least  idea. 

He  goes  on,  without  deviation,  keeping  his 
thoughts  and  feelings  close  within  his  own  breast, 
and  imparting  them  to  no  one.  He  makes  no 
search  for  his  daughter.  He  may  think  that  she 
is  with  his  sister,  or  that  she  is  under  his  own 
roof.  He  may  think  of  her  constantly,  or  he 
may  never  think  about  her.  It  is  all  one  for 
any  sign  he  makes. 

But  this  is  sure :  he  does  not  think  that  he 
has  lost  her.  He  has  no  suspicion  of  the  truth. 
He  has  lived  too  long  shut  up  in  his  towering 
supremacy,  seeing  her,  a  patient  gentle  creature, 
in  the  path  below  it,  to  have  any  fear  of  that. 
Shaken  as  he  is  by  his  disgrace,  he  is  not  yet 
humbled  to  the  level  earth.  The  root  is  broad 
and  deep,  and,  in  the  course  of  years,  its  fibres 
have  spread  out  and  gathered  nourishment  from 
ever}-thing  around  it.  The  tree  is  struck,  but 
not  down. 

Though  he  hide  the  world  within  him  from 
the  world  without — which  he  believes  has  but 
one  purpose  for  the  time,  and  that  to  watch  him 
eagerly  wherever  he  goes — he  cannot  hide  those 
rebel  traces  of  it  which  escape  in  hollow  eyes 
and  cheeks,  a  haggard  forehead,  and  a  moody, 
brooding  air.  Impenetrable  as  before,  he  is 
still  an  altered  man;  and,  proud  as  ever,  he  is 
humbled,  or  those  marks  would  not  be  there. 

The  world.  What  the  world  thinks  of  him, 
how  It  looks  at  him,  what  it  sees  in  him,  and 


what  it  says — this  is  the  haunting  demon  of  his 
mind.  It  is  everywhere  where  he  is  ;  and,  worse 
than  that,  it  is  everywhere  where  he  is  not.  It 
comes  out  with  him  among  his  servants,  and  yet 
he  leaves  it  whispering  behind  ;  he  sees  it  point- 
ing after  him  in  the  street ;  it  is  waiting  for  him 
in  his  counting-house  ;  it  leers  over  the  shoulders 
of  rich  men  among  the  merchants;  it  goes  beckon- 
ing and  babbling  among  the  crowd ;  it  always 
anticipates  him  in  every  place ;  and  is  always 
busiest,  he  knows,  when  he  has  gone  away. 
When  he  is  shut  up  in  his  room  at  night,  it  is 
in  his  house,  outside  it,  audible  in  footsteps  on 
the  pavement,  visible  in  print  upon  the  table, 
steaming  to  and  fro  on  railroads  and  in  ships : 
restless  and  busy  everywhere,  with  nothing  else 
but  him. 

It  is  not  a  phantom  of  his  imagination.  It 
is  as  active  in  other  people's  minds  as  in  his. 
Witness  Cousin  Feenix,  who  comes  from  Baden- 
Baden  purposely  to  talk  to  him.  AVitness  Major 
Bagstock,  who  accompanies  Cousin  Feenix  on 
that  friendly  mission. 

Mr.  Dombey  receives  them  with  his  usual 
dignity,  and  stands  erect,  in  his  old  attitude, 
before  the  fire.  He  feels  that  the  world  is  look- 
ing at  him  out  of  their  eyes.  That  it  is  in  the 
stare  of  the  pictures.  That  Mr.  Pitt,  upon  the 
bookcase,  represents  it.  That  there  are  eyes  in 
its  own  map,  hanging  on  the  wall. 

"  An  unusually  cold  spring,"  says  Mr.  Dombey 
— to  deceive  the  world. 

"Damme,  sir,"  says  the  major  in  the  warmth 
of  friendship,  "Joseph  Bagstock  is  a  bad  hand 
at  a  counterfeit.  If  you  want  to  hold  your 
friends  off,  Dombey,  and  to  give  them  the  cold 
shoulder,  J.  B.  is  not  the  man  for  your  purpose. 
Joe  is  rough  and  tough,  sir ;  blunt,  sir,  blunt,  is 
Joe.  His  Royal  Highness  the  late  Duke  of 
York  did  me  the  honour  to  say,  deservedly  or 
undeservedly — never  mind  that — '  If  there  is  a 
man  in  the  service  on  whom  I  can  depend  for 
coming  to  the  point,  that  man  is  Joe — Joe 
Bagstock.' " 

Mr.  Dombey  intimates  his  acquiescence. 

"Now,  Dombey,"  says  the  major,  "I  am  a 
man  of  the  world.  Our  friend  Feenix — if  I 
may  presume  to " 

"  Honoured,  I  am  sure,"  says  Cousin  Feenix. 

" — Is,"  proceeds  the  major  with  a  wag  of  his 
head,  "  also  a  man  of  the  world.  Dombey,  you 
are  a  man  of  the  world.  Now,  when  three  men 
of  the  world  meet  together,  and  are  friends— 

as    I  believe "  again  appealing  to  Cousin 

Feenix. 

"  I  am  sure,"  says  Cousin  Feenix,  "  most 
friendly." 
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" — And  are  friends,"  resumes  the  major, 
"  old  Joe's  opinion  is  (J.  may  be  wrong),  that 
the  opinion  of  the  world  on  any  particular 
subject  is  very  easily  got  at." 

"  Undoubtedly,"  says  Cousin  Feenix.  "  In 
point  of  fact,  it's  quite  a  self-evident  sort  of 
thing.  I  am  extremely  anxious,  major,  that  my 
friend  Dombey  should  hear  me  express  my  very 
great  astonishment  and  regret  that  my  lovely 
and  accomplished  relative,  who  was  possessed 
of  every  qualification  to  make  a  man  happy, 
should  liave  so  far  forgotten  what  was  due  to — 
in  point  of  fact,  to  the  world — -as  to  commit 
herself  in  such  a  very  extraordinary  manner.  I 
have  been  in  a  devilish  state  of  depression  ever 
since  ;  and  said,  indeed,  to  Long  Saxby  last 
night — man  of  six  foot  ten,  with  whom  my 
friend  Dombey  is  probably  acquainted — that  it 
had  upset  me  in  a  confounded  way,  and  made 
me  bilious.  It  induces  a  man  to  reflect,  this 
kind  of  fatal  catastrophe,"  says  Cousin  Feenix, 
"  that  events  do  occur  in  quite  a  providential 
manner ;  for  if  my  aunt  had  been  living  at  the 
time,  I  think  the  effect  upon  a  devilish  lively 
woman  like  herself  would  have  been  prostration, 
and  that  she  would  have  fallen,  in  point  of  fact, 
a  victim." 

"  Now,  Dombey "  says  the  major,  re- 
suming his  discourse  with  great  energy. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  interposes  Cousin 
Feenix.  "Allow  me  another  word.  My  friend 
Dombey  will  permit  me  to  say,  that  if  any  cir- 
cumstance could  have  added  to  the  most  in- 
fernal state  of  pain  in  which  I  find  myself  on 
this  occasion,  it  would  be  the  natural  amaze- 
ment of  the  world  at  my  lovely  and  accom- 
plished relative  (as  I  must  still  beg  leave  to  call 
her)  being  supposed  to  have  so  committed  her- 
self with  a  person — man  with  white  teeth,  in 
point  of  fact — of  very  inferior  station  to  her 
husband.  But  while  I  must,  rather  peremp- 
torily, request  my  friend  Dombey  not  to  crimi- 
nate my  lovely  and  accomplished  relative  until 
her  criminality  is  perfectly  established,  I  beg  to 
assure  my  friend  Dombey  that  the  family  I  repre- 
sent, and  which  is  now  almost  extinct  (devilish 
sad  reflection  for  a  man),  will  interpose  no  ob- 
stacle in  his  way,  and  will  be  happy  to  assent 
to  any  honourable  course  of  proceeding,  with  a 
view  to  the  future,  that  he  may  point  out.  I 
trust  my  friend  Dombey  will  give  me  credit  for 
the  intentions  by  which  I  am  animated  in  this 
very  melancholy  affair,  and — a — in  point  of  fact, 
I  am  not  aware  that  I  need  trouble  my  friend 
Dombey  with  any  further  observations." 

Mr.  Dombey  bows,  without  raising  his  eyes, 
and  is  silent. 


"  Now,  Dombey,"  says  the  major,  "  our  friend 
Feenix  having,  with  an  amount  of  eloquence 
that  old  Joe  B.  has  never  heard  surpassed — no, 
by  the  Lord,  sir  !  never !  "■ — says  the  major,  very 
blue  indeed,  and  grasping  his  cane  in  the  middle 
— "stated  the  case  as  regards  the  lady,  I  shall 
presume  upon  our  friendship,  Dombey,  to  offer 
a  word  on  another  aspect  of  it.  Sir,"  says  the 
major  with  the  horse's  cough,  '-the  world  in 
these  things  has  opinions,  which  must  be  satis- 
fied." 

"  I  know  it,"  rejoins  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Of  course  you  know  it,  Dombey,"  says  the 
major.  "  Damme,  sir,  I  know  you  know  it.  A 
man  of  your  calibre  is  not  likely  to  be  ignorant 
of  it." 

"  I  hope  not,"  replies  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Dombey,"  says  the  major,  "  }-ou  will  guess 
the  rest.  I  speak  out — prematurely  perha]3s — 
because  the  Bagstock  breed  have  always  spoken 
out.  Little,  sir,  have  they  ever  got  by  doing  it ; 
but  it's  in  the  Bagstock  blood.  A  shot  is  to  be 
taken  at  this  man.  You  have  J.  B.  at  your 
elbow.  He  claims  the  name  of  friend.  God 
bless  you !" 

"  Major,"  returns  Mr.  Dombey,  "  I  am  obliged. 
I  shall  put  myself  in  your  hands  when  the  time 
comes.  The  time  not  being  come,  I  have  for- 
borne to  speak  to  you." 

'•  Where  is  the  fellow,  Dombey? "  inquires  the 
major,  after  gasping  and  looking  at  him  for  a 
minute. 

"  I  don't  know." 

"Any  intelligence  of  him  ?"  asks  the  major. 

"  Yes." 

"  Dombey,  I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it,"  says  the 
major.     "  I  congratulate  you." 

"You  will  excuse — even  you,  major,"  replies 
Mr.  Dombey,  "my  entering  into  any  further 
detail  at  present.  The  intelligence  is  of  a 
singular  kind,  and  singularly  obtained.  It  may 
turn  out  to  be  valueless ;  it  may  turn  out  to  be 
true ;  I  cannot  say  at  present.  My  explanation 
must  stop  here." 

Althougli  this  is  but  a  dry  reply  to  the  major's 
purple  enthusiasm,  the  major  rccei\-cs  it  gra- 
ciously, and  is  delighted  to  think  that  the  world 
has  such  a  fair  prospect  of  soon  receiving  its 
due.  Cousin  Feenix  is  then  presented  with  his 
meed  of  acknowledgment  by  the  husband  of  his 
lovely  and  accomplished  relative,  and  Cousin 
Feenix  and  Major  Bagstock  retire,  leaving  that 
husband  to  the  world  again,  and  to  ponder  at 
leisure  on  their  representation  of  its  state  of  mind 
concerning  his  affairs,  and  on  its  just  and  reason- 
able expectations. 

But  who  sits  in  the  housekeeper's  room  shed- 
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ding  tears,  and  talking  to  Mrs.  Pipchin  in  a  low- 
tone,  with  uplifted  hands  ?  It  is  a  lady  with  her 
face  concealed  in  a  very  close  black  bonnet, 
which  appears  not  to  belong  to  her.  It  is  Miss 
Tox,  who  has  borrowed  this  disguise  from  her 
servant,  and  comes  from  Princess's  Place,  thus 
secretly,  to  revive  her  old  acquaintance  with 
Mrs.  Pipchin,  in  order  to  get  certain  information 
of  the  state  of  Mr.  Dombey. 

"How  does  he  bear  it,  rny  dear  creature?'' 
asks  Miss  Tox. 

"  Well,"  says  ]\Irs.  Pipchin  in  her  snappish 
way,  "  he's  pretty  much  as  usual." 

"  Externally,"  suggests  Miss  Tox.  "  But  what 
he  feels  within  ! " 

Mrs.  Pipchin's  hard  grey  eye  looks  doubtful 
as  she  answers,  in  three  distinct  jerks,  "Ah!   ! 
Perhaps.     I  suppose  so." 

"  To  tell  you  my  mind,  Lucretia,"  says  Mrs. 
Pipchin  ;  she  still  calls  Miss  Tox  Lucretia,  on 
account  of  having  made  her  first  experiments  in 
the  child-qaelling  line  of  business  on  that  lady, 
when  an  unfortunate  and  weazen  little  girl  of 
tender  years ;  "  to  tell  you  my  mind,  Lucretia,  I 
think  it's  a  good  riddance.  I  don't  want  any  of 
your  brazen  faces  here,  myself!  " 

"  Brazen  indeed  !  Well  may  you  say  brazen, 
Mrs.  Pipchin  !  "  returns  Miss  Tox.  "  To  leave 
him  !  Such  a  noble  figure  of  a  man  !  "  and  here 
Miss  Tox  is  overcome. 

"  I  don't  know  about  noble,  I'm  sure,"  ob- 
serves Mrs.  Pipchin,  irascibly  rubbing  her  nose. 
"  But  I  know  this — that  when  people  meet  with 
trials,  they  must  bear  'em.  Hoity-toity  !  I  have 
had  enough  to  bear  myself,  in  my  time  !  What 
a  fuss  there  is  !  She's  gone,  and  well  got  rid  of. 
Nobody  wants  her  back,  I  should  think  !  " 

This  hint  of  the  Peruvian  mines  causes  Miss 
Tox  to  rise  to  go  away  ;  when  Mrs.  Pipchin 
rings  the  bell  for  Towlinson  to  show  her  out. 
Mr.  Towlinson,  not  having  seen  Miss  Tox  for 
ages,  grins,  and  hopes  she's  well ;  observing 
that  he  didn't  know  her  at  first  in  that  bonnet. 

"  Pretty  well,  Towlinson,  I  thank  you,"  says 
Miss  Tox.  "I  beg  you'll  have  the  goodness, 
when  you  happen  to  see  me  here,  not  to  men- 
tion it.  My  visits  are  merely  to  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin." 

"Very  good,  miss,"  says  Towlinson. 

"  Shocking  circumstances  occur,  Towlinson," 
says  Miss  Tox. 

"  Very  much  so  indeed,  miss,"  rejoins  Tow- 
linson. 

"  I -hope,  Towlinson,"  says  i\Iiss  Tox,  who,  in 
her  instruction  of  the  Toodle  family,  has  ac- 
quired an  admonitorial  tone,  and  a  habit  of 
improving   passing  occasions,   "that  what   has 


happened  here  will  be  a  warning  to  you,  Tow- 
linson." 

"  Thank  you,  miss,  I'm  sure,"  says  Towlinson. 

He  appears  to  be  falling  into  a  consideration 
of  the  manner  in  which  this  warning  ought  to 
operate  in  his  particular  case,  when  the  vinegary 
]\irs.  Pipchin,  suddenly  stirring  him  up  with  a 
"What  are  you  doing?  Why  don't  you  show 
the  lady  to  the  door?"  he  ushers  Miss  Tox 
forth.  As  she  passes  Mr.  Dombey's  room,  she 
shrinks  into  the  inmost  depths  of  the  black 
bonnet,  and  walks  on  tiptoe ;  and  there  is  not 
another  atom  in  the  world  which  haunts  him  so, 
that  feels  such  sorrow  and  solicitude  about  him  as 
Miss  Tox  takes  out  under  the  black  bonnet  into 
the  street,  and  tries  to  carry  home  shadowed 
from  the  newly-lighted  lamps. 

But  Miss  Tox  is  not  a  part  of  Mr.  Dombey's 
world.  She  comes  back  every  evening  at  dusk  ; 
adding  clogs  and  an  umbrella  to  the  bonnet  on 
wet  nights ;  and  bears  the  grins  of  Towlinson,. 
and  the  huffs  and  rebufts  of  Mrs.  Pipchin,  and 
all  to  ask  how  he  does,  and  how  he  bears  his 
misfortune :  but  she  has  nothing  to  do  with  Mr. 
Dombey's  world.  Exacting  and  harassing  as 
ever,  it  goes  on  without  her;  and  she,  a  by  no 
means  bright  or  particular  star,  moves  in  her 
little  orbit  in  the  corner  of  another  system,  and 
know-s  it  quite  well,  and  comes,  and  cries,  and 
goes  away,  and  is  satisfied.  Verily  Miss  Tox  is 
easier  of  satisfaction  than  the  world  that  troubles 
Mr.  Dombey  so  much. 

At  the  counting-house  the  clerks  discuss  the 
great  disaster  in  all  its  lights  and  shades,  but 
chiefly  wonder  who  will  get  Mr.  Carker's  place. 
They  are  generally  of  opinion  that  it  will  be 
shorn  of  some  of  its  emoluments,  and  made  un- 
comfortable by  newly-devised  checks  and  re- 
strictions ;  and  those  who  are  beyond  all  hope 
of  it  are  quite  sure  they  would  rather  not  have 
it,  and  don't  at  all  envy  the  person  for  whom  it 
may  prove  to  be  reserved.  Nothing  like  the 
prevailing  sensation  has  existed  in  the  counting- 
house  since  Mr.  Dombey's  little  son  died ;  but 
all  such  excitements  there  take  a  social,  not  to 
say  jovial  turn,  and  lead  to  the  cultivation  of 
good-fellowship.  A  reconciliation  is  established, 
on  this  propitious  occasion,  between  the  acknow- 
ledged wit  of  the  counting-house  and  an  aspiring 
rival,  with  whom  he  has  been  at  deadly  feud  for 
months ;  and  a  little  dinner  being  proposed,  in 
commemoration  of  their  happily-restored  amity, 
takes  place  at  a  neighbouring  tavern ;  the  wit 
in  the  chair ;  the  rival  acting  as  Vice-President. 
The  orations  following  the  removal  of  the  cloth 
are  opened  by  the  chair,  who  says,  Gendemen, 
he  can't  disguise  from  himself  that  this  is  not  a 
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time  for  private  dissensions.  Recent  occur- 
rences, to  which  he  need  not  more  particularly 
allude,  but  which  have  not  been  altogether  with- 
out notice  in  some  Sunday  papers,  and  in  a  daily 
paper  which  he  need  not  name  (here  every  other 
member  of  the  company  names  it  in  an  audible 
murmur),  have  caused  him  to  reflect ;  and  he 
feels  that  for  him  and  Robinson  to  have  any 
personal  differences  at  such  a  moment  would  be 
for  ever  to  deny  that  good  feeling  in  the  general 
cause,  for  which  he  has  reason  to  think  and 
hope  that  the  gentlemen  in  Dombey's  House 
have  always  been  distinguished.  Robinson  re- 
plies to  this  like  a  man  and  a  brother ;  and  one 
gentleman  who  has  been  in  the  office  three 
years,  under  continual  notice  to  quit  on  account 
of  lapses  in  his  arithmetic,  appears  in  a  perfectly 
new  light,  suddenly  bursting  out  with  a  thrilling 
speech,  in  which  he  says,  May  their  respected 
chief  never  again  know  the  desolation  which  has 
fallen  on  his  hearth  !  and  says  a  great  variety  of 
things,  beginning  with  "  May  he  never  again," 
which  are  received  with  thunders  of  applause. 
In  short,  a  most  delightful  evening  is  passed, 
only  interrupted  by  a  dilTerence  between  two 
juniors,  who,  quarrelling  about  the  probable 
amount  of  Mr.  Carker's  late  receipts  per  annum, 
defy  each  other  with  decanters,  and  are  taken 
out  greatly  excited.  Soda  water  is  in  general 
request  at  the  office  next  day,  and  most  of  the 
party  deem  the  bill  an  imposition. 

As  to  Perch,  the  messenger,  he  is  in  a  fair 
way  of  being  ruined  for  life.  He  finds  himself 
again  constantly  in  bars  of  public-houses,  being 
treated  and  lying  dreadfully.  It  appears  that  he 
met  everybody  concerned  in  the  late  trans- 
action, everywhere,  and  said  to  them,  "Sir,"  or 
''Madam,"  as  the  case  was,  "why  do  you  look 
so  pale?"  at  which  each  shuddered  from  head 
to  foot,  and  said,  "  Oh,  Perch  ! "  and  ran  away. 
Either  the  consciousness  of  these  enormities,  or 
the  reaction  consequent  on  liquor,  reduces  Mr. 
Perch  to  an  extreme  state  of  low  spirits  at  that 
hour  of  the  evening  when  he  usually  seeks  con- 
solation in  the  society  of  Mrs.  Perch  at  Balls 
Pond ;  and  Mrs.  Perch  frets  a  good  deal,  for 
she  fears  his  confidence  in  woman  is  shaken 
now,  and  that  he  half  expects,  on  coming  home 
at  night,  to  find  her  gone  off  with  some  Viscount. 

Mr.  Dombey's  servants  are  becoming,  at  the 
same  time,  quite  dissipated,  and  unfit  for  other 
service.  They  have  hot  suppers  every  night,  and 
"talk  it  over"  with  smoking  drinks  upon  the 
board.  Mr.  Towlinson  is  always  maudlin  after 
half-past  ten,  and  frequently  begs  to  know  whether 
he  didn't  say  that  no  good  would  ever  come  of 
living  in  a  corner  house  ?     They  whisper  about 
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Miss  Florence,  and  wonder  where  she  is ;  but 
agree  that,  if  Mr.  Dombey  don't  know,  Mrs. 
Dombey  does.  This  brings  them  to  the  latter, 
of  whom  cook  says,  She  had  a  stately  way, 
though,  hadn't  she?  But  she  was  too  high. 
They  all  agree  that  she  was  too  high,  and  Mr. 
Towlinson's  old  flame,  the  housemaid  (who  is 
very  virtuous),  entreats  that  you  will  never  talk  to 
her  any  more  about  people  who  holds  their  heads 
up,  as  if  the  ground  wasn't  good  enough  for  'em. 
Everything  that  is  said  and  done  about  it, 
except  by  Mr.  Dombey,  is  done  in  chorus.  Mr. 
Dombey  and  the  world  are  alone  together. 


CHAPTER  LII. 

SECRET     INTELLIGENCE. 

OOD  Mrs.  Brown  and  her  daughter 
Alice  kept  silent  company  together 
in  their  own  dwelling.     It  was  early 
ifCjj^^tf^j  in    the    evening,    and   late     in    the 
4^1^,*^'     spring.    But  a  few  days  had  elapsed 
fe/ti  since  Mr.  Dombey  had  told  Major 

W\  '"^  Bagstock  of  his  singular  intelligence, 
£-*>'  singularly  obtained,  which  might  turn 
out  to  be  valueless,  and  might  turn  out  to  be 
true  ;  and  the  world  was  not  satisfied  yet. 

The  mother  and  daughter  sat  for  a  long  time 
without  interchanging  a  word  :  almost  without 
motion.  The  old  woman's  face  was  shrewdly 
anxious  and  expectant  ;  that  of  her  daughter 
was  expectant  too,  but  in  a  less  sliarp  degree, 
and  sometimes  it  darkened,  as  if  witii  gathering 
disappointment  and  incredulity.  The  old  wo- 
man, without  heeding  these  changes  in  its  ex- 
pression, though  her  eyes  were  often  turned 
towards  it,  sat  mumbling  and  munching,  and 
listening  confidently. 

Their  abode,  though  poor  and  miserable,  was 
not  so  utterly  wretched  as  in  the  days  when 
only  Good  Mrs.  Brown  inhabited  it.  Some  few 
attempts  at  cleanliness  and  order  were  manifest, 
though  made  in  a  reckless,  gipsy  way,  that  might 
have  connected  them,  at  a  glance,  with  the 
younger  woman.  The  shades  of  evening  thick- 
ened and  deepened  as  the  two  kept  silence, 
until  the  blackened  walls  were  nearly  lost  in  the 
prevailing  gloom. 

Then  Alice  broke  the  silence  which  had  lasted 
so  long,  and  said  : 

"You  may  give  him  uj),  motiier.  He'.ll  not 
come  here." 

"  Death   give    him    uj)  ! ''   returned   the 
woman  impatiently.     "  He  7i'///  come  here.' 
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"  We  shall  see,"  said  Alice. 

"  We  shall  see  /lim,"  returned  her  mother. 

"  And  doomsday,"  said  the  daughter. 

'■  You  think.  I'm  in  my  second  childhood,  I 
know  !  "  croaked  the  old  woman.  "  That's  the 
respect  and  duty  that  I  get  from  my  own  gal, 
but  I'm  wiser  than  you  take  me  for.  He'll 
come.  T'other  day,  when  I  touched  his  coat  in 
the  street,  he  looked  round  as  if  I  was  a  toad. 
But  Lord,  to  see  him  when  I  said  their  names, 
and  asked  him  if  he'd  like  to  find  out  where  they 
was!" 

"  Was  it  so  angry  ?  "  asked  her  daughter, 
roused  to  interest  in  a  moment. 

"Angry  !  Ask  if  it  was  bloody.  That's  more 
like  the  word.  Angry  !  Ha,  ha  !  To  call  that 
only  angry  !  "  said  the  old  woman,  hobbling  to 
the  cupboard,  and  lighting  a  candle,  which  dis- 
played the  workings  of  her  mouth  to  ugly  advan- 
tage as  she  brought  it  to  the  table.  "  I  might 
as  well  call  your  face  only  angry,  when  you 
think  or  talk  about  'em." 

It  was  something  different  from  that,  truly,  as 
she  sat  as  still  as  a  crouched  tigress,  with  her 
kindling  eyes. 

"  Hark  !  "  said  the  old  woman  triumphantly. 
"  I  hear  a  step  coming.  It's  not  the  tread  of 
any  one  that  lives  about  here,  or  comes  this  way 
often.  We  don't  walk  like  that.  We  should 
grow  proud  on  such  neighbours  !  Do  you  hear 
him  ?  " 

"  I  believe  you  are  right,  mother,"  replied 
Alice  in  a  low  voice.    "  Peace  ;  open  the  door." 

As  she  drew  herself  within  her  shawl,  and 
gathered  it  about  her,  the  old  woman  complied  ; 
and  peering  out,  and  beckoning,  gave  admission 
to  Mr.  Dombey,  who  stopped  when  he  had  set 
his  foot  within  the  door,  and  looked  distrustfully 
around. 

"  It's  a  poor  place  for  a  great  gentleman  like 
your  worship,"  said  the  old  woman,  curtsying 
and  chattering.  ''  I  told  you  so,  but  there's  no 
harm  in  it." 

"Who  is  that?"  asked  Mr.  Dombey,  looking 
at  her  companion. 

"That's  my  handsome  daughter,"  said  the  old 
woman.  "  Your  worship  won't  mind  her.  She 
knows  all  about  it." 
_  A  shadow  fell  upon  his  face  not  less  expres- 
sive than  if  he  had  groaned  aloud,  "  Who  does 
not  know  all  about  it?  "but  he  looked  at  her 
steadily,  and  she,  without  any  acknowledgment 
of  his  presence,  looked  at  him.  The  shadow  on 
his  face  was  darker  when  he  turned  his  glance 
away  from  her  ;  and  even  then  it  wandered  back 
again  furtively,  as  if  he  were  haunted  by  her  bold 
eyes,  and  some  remembrance  they  inspired. 


"  Woman,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  to  the  old  witch, 
who  was  chuckling  and  leering  close  at  his 
elbow,  and  who,  when  he  turned  to  address  her, 
pointed  stealthily  at  her  daughter,  and  rubbed 
her  hands,  and  pointed  again,  "  woman  !  I  be- 
lieve that  I  am  weak  and  forgetful  of  my  station 
in  coming  here,  but  you  know  why  I  come,  and 
what  you  offered  when  you  stopped  me  in  the 
street  the  other  day.  What  is  it  that  you  have 
to  tell  me  concerning  what  I  want  to  know  ;  and 
how  does  it  happen  that  I  can  find  voluntary  in- 
telligence in  a  hovel  like  this,"  with  a  disdainful 
glance  about  him,  "when  I  have  exerted  my 
power  and  means  to  obtain  it  in  vain  ?  I  do 
not  think,"  he  said  after  a  moment's  pause,  dur- 
ing which  he  had  observed  her  sternly,  "  that 
you  are  so  audacious  as  to  mean  to  trifle  with 
me,  or  endeavour  to  impose  upon  me.  But,  if 
you  have  that  purpose,  you  had  better  stop  on 
the  threshold  of  yom'  scheme.  My  humour  is 
not  a  trifling  one,  and  my  acknowledgment  will 
be  severe." 

"  Oh,  a  proud,  hard  gentleman  ! "  chuckled 
the  old  woman,  shaking  her  head,  and  rubbing 
her  shrivelled  hands.  "  Oh,  hard,  hard,  hard  ! 
But  your  worship  shall  see  with  your  own  eyes, 
and  hear  with  your  own  ears  ;  not  with  ours — 
and  if  your  worship's  put  upon  their  track,  you 
won't  mind  paying  something  for  it,  will  you, 
honourable  deary  ?  " 

"  Money,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey,  apparently 
relieved  and  reassured  by  this  inquiry,  "will 
bring  about  unlikely  things,  I  know.  It  may 
turn  even  means  as  unexpected  and  unpromis- 
ing as  these  to  account.  Yes.  For  any  reliable 
information  I  receive  I  will  pay.  But  I  must 
have  the  information  first,  and  judge  for  myself 
of  its  value." 

"  Do  you  know  nothing  more  powerful  than 
money?"  asked  the  younger  woman,  without 
rising,  or  altering  her  attitude. 

"  Not  here,  I  should  imagine,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 
"  You  should  know  of  something  that  is  more 
powerful  elsewhere,  as   I  judge,"  she  returned. 
"  Do  you  know  nothing  of  a  woman's  anger  ?  " 

"  You  have  a  saucy  tongue,  jade,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey. 

"  Not  usually,"  she  answered,  without  any 
show  of  emotion.  "  I  speak  to  you  now,  that 
you  may  understand  us  better,  and  rely  more  on 
us.  A  woman's  anger  is  pretty  much  the  same 
here  as  in  your  fine  house.  /  am  angry.  I 
have  been  so  many  years.  I  have  as  good  cause 
for  my  anger  as  you  have  for  yours,  and  its  ob- 
ject is  the  same  man." 

He  started  in  spite  of  himself,  and  looked  at 
her  with  astonishment. 
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"  Yes,"  she  said  with  a  kind  of  laugh.  "  Wide 
as  the  distance  may  seem  between  us,  it  is  so. 
How  it  is  so  is  no  matter ;  tliat  is  my  story,  and 
I  keep  my  story  to  myself.  I  would  bring  you 
and  him  together,  because  I  have  a  rage  against 
him.  My  mother  there  is  avaricious  and  poor ; 
and  she  would  sell  any  tidings  she  could  glean, 
or  anything,  or  anybody,  for  money.  It  is  fair 
enough,  perhaps,  that  you  should  pay  her  some, 
if  she  can  help  you  to  wliat  you  want  to  know. 
But  that  is  not  my  motive.  I  have  told  you 
what  mine  is,  and  it  would  be  as  strong  and  all- 
sufficient  with  me  if  you  haggled  and  bargained 
with  her  for  a  sixpence.  I  have  done.  My 
saucy  tongue  says  no  more,  if  you  wait  here  till 
sunrise  to-morrow." 

The  old  woman,  who  had  shown  great  uneasi- 
ness during  this  speech,  which  had  a  tendency 
to  depreciate  her  expected  gains,  pulled  Mr. 
Dombey  softly  by  the  sleeve,  and  whispered  to 
him  not  to  mind  her.  He  glanced  at  them  both, 
by  turns,  with  a  haggard  look,  and  said,  in  a 
deeper  voice  than  was  usual  with  him  : 
"  Go  on — what  do  you  know  ?  " 
"  Oh,  not  so  fast,  your  worship  !  we  must 
wait  for  some  one,"  answered  the  old  woman. 
"  It's  to  be  got  from  some  one  else — wormed 
out — screwed  and  twisted  from  him." 

"What  do  you  mean  ?"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 
"  Patience,"  she  croaked,  laying  her  hand, 
like  a  claw,  upon  his  arm.  "  Patience.  I'll  get 
at  it.  I  know  I  can.  If  he  was  to  hold  it  back 
from  me,"  said  Good  Mrs.  Brown,  crooking  her 
ten  fingers,  "  I'd  tear  it  out  of  him  !  " 

Mr.  Dombey  followed  her  with  his  eyes  as  she 
hobbled  to  the  door,  and  looked  out  again  :  and 
then  his  glance  sought  her  daughter ;  but  she 
remained  impassive,  silent,  and  regardless  of  him. 
"  Do  you  tell  me,  woman,"  he  said,  when  the 
bent  figure  of  Mrs.  Brown  came  back,  shaking 
its  head  and  chattering  to  itself,  "  that  there  is 
another  person  expected  here  ?  " 

"  Yes  !  "  said  the  old  woman,  looking  up  into 
his  face,  and  nodding. 

"  From  whom  you  are  to  extract  the  intelli- 
gence that  is  to  be  useful  to  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  old  woman,  nodding  again. 
"  A  stranger?" 

"Chut!  "  said  the  old  woman  with  a  shrill 
laugh.  "  What  signifies  ?  Well,  well ;  no. 
No  stranger  to  your  worship.  But  he  won't  see 
you.  He'd  be  afraid  of  you,  and  wouldn't  talk. 
You'll  stand  behind  that  door,  and  judge  him 
for  yourself.  We  don't  ask  to  be  believed  on 
trust.  What  !  Your  worship  doubts  the  room 
behind  the  door  ?  Oh  the  suspicion  of  you  rich 
gentlefolks  !     Look  at  it,  then." 


Her  sharp  eye  had  detected  an  involuntary 
expression  of  this  feeling  on  his  part,  which  was 
not  unreasonable  under  the  circumstances.  In 
satisfaction  of  it,  she  now  took  the  candle  to  the 
door  she  spoke  of.  Mr.  Dombey  looked  in  ; 
assured  himself  that  it  was  an  empty,  crazy 
room  ;  and  signed  to  her  to  put  the  light  back 
in  its  place. 

"  How  long,"  he  asked,  "  before  this  person 
comes  ?  " 

"  Not  long,"  she  answered.  "Would  your 
worship  sit  down  for  a  few  odd  minutes  ?  " 

He  made  no  answer;  but  began  pacing  the 
room  with  an  irresolute  air,  as  if  he  were  un- 
decided whether  to  remain  or  depart,  and  as  if 
he  had  some  quarrel  with  himself  for  being  there 
at  all.  But  soon  his  tread  grew  slower  and 
heavier,  and  his  face  more  sternly  thoughtful ; 
as  the  object  with  which  he  had  come  fixed  it- 
self in  his  mind,  and  dilated  there  again. 

AMiile  he  thus  v/alked  up  and  down  with  Iiis 
eyes  on  the  ground,  Mrs.  Brown,  in  tlie  chair 
from  which  she  had  risen  to  receive  him,  sat 
listening  anew.  The  monotony  of  his  step,  or 
the  uncertainty  of  age,  made  her  so  slow  of 
hearing,  that  a  footfall  without  had  sounded  in 
her  daughter's  ears  for  some  moments,  and  she 
had  looked  up  hastily  to  warn  her  mother  of  its 
approach,  before  the  old  woman  was  roused  by 
it.  But  then  she  started  from  her  seat,  and 
whispering,  "  Here  he  is  ! "  hurried  her  visitor 
to  his  place  of  observation,  and  put  a  bottle  and 
glass  upon  the  table,  with  such  alacrity  as  to  be 
ready  to  fling  her  arms  round  the  neck  of  Rob 
tlie  Grinder  on  his  appearance  at  the  door. 

"  And  here's  my  bonny  boy,"  cried  Mrs. 
Brown,  "  at  last  ! — oho,  oho  !  You're  like  my 
own  son,  Robby  !  " 

"  Oh  !  Misses  Brown  !  "  remonstrated  the 
Grinder.  "  Don't.  Can't  you  be  fond  of  a 
cove  without  squecdging  and  throttling  of  him  ? 
Take  care  of  the  bird-cage  in  my  hand,  will 
you  ?  " 

"  Thinks  of  a  bird-cage  afore  me  !  "  cried  the 
old  woman,  apostrophizing  the  ceiling.  "  Me 
that  feels  more  than  a  mother  for  him  !  " 

"  A\'ell,  I'm  sure  I'm  very  much  obliged  to 
you,  Misses  Brown,"  said  the  unfortunate  youth, 
greatly  aggravated  ;  "  but  you're  so  jealous  of  a 
cove.  I'm  very  fond  of  you  myself,  and  all  that, 
of  course ;  but  I  don't  smother  you,  do  I,  Misses 
Brown?" 

He  looked  and  spoke  as  if  he  would  have 
been  far  from  objecting  to  do  so,  however,  on  a 
favourable  occasion. 

"  And  to  talk  about  bird-cages,  too  ! "  whim- 
pered the  Grinder.     "  As  if  tliat  was  a  crime ! 
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Why,  lookee  here.  Do  you  know  who  this  be- 
longs to  ?  " 

"To  master,  dear?"  said  the  old  woman  with 
a  grin. 

"  Ah  I "  repHed  the  Grinder,  Hfting  a  kxrge 
cage,  tied  up  in  a  wrapper,  on  the  table,  and  un- 
tying it  with  his  teeth  and  hands.  "  It's  our 
parrot,  this  is." 

"  Mr.  Carker's  parrot,  Rob  ?  " 

"  Will  you  hold  your  tongue,  Misses  Brown  ?" 
returned  the  goaded  Grinder.  "  What  do  you 
go  naming  names  for?     I'm  blest,"  said  Rob, 


pulling  his  hair  with  both  hands  in  the  exaspe- 
ration of  his  feelings,  "  if  she  an't  enough  to 
make  a  cove  run  wild  !  " 

"  What  !  Do  you  snub  me,  thankless  boy  ?  " 
cried  the  old  woman  with  ready  vehemence. 

"  Good  gracious,  Misses  Brown,  no  !  "  returned 
the  Grinder,  with  tears  in  his  eyes.     "  Was  there 

ever  such  a Don't  I  dote  upon  you,  Misses 

Brown  ?  " 

"  Do  you,  sweet  Rob  ?  Do  you  truly,  chicka- 
biddy ?  "  With  that,  Mrs.  Brown  held  him  in 
her  fond  embrace  once  more ;  and  did  not  re- 


'  IT  APPEARS  TH.\T  HE  MET  EVERYBODY  CONCERNED  IN  THE  LATE  TRANSACTION,  EVERYWHERE,  AND  SAID 
TO  THEM,  'SIR,'  OR  '  M.\DAM,'  AS  THE  CASE  WAS,  'WHY  DO  YOU  LOOK  SO  PALE.''  AT  WHICH  EACH 
SHUDDERED   FROM   HEAD  TO   FOOT,   AND  SAID,    'OH,    PERCH  !  '   AND   RAN   AWAY." 


lease  him  until  he  had  made  several  violent  and 
ineflectual  struggles  with  his  legs,  and  his  hair 
was  standing  on  end  all  over  his  head. 

"  Oh  ! "  returned  the  Grinder,  "  what  a  thing 
it  is  to  be  perfectly  pitched  into  with  affection 

like  this  here  !    I  wish  she  was How  have 

you  been,  Misses  Brown  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  Not  here  since  this  night  week  !  "  said 
the  old  woman,  contemplating  him  with  a  look 
of  reproach. 

'^  Good  gracious,  Alisses  Brown,"  returned  the 
Grinder,  "  I  said,  to-night's  a  week,  that  I'd  come 


to-night,  didn't  I  ?  And  here  I  am.  How  yoii 
do  go  on  !  I  wish  you'd  be  a  little  rational, 
Misses  Brown.  I'm  hoarse  with  saying  things 
in  my  defence,  and  my  very  face  is  shiny  with 
being  hugged."  He  rubbed  it  hard  with  his 
sleeve,  as  if  to  remove  the  tender  polish  in 
question. 

"  Drink  a  little  drop  to  comfort  you,  my 
Robin,"  said  the  old  woman,  filling  the  glass 
from  the  bottle,  and  giving  it  to  him. 

"  Thankee,  Misses  Brown,"  returned  the 
Grinder.     "  Here's  your  health.    And  long  may 
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you — et  cetrer."  Which,  to  judge  from  the  ex- 
pression of  his  face,  did  not  include  any  very 
choice  blessings.  "And  here's  her  health,"  said 
the  Grinder,  glancing  at  Alice,  who  sat  with  her 
eyes  fixed,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  on  the  wall  be- 
hind him,  but  in  reality  on  Mr.  Dombey's  face  at 
the  door,  "  and  wishing  her  the  same,  and  many 
of  'em  ! " 

He  drained  the  glass  to  these  two  sentiments, 
and  set  it  down. 

"  Well,  I  say.  Misses  Brown  !  "  he  proceeded. 
"  To  go  on  a  little  rational  now.  You're  a  judge 
of  birds,  and  up  to  their  ways,  as  I  know  to  my 
cost." 

"  Cost !  "  repeated  Mrs.  Brown. 
"  Satisfaction,  I  mean,"  returned  the  Grinder. 
'■'  How  you  do  take  up  a  cove.  Misses  Brown  ! 
You've  put  it  all  out  of  my  head  again." 

"  Judge  of  birds,  Robby,"  suggested  the  old 
woman. 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  Grinder.  "  Well,  I've  got  to 
take  care  of  this  parrot  —  certain  things  being 
sold,  and  a  certain  establishment  broke  up — and 
as  I  don't  want  no  notice  took  at  present,  I  wish 
you'd  attend  to  her  for  a  week  or  so,  and  give 
her  board  and  lodging,  will  you  ?  If  I  must  come 
backwards  and  forwards,"  mused  the  Grinder 
with  a  dejected  face,  "  I  may  as  well  have  some- 
thing to  come  for." 

"  Something  to  come  for  !  "  screamed  the  old 
woman. 

"Besides  you,  I  mean,  Misses  Brown,"  re- 
turned the  craven  Rob.  "  Not  that  I  want  any 
inducement  but  yourself.  Misses  Brown,  I'm  sure. 
Don't  begin  again,  for  goodness'  sake." 

"  He  don't  care  for  me  !  He  don't  care  for 
me  as  I  care  for  him  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Brown,  lifting 
up  her  skinny  hands.  "  But  I'll  take  care  of 
his  bird." 

"  Take  good  care  of  it  too,  you  know.  Misses 
Brown,"  said  Rob,  shaking  his  head.  "  If 
you  was  so  much  as  to  stroke  its  feathers 
once  the  wrong  way,  I  believe  it  would  be  found 
out." 

"  Ah  !  so  sharp  as  that,  Rob  ?  "  said  Mrs. 
Brown  quickly. 

"  Sharp,  Misses  Brown  ! "  repeated  Rob.  "  But 
this  is  not  to  be  talked  about." 

Checking  himself  abruptly,  and  not  without  a 
fearful  glance  across  the  room,  Rob  filled  the 
glass  again,  and  having  slowly  emptied  it,  shook 
his  head,  and  began  to  draw  his  fingers  across 
and  across  the  wires  of  the  parrot's  cage,  by  way 
of  a  diversion  from  the  dangerous  theme  that 
had  just  been  broached. 

The  old  woman  eyed  him  slily,  and  hitching 
her  chair  nearer  his,  and  looking  in  at  the  parrot, 


who  came  down  from  the  gilded  dome  at  her 
call,  said  : 

"  Out  of  place  now,  Robby  ?  " 

"  Never  you  mind.  Misses  Brown,"  returned 
the  Grinder  shortly. 

"  Board  wages,  perhaps,  Rob  ?  "  said  Mrs. 
Brown. 

"  Pretty  Polly  !  "  said  the  Grinder. 

The  old  woman  darted  a  glance  at  him  that 
might  have  warned  him  to  consider  his  ears  in 
danger,  but  it  was  his  turn  to  look  in  at  the 
parrot  now,  and,  however  expressive  his  imagi- 
nation may  have  made  her  angry  scowl,  it  was 
unseen  by  his  bodily  eyes. 

"  I  wonder  master  didn't  take  you  with  him, 
Rob,"  said  the  old  woman  in  a  wheedling  voice, 
but  with  increased  malignity  of  aspect. 

Rob  was  so  absorbed  in  contemplation  of  the 
parrot,  and  in  trolling  his  forefinger  on  the  wirc-s, 
that  he  made  no  answer. 

The  old  woman  had  her  clutch  within  a  hair's 
breadth  of  his  shock  of  hair  as  it  stooped  over 
the  table  ;  but  she  restrained  her  fingers,  anil 
said,  in  a  voice  that  choked  with  its  efforts  to  be 
coaxing : 

"  Robby,  my  child." 

"  Well,  Misses  Brown,"  returned  the  Grinder. 

"  I  say,  I  wonder  master  didn't  take  you  with 
him,  dear." 

"  Never  you  mind.  Misses  Brown,"  returned 
the  Grinder. 

Mrs.  Brown  instantly  directed  the  clutch  of 
her  right  hand  at  his  hair,  and  the  clutch  of  her 
left  hand  at  his  throat,  and  held  on  to  the  object 
of  her  fond  affection  with  such  extraordinary 
fury,  that  his  face  began  to  blacken  in  a  moment. 

"  Misses  Brown  !"  exclaimed  the  Grinder,  "  let 
go,  will  you  ?  What  are  you  doing  of  ?  Hel]), 
young  woman  :  Misses  Brow — Brow !  " 

The  young  woman,  however,  equally  unmoved 
by  his  direct  appeal  to  her,  and  by  his  inarticu- 
late utterance,  remained  quite  neutral,  until,  after 
struggling  with  his  assailant  into  a  corner,  Rob 
disengaged  himself,  and  stood  there  ])anting  and 
fenced  in  by  his  own  elbows,  while  the  old  wo- 
man, panting  too,  and  stamping  with  rage  antl 
eagerness,  appeared  to  be  collecting  her  ener- 
gies for  another  swoop  upon  him.  At  this  crisis 
Alice  interposed  her  voice,  but  not  in  tlie 
Grinder's  favour,  by  saying, 

"  Well  done,  mother  !     Tear  him  to  pieces  !  " 

"  What,  young  woman  !  "  blubbered  Rob  ; 
"are  you  against  me  too?  What  liave  I  been 
and  done  ?  What  am  I  to  be  tore  to  pieces  for, 
I  should  like  to  know?  Why  do  you  take  and 
choke  a  cove  who  has  never  done  you  any  harm, 
neither  of  you  ?    Call  yourselves  females,  too  !  " 
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said  the  friglnened  and  afllicted  Grinder,  witli  his 
coat-cuft"  at  his  eye.  "  I'm  surprised  at  you  ! 
Where's  your  feminine  tenderness  ?  " 

"  You  thankless  dog  !  "  gasped  Mrs.  Brown. 
"  You  impudent,  insulting  dog  !  " 

"  What  have  I  been  and  done  to  go  and  give 
you  offence,  Misses  Brown  ? "  retorted  the  tear- 
ful Rob.  "  You  was  very  much  attached  to  me 
a  minute  ago." 

"To  cut  me  off  with  his  short  answers  and 
his  sulky  words,"  said  the  old  woman.  "  Me  ! 
because  I  happen  to  be  curious  to  have  a  little 
bit  of  gossip  about  master  and  the  lady,  to  dare 
to  play  at  fast  and  loose  with  me  !  But  I'll  talk 
to  you  no  more,  my  lad.     Now  go  !  " 

"  I  am  sure,  Misses  Brow-n,"  returned  the  ab- 
ject Grinder,  "  I  never  insiniwated  that  I  wished 
to  go.  Don't  talk  like  that.  Misses  Brown,  if 
you  please." 

"  I  won't  talk  at  all,"  said  INIrs.  Brown,  with 
an  action  of  her  crooked  fingers  that  made  him 
shrink  into  half  his  natural  compass  in  the  cor- 
ner. "  Not  another  w'ord  with  him  shall  pass 
my  lips.  He's  an  ungrateful  hound.  I  cast  him 
off.  Now  let  him  go  !  And  I'll  slip  those  after 
him  that  shall  talk  too  much  ;  that  won't  be 
shook  away ;  that'll  hang  to  him  like  leeches, 
and  slink  arter  him  like  foxes.  What !  he  knows 
'em.  He  knows  his  old  games  and  his  old  ways. 
If  he's  forgotten  'em,  they'll  soon  remind  him. 
Now  let  him  go,  and  see  how  he'll  do  master's 
business,  and  keep  master's  secrets,  with  such 
company  always  following  him  up  and  down. 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  He'll  find  'em  a  different  sort  from 
you  and  me.  Ally ;  close  as  he  is  with  you  and 
me.     Now  let  him  go,  now  let  him  go  !  " 

The  old  woman,  to  tlie  unspeakable  dismay  of 
the  Grinder,  walked  her  twisted  figure  round 
and  round  in  a  ring  of  some  four  feet  in  diameter, 
constantly  repeating  these  words,  and  shaking 
her  fist  above  her  head,  and  working  her  mouth 
about. 

"  Misses  Bro'mi,"  pleaded  Rob,  coming  a  little 
out  of  his  corner,  "  I'm  sure  you  wouldn't  injure 
a  cove,  on  second  thoughts,  and  in  cold  blood, 
would  you  ?  " 

"  Don't  talk  to  me,"  said  Mrs.  Brown,  still 
wrathfully  pursuing  her  circle.  "  Now  let  him 
go,  now  let  him  go  ! " 

"  Misses  Brown,"  urged  the  tormented  Grinder, 
"  I  didn't  mean  to — oh,  what  a  thing  it  is  for  a 
cove  to  get  into  such  a  line  as  this  ! — I  was  only 
careful  of  talking,  Misses  Brown,  because  I 
always  am,  on  account  of  his  being  up  to  every- 
thing;  but  I  might  have  known  it  wouldn't 
have  gone  any  further.  I'm  sure  I'm  quite  agree- 
able," with  a  wretched  face,  "  for  any  little  bit 


of  gossip,  Misses  Brown.  Don't  go  on  like  this, 
if  you  please.  Oh,  couldn't  you  have  the  good- 
ness to  put  in  a  word  for  a  miserable  cove  here?" 
said  the  Grinder,  appealing  in  desperation  to  the 
daughter. 

"  Come,  mother,  you  hear  what  he  says,"  she 
interposed  in  her  stern  voice,  and  with  an  im- 
patient action  of  her  head  ;  "  Xry  him  once  more, 
and  if  you  fall  out  with  him  again,  ruin  him,  if 
you  like,  and  have  done  with  him." 

Mrs.  Brown,  moved  as  it  seemed  by  this  very 
lender  exhortation,  presently  began  to  howl  ; 
and  softening  by  degrees,  took  the  apologetic 
Grinder  to  her  arms,  who  embraced  her  with  a 
face  of  unutterable  woe,  and  like  a  victim  as  he 
was,  resumed  his  former  seat,  close  by  the  side 
of  his  venerable  friend ;  \vhom  he  suffered,  not 
without  much  constrained  sweetness  of  counte- 
nance, combating  veiy  expressive  physiognomi- 
cal revelations  of  an  opposite  character,  to  draw 
his  arm  through  hers,  and  keep  it  there. 

"  And  how's  master,  deary  dear  ?  "  said  Mrs. 
Brown,  when,  sitting  in  this  amicable  posture, 
they  had  pledged  each  other. 

"  Hush  !  If  you'd  be  so  good.  Misses  Brown, 
as  to  speak  a  little  lower,"  Rob  implored.  "Why, 
he's  pretty  well,  thankee,  I  suppose." 

"  You're  not  out  of  place,  Robby  ?"  said  Mrs. 
Bro^\^l  in  a  wheedling  tone. 

"  Why,  I'm  not  exactly  out  of  place  nor  in," 
faltered  Rob.  "I  —  I'm  still  in  pay,  IMisses 
Brown." 

"And  nothing  to  do,  Rob?" 

"Nothing  particular  to  do  just  now.  Misses 
Brown,  but  to — keep  my  eyes  open,"  said  the 
Grinder,  rolling  them  in  a  forlorn  way. 

"  Master  abroad,  Rob?" 

"  Oh,  for  goodness'  sake.  Misses  Brown, 
couldn't  you  gossip  with  a  cove  about  any- 
thing else  ?  "  cried  the  Grinder  in  a  burst  of  de- 
spair. 

The  impetuous  Mrs.  Brown  rising  directly, 
the  tortured  Grinder  detained  her,  stammering, 
"  Ye -yes,  Misses  Brown,  I  believe  he's  abroad. 
What's  she  staring  at?  "  he  added,  in  allusion  to 
the  daughter,  whose  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the 
face  that  now  again  looked  out  behind  him. 

"  Don't  mind  her,  lad,"  said  the  old  woman, 
holding  him  closer  to  prevent  his  turning  round. 
"  It's  her  way — her  way.  Tell  me^  Rob.  Did 
you  ever  see  the  lady,  deary?" 

"  Oh,  Misses  Brown,  what  lady  ? "  cried  the 
Grinder  in  a  tone  of  piteous  supplication. 

"What  lady?"  she  retorted.  "The  lady; 
Mrs.  Dombey." 

"  Yes,  I  believe  I  see  her  once,"  replied  Rob. 

"The  night  she  went  away,  Robby,  eh?"  said 
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the  old  woman  in  his  ear,  and  taking  note  of 
every  change  in  liis  face.  "  Aha  !  I  know  it 
was  that  night." 

"  Well,  if  you  know  it  was  that  night,  you 
know,  Misses  Brown,"  replied  Rob,  "  it's  no  use 
putting  pinchers  into  a  cove  to  make  him  say 
so." 

"  Where  did  they  go  that  night,  Rob  ?  Straight 
away  ?  How  did  they  go  ?  Where  did  you  see 
her?  Did  she  laugh?  Did  she  cry  ?  Tell  me 
all  about  it,"  cried  the  old  hag,  holding  him 
closer  yet,  patting  the  hand  that  was  drawn 
through  his  arm  against  her  other  hand,  and 
searching  every  line  in  his  face  with  her  bleared 
eyes.  "  Come  !  Begin  !  I  want  to  be  told  all 
about  it.  What,  Rob,  boy  !  You  and  me  can 
keep  a  secret  together,  eh  ?  We've  clone  so 
before  now.     Where  did  they  go  first,  Rob  ?  " 

The  wretched  Grinder  made  a  gasp,  and  a 
pause. 

"  Are  you  dumb  ? "  said  the  old  woman 
angrily. 

"  Lord,  Misses  Brown,  no  !  You  expect  a 
cove  to  be  a  flash  of  lightning.  I  wish  I  was 
the  electric  fluency,"  muttered  the  bewildered 
Grinder.  "  I'd  have  a  shock  at  somebody,  that 
would  settle  their  business." 

"  What  do  you  say  ?  "  asked  the  old  woman 
with  a  grin. 

"  I'm  wishing  my  love  to  you,  Misses  Brown," 
returned  the  false  Rob,  seeking  consolation  in 
the  glass.  "  Where  did  they  go  to  first,  was  it  ? 
Him  and  her  do  you  mean?" 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  old  woman  eagerly.  "  Them 
two." 

"Why,  they  didn't  go  nowhere — not  together, 
I  mean,"  answered  Rob. 

The  old  woman  looked  at  him,  as  though  she 
had  a  strong  impulse  upon  her  to  make  another 
clutch  at  his  head  and  throat,  but  was  restrained 
by  a  certain  dogged  mystery  in  his  face. 

"  That  was  the  art  of  it,"  said  the  reluctant 
Grinder ;  "  that's  the  way  nobody  saw  'em  go, 
or  has  been  able  to  say  how  they  did  go.  They 
went  different  ways,  I  tell  you,  Misses  Brown." 

"  Ay,  ay,  ay  !  To  meet  at  an  appointed  place," 
chuckled  the  old  woman  after  a  moment's  silent 
and  keen  scrutiny  of  his  face. 

"  Why,  if  they  weren't  a-going  to  meet  some- 
where, I  suppose  they  might  as  well  have  stayed 
at  home,  mightn't  they,  Misses  Brown?"  re- 
turned the  unwilling  Grinder. 

"Well,  Rob?  Well?"  said  the  old  woman, 
drawing  his  arm  yet  tighter  through  her  own,  as 
if,  in  her  eagerness,  she  were  afraid  of  his  slip- 
ping away. 

"  What !  haven't  we  talked  enough  yet,  Misses 


Brown?"  returned  the  Grinder,  who,  between 
his  sense  of  injury,  his  sense  of  liquor,  and  his 
sense  of  being  on  the  rack,  had  become  so 
lachrymose,  that  at  almost  every  answer  he 
scooped  his  coat-cuff  into  one  or  other  of  his 
eyes,  and  uttered  an  unavailing  whine  of  remon- 
strance. "  Did  she  laugh  that  night,  was  it  ? 
Didn't  you  ask  if  she  laughed,  Mrs.  Brown?" 

"  Or  cried  ?  "  added  the  old  woman,  nodding 
assent. 

'•  Neither,"  said  the  Grinder.     "  She  kept  as 

steady  when  she  and  me Oh,  I  see  you 

ft'/// have  it  out  of  me,  Misses  Brown  !  But  take 
your  solemn  oath,  now,  that  you'll  never  tell 
anybody." 

This  Mrs.  Brown  very  readily  did  :  being 
naturally  Jesuitical ;  and  having  no  other  inten- 
tion in  the  matter  than  that  her  concealed  visitor 
should  hear  for  himself. 

"  She  kept  as  steady,  then,  when  she  and  me 
went  down  to  Southampton,"  said  the  Grinder, 
"  as  a  image.  In  the  morning  she  was  just  the 
same,  Misses  Brown.  And  when  she  went  away 
in  the  packet  before  daylight,  by  herself — me 
pretending  to  be  her  servant,  and  seeing  her  safe 
aboard — she  was  just  the  same.  Noiu  are  you 
contented.  Misses  Brown?" 

"  No,  Rob.  Not  yet,"  answered  Mrs.  Brown 
decisively. 

"  Oh,  here's  a  woman  for  you  ! "  cried  the  un- 
fortunate Rob,  in  an  outburst  of  feeble  lamenta- 
tion over  his  own  helplessness.  "  What  did  you 
wish  to  know  next.  Misses  Bro^vn  ?  " 

"  What  became  of  master  ?  Where  did  he 
go  ? "  she  inquired,  still  holding  him  tight,  and 
looking  close  into  his  face  with  her  sharp  eyes. 

"  Upon  my  soul,  I  don't  know,  Misses  Brown," 
answered  Rob.  "  Upon  my  soul,  I  don't  know 
what  he  did,  nor  where  he  went,  nor  anything 
about  him.  I  only  know  what  he  said  to  me,  as 
a  caution  to  hold  my  tongue,  when  we  parted; 
and  I  tell  you  this,  Misses  Brown,  as  a  friend, 
tiiat  sooner  than  ever  repeat  a  word  of  what 
we're  saying  now,  you  had  better  take  and  slioot 
yourself,  or  shut  yourself  up  in  this  house  and 
set  it  afire,  for  there's  nothing  he  wouldn't  do,  to 
be  revenged  upon  you.  You  don't  know  him 
half  as  well  as  I  do,  Misses  Brown.  You're 
never  safe  from  him,  I  tell  you." 

"  Haven't  I  taken  an  oath,"  retorted  the  old 
woman,  "  and  won't  I  keep  it?" 

'•Weil,  I'm  sure  I  hope  you  will,  Mis<ies 
Brown,"  returned  Rob,  somewhat  doubtfully, 
and  not  without  a  latent  threatening  in  his  man- 
ner. "  For  your  own  sake,  quite  as  much  as 
mine." 

He  looked  at  her  as  he  gave  her  this  friendly 
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caution,  and  emphasized  it  with  a  nodding  of  his 
head  ;  but  finding  it  uncomfortable  to  encounter 
the  yellow  face  with  its  grotesque  action,  and 
the  ferret  eyes  with  their  keen  old  wintry  gaze, 
so  close  to  his  own,  he  looked  down  uneasily, 
and  sat  shuffling  in  his  chair,  as  if  he  were  trying 
to  bring  himself  to  a  sullen  declaration  that  he 
would  answer  no  more  questions.  The  old 
woman,  still  holding  him  as  before,  took  this 
opportunity  of  raising  the  forefinger  of  her  right 
hand  in  the  air,  as  a  stealthy  signal  to  the  con- 
cealed observer  to  give  particular  attention  to 
what  was  about  to  follow. 

"  Rob,"  she  said  in  her  most  coa.xing  tone. 

"  Good  gracious.  Misses  Brown,  what's  the 
matter  now  ?"  returned  the  exasperated  Grinder. 

"  Rob  !  where  did  the  lady  and  master  ap- 
point to  meet  ?  " 

Rob  shuffled  more  and  more,  and  looked  up 
and  looked  down,  and  bit  his  thumb,  and  dried 
it  on  his  waistcoat,  and  finally  said,  eyeing  his 
tormentor  askant,  "  How  should  /know,  Misses 
Brown  ?  " 

The  old  woman  held  up  her  finger  again  as 
before,  and  replying,  "  Come,  lad  !  It's  no  use 
leading  me  to  that,  and  there  leaving  me.  I 
want  to  know,"  waited  for  his  answer. 

Rob,  after  a  discomfited  pause,  suddenly  broke 
out  with,  "  How  can  I  pronounce  the  names  of 
foreign  places.  Misses  Brown  ?  What  an  un- 
reasonable woman  you  are  !  " 

"But  you  have  heard  it  said,  Robby,"  she 
retorted  firmly,  "and  vou  know  what  it  sounded 
like.     Come ! " 

"  I  never  heard  it  said.  Misses  Brown,"  re- 
turned the  Grinder. 

"  Then,"  retorted  the  old  woman  quickly, 
"  you  have  seen  it  written,  and  you  can  spell  it." 

Rob,  with  a  petulant  exclamation  between 
laughing  and  crying — for  he  was  penetrated  with 
some  admiration  of  Mrs.  Brown's  cunning,  even 
through  this  persecution — after  some  reluctant 
fumbling  in  his  waistcoat  pocket,  produced  from 
it  a  little  piece  of  chalk.  The  old  woman's  eyes 
sparkled  when  she  saw  it  between  his  thumb 
and  finger,  and  hastily  clearing  a  space  on  the 
deal  table,  that  he  might  write  the  word  there, 
she  once  more  made  her  signal  with  a  shaking 
hand. 

"  Now,  I  tell  you  beforehand  what  it  is, 
Misses  Brown,"  said  Rob,  "  it's  no  use  asking 
me  anything  else.  I  won't  answer  anything 
else ;  1  can't.  How  long  it  was  to  be  before 
they  met,  or  whose  plan  it  was  that  they  was 
to  go  away  alone,  I  don't  know  no  more  than 
you  do.  I  don't  know  any  more  about  it.  If 
I  was  to  tell  you  how  I  found  out  this  word 


you'd  believe  that.  Shall  I  tell  you,  Misses 
Brown?" 

"  Yes,  Rob." 

"Well,   then.   Misses  Brown.     The  way 

Now,  you  won't  ask  anymore,  you  know?"  said 
Rob,  turning  his  eyes,  which  were  now  fast 
getting  drowsy  and  stupid,  upon  her. 

"  Not  another  word,"  said  Mrs.  Brown. 

"  Well,  then,  the  way  was  this.  When  a  cer- 
tain person  left  the  lady  with  me,  he  put  a  piece 
of  paper  with  a  direction  written  on  it  in  the 
lady's  hand,  saying  it  was  in  case  she  should 
forget.  .She  wasn't  afraid  of  forgetting,  for  she 
tore  it  up  as  soon  as  his  back  was  turned,  and, 
when  I  put  up  the  carriage  steps,  I  shook  out 
one  of  the  pieces — she  sprinkled  the  rest  out  of 
the  window,  I  suppose,  for  there  was  none  there 
afterwards,  though  I  looked  for 'em.  There  was 
only  one  word  on  it,  and  that  was  this,  if  you 
must  and  will  know.  But  remember  !  You're 
upon  your  oath,  Misses  Brown  ! " 

Mrs.  Brown  knew  that,  she  said.  Rob,  having 
nothing  more  to  say,  began  to  chalk,  slowly  and 
laboriously,  on  the  table. 

" '  D,'  "  the  old  woman  read  aloud,  when  he 
had  formed  the  letter. 

"  Will  you  hold  your  tongue,  Misses  Brown  ?" 
he  exclaimed,  covering  it  with  his  hand,  and 
turning  impatiently  upon  her.  "  I  won't  have  it 
read  out.     Be  quiet,  will  you  ?" 

"  Then  write  large,  Rob,"  she  returned,  re- 
peating her  secret  signal ;  "  for  my  eyes  are  not 
good  even  at  print." 

Muttering  to  himself,  and  returning  to  his 
work  with  an  ill-will,  Rob  went  on  with  the 
word.  As  he  bent  his  head  down,  the  person 
for  whose  information  he  so  unconsciously  la- 
boured, moved  from  the  door  behind  him  to 
within  a  short  stride  of  his  shoulder,  and  looked 
eagerly  towards  the  creeping  track  of  his  hand 
upon  the  table.  At  the  same  time,  Alice,  from 
her  opposite  chair,  watched  it  narrowly  as  it 
shaped  the  letters,  and  repeated  each  one  on  her 
lips  as  he  made  it,  without  articulating  it  aloud. 
At  the  end  of  every  letter  her  eyes  and  Mr. 
Dombey's  met,  as  if  each  of  them  sought  to  be 
confirmed  by  the  other;  and  thus  they  both 
spelt  D.  I.  J.  O.  N. 

"  There  ! "  said  the  Grinder,  moistening  the 
palm  of  his  hand  hastily,  to  obliterate  the  word  ; 
and  not  content  with  smearing  it  out,  rubbing 
and  planing  all  trace  of  it  away  with  his  coat- 
sleeve,  until  the  very  colour  of  the  chalk  was 
gone  from  the  table.  "  Now  I  hope  you're  con- 
tented. Misses  Brown  ! " 

The  old  woman,  in  token  of  her  being  so, 
released  his  arm  and  patted  his  back  ;  and  the 


IMPATIENT  FOR  ACTION. 


577 


Grinder,  overcome  with  mortification,  cross- 
examination,  and  liquor,  folded  his  arms  on  the 
table,  laid  his  head  upon  them,  and  fell  asleep. 

Not  until  he  had  been  heavily  asleep  some 
time,  and  was  snoring  roundly,  did  the  old 
woman  turn  towards  the  door  where  Mr.  Dom- 


bey  stood  concealed,  and  beckon  him  to  come 
through  the  room,  and  pass  out.  Even  then  she 
hovered  over  Rob,  ready  to  blind  him  with  her 
hands,  or  strike  his  head  down,  if  he  should 
raise  it  while  the  secret  step  was  crossing  to  tlie 
door.     But  though  her  glance  took  sharp  cog- 
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nizance  of  the  sleeper,  it  was  sharp  too  for  the 
waking  man  ;  and  when  he  touched  her  hand 
with  his,  and,  in  spite  of  all  his  caution,  made  a 
chinking,  golden  sound,  it  was  as  bright  and 
greedy  as  a  raven's. 

The  daughter's  dark  gaze  followed  him  to  the 


door,  and  noted  well  how  pale  he  was,  and  how 
his  hurried  tread  indicated  tliat  the  least  delay 
was  an  insupportable  restraint  u]ion  him,  and 
how  he  was  burning  to  be  active  and  away.  As 
he  closed  the  door  behind  him,  she  looked  round 
at  her  mother.     The  old  woman  trotted  to  her; 
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opened  her  hand  to  show  what  was  within ;  and, 
tightly  closing  it  again  in  her  jealousy  and 
avarice,  whispered  : 

«  What  will  he  do,  Ally  ?  " 

"  Mischief,"  said  the  daughter. 

"  Murder  ?  "  asked  the  old  woman. 

"  He's  a  madman  in  his  wounded  pride,  and 
may  do  that,  for  anything  we  can  say,  or  he 
either." 

Her  glance  was  brighter  than  her  mother's, 
and  the  fire  that  shone  in  it  was  fiercer ;  but  her 
face  was  colourless,  even  to  her  lips. 

They  said  no  more,  but  sat  apart ;  the  mother 
communing  with  her  money ;  the  daughter  with 
her  thoughts ;  the  glance  of  each  shining  in  the 
gloom  of  the  feebly-lighted  room.  Rob  slept 
and  snored.  The  disregarded  parrot  only  was 
in  action.  It  twisted  and  pulled  at  the  wires  of 
its  cage  with  its  crooked  beak,  and  crawled  up 
to  the  dome,  and  along  its  roof  like  a  fly,  and 
down  again  head  foremost,  and  shook,  and  bit, 
and  rattled  at  every  slender  bar,  as  if  it  knew  its 
master's  danger,  and  was  wild  to  force  a  passage 
out,  and  fly  away  to  warn  him  of  it. 


CHAPTER   LHI. 

MORE     I\TELLIGENCE. 

HERE  were  two  of  the  traitor's  own 
blood — his  renounced  brother  and 
sister — on  whom  the  weight  of  his 
guilt  rested  almost  more  heavily,  at 
this  time,  than  on  the  man  whom  he 
J;'-.'v;  had  so  deeply  injured.  Prying  and  tor- 
,' ->•  menting  as  the  world  was,  it  did  Mr. 
■'i'  Dombey  the  service  of  nernng  him  to 
pursuit  and  revenge.  It  roused  his  passion, 
stung  his  pride,  twisted  the  one  idea  of  his  life 
into  a  new  shape,  and  made  some  gratification 
of  his  wrath  the  object  into  which  his  whole 
intellectual  existence  resolved  itself.  All  the 
stubbornness  and  implacability  of  his  nature,  all 
its  hard  impenetrable  quality,  all  its  gloom  and 
moroseness,  all  its  exaggerated  sense  of  personal 
importance,  all  its  jealous  disposition  to  resent 
the  least  flaw  in  the  ample  recognition  of  his 
importance  by  others,  set  this  way  like  many 
streams  united  into  one,  and  bore  him  on  upon 
their  tide.  The  most  impetuously  passionate 
and  violently  impulsive  of  mankind  would  have 
been  a  milder  enemy  to  encounter  than  the 
sullen  Mr.  Dombey  wTought  to  this.  A  wild 
beast  would  have  been  easier  turned  or  soothed 


than  the  grave  gentleman  without  a  wrinkle  in 
his  starched  cravat. 

But  the  very  intensity  of  his  purpose  became 
almost  a  substitute  for  action  in  it.  While  he 
was  yet  uninformed  of  the  traitor's  retreat,  it 
served  to  divert  his  mind  from  his  own  calamity, 
and  to  entertain  it  with  another  prospect.  The 
brother  and  sister  of  his  false  favourite  had  no 
such  relief;  everything  in  their  history,  past  and 
present,  gave  his  delinquency  a  more  afflicting 
meaning  to  them. 

The  sister  may  have  sometimes  sadly  thought 
that,  if  she  had  remained  with  him  the  com- 
panion and  friend  she  had  been  once,  he  might 
have  escaped  the  crime  into  which  he  had  fallen. 
If  she  ever  thought  so,  it  was  still  without  regret 
for  what  she  had  done,  without  the  least  doubt 
of  her  duty,  without  any  pricing  or  enhancing  of 
her  self  devotion.  But  when  this  possibility  pre- 
sented itself  to  the  erring  and  repentant  brother, 
as  it  sometimes  did,  it  smote  upon  his  heart  with 
such  a  keen,  reproachful  touch  as  he  could  hardly 
bear.  No  idea  of  retort  upon  his  cruel  brother 
came  into  his  mind.  New  accusation  of  himself, 
fresh  inward  lamentings  over  his  own  unworthi- 
ness,  and  the  ruin  in  which  it  was  at  once  his 
consolation  and  his  self-reproach  that  he  did  not 
stand  alone,  were  the  sole  kind  of  reflections  to 
which  the  discovery  gave  rise  in  him. 

It  was  on  the  very  same  day  whose  evening 
set  upon  the  last  chapter,  and  when  Mr.  Dom- 
bey's  world  was  busiest  with  the  elopement  of 
his  wife,  that  the  window  of  the  room  in  which 
the  brother  and  sister  sat  at  their  early  breakfast 
•was  darkened  by  the  unexpected  shadow  of  a 
man  coming  to  the  little  porch :  which  man  was 
Perch  the  messenger. 

"  I've  stepped  over  from  Balls  Pond  at  a  early 
hour,"  said  Mr.  Perch,  confidentially  looking  in 
at  the  room-door,  and  stopping  on  the  mat  to 
wipe  his  shoes  all  round,  which  had  no  mud 
upon  them,  "agreeable  to  my  instructions  last 
night.  They  was,  to  be  sure  and  bring  a  note 
to  you,  Mr.  Carker,  before  you  went  out  in  the 
morning.  I  should  have  been  here  a  good  hour 
and  a  half  ago,"  said  Mr.  Perch  meekly,  "  but 
for  the  state  of  health  of  Mrs.  P.,  who  I  thought 
I  should  have  lost  in  the  night,  I  do  assure  you, 
five  distinct  times." 

"  Is  your  wife  so  ill  ?  "  asked  Harriet. 

"  Why,  you  see,"  said  Mr.  Perch,  first  turning 
round  to  shut  the  door  carefully,  "she  takes 
what  has  happened  in  our  House  so  much  to 
heart,  miss.  Her  nerves  is  so  very  delicate, 
you  see,  and  soon  unstrung.  Not  but  what  the 
strongest  nerves  had  good  need  to  be  shook,  I'm 
sure.  You  feel  it  very  much  yourself,  no  doubts." 
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Harriet  repressed  a  sigh,  and  glanced  at  her 
brother. 

"  I'm  sure  I  feel  it  myself,  in  my  humble  way," 
Mr.  Perch  went  on  to  say,  with  a  shake  of  his 
head,  "  in  a  manner  I  couldn't  have  believed  if 
I  hadn't  been  called  upon  to  undergo.  It  has 
almost  the  effect  of  drink  upon  me.  I  Uterally 
feels  every  morning  as  if  I  had  been  taking  more 
than  was  good  for  me  overnight." 

Mr.  Perch's  appearance  corroborated  this  re- 
cital of  his  symptoms.  There  was  an  air  of 
feverish  lassitude  about  it  that  seemed  referable 
to  drams ;  and  which,  in  fact,  might  no  doubt 
have  been  traced  to  those  numerous  discoveries 
of  himself  in  the  bars  of  public -houses,  being 
treated  and  questioned,  which  he  was  in  the 
daily  habit  of  making. 

"  Therefore  I  can  judge,"  said  Mr.  Perch, 
shaking  his  head  again,  and  speaking  in  a  silvery 
murmur,  "  of  the  feelings  of  such  as  is  at  all 
peculiarly  sitiwated  in  this  most  painful  rewela- 
tion." 

Here  Mr.  Perch  waited  to  be  confide'd  in  ; 
and  receiving  no  confidence,  coughed  behind 
his  hand.  This  leading  to  nothing,  he  coughed 
behind  his  hat ;  and  that  leading  to  nothing,  he 
put  his  hat  on  the  ground,  and  sought  in  his 
breast  pocket  for  the  letter. 

"  If  I  rightly  recollect,  there  was  no  answer," 
said  Mr.  Perch  with  an  affable  smile  ;  "  but  per- 
haps you'll  be  so  goodas  cast  your  eye  over  it,  sir." 

John  Carker  broke  the  seal,  which  was  Mr. 
Dombey's,  and  possessing  himself  of  the  con- 
tents, which  were  very  brief,  replied,  "  No.  No 
answer  is  expected." 

"  Then  I  shall  wish  you  good  morning,  miss," 
said  Perch,  taking  a  step  toward  the  door,  '•'  and 
hoping,  I'm  sure,  that  you'll  not  permit  yourself 
to  be  more  reduced  in  mind  than  you  can  help 
by  the  late  painful  rewelation.  The  Papers," 
said  Mr.  Perch,  taking  two  steps  back  again, 
and  comprehensively  addressing  both  the  brother 
and  sister  in  a  whisper  of  increased  mystery,  "  is 
more  eager  for  news  of  it  than  you'd  suppose 
possible.  One  of  the  Sunday  ones,  in  a  blue 
cloak  and  white  hat,  that  had  previously  offered 
for  to  bribe  me — need  I  say  with  what  success  ? 
— was  dodging  about  our  court  last  night  as  late 
as  twenty  minutes  after  eight  o'clock.  I  see  him 
myself,  with  his  eye  at  the  counting-house  key- 
hole, whicli,  being  patent,  is  impervious.  Another 
one,"  said  Mr.  Perch,  "with  milintary  frogs,  is  in 
the  parlour  of  the  King's  Arms  all  the  blessed 
day.  I  happened,  last  week,  to  let  a  little  obser- 
wation  fall  there,  and  next  morning,  which  was 
Sunday,  I  see  it  worked  up  in  print,  in  a  most 
surprising  manner." 


Mr.  Perch  resorted  to  his  breast  pocket,  as 
if  to  produce  the  paragraph,  but  receiving  no 
encouragement,  pulled  out  his  beaver  gloves, 
picked  up  his  hat,  and  took  his  leave  ;  and, 
before  it  was  high  noon,  Mr.  Perch  had  related, 
to  several  select  audiences  at  the  King's  Arms 
and  elsewhere,  how  Miss  Carker,  bursting  into 
tears,  had  caught  him  by  both  hands,  and  said, 
"  Oh  !  dear,  dear  Perch,  the  sight  of  you  is  all 
the  comfort  I  have  left ! "  and  how  Mr.  John 
Carker  had  said,  in  an  awful  voice,  ''  Perch,  I 
disown  him.  Never  let  me  hear  him  mentioned 
as  a  brother  more  ! " 

'•  Dear  John,"  said  Harriet,  when  they  were 
left  alone,  and  had  remained  silent  for  some  few 
moments,  "  there  are  bad  tidings  in  that  letter." 

"  Yes.  But  nothing  unexpected,"  he  replied. 
"  I  saw  the  writer  yesterday." 

"  The  WTiter  ?  " 

'•■  Mr.  Dombey.  He  passed  twice  through  the 
counting-house  while  I  was  there.  I  had  been 
able  to  avoid  him  before,  but  of  course  could 
not  hope  to  do  that  long.  I  know  how  natural 
it  was  that  he  should  regard'  my  presence  as 
something  offensive ;  I  felt  it  must  be  so  myself." 

"  He  did  not  say  so  ?" 

"  No ;  he  said  nothing :  but  I  saw  that  his 
glance  rested  on  me  for  a  moment,  and  I  was 
prepared  for  what  would  happen — for  what  has 
happened.     I  am  dismissed  !  " 

She  looked  as  little  shocked  and  as  hopeful 
as  she  could,  but  it  was  distressing  news,  for 
many  reasons. 

"  '  I  need  not  tell  you,' "  said  John  Carker, 
reading  the  letter,  " '  why  your  name  would  hence- 
forth have  an  unnatural  sound,  in  however  remote 
a  connection  with  mine,  or  why  the  daily  sight  of 
any  one  who  bears  it  would  be  unendurable  to 
me.  I  have  to  notify  the  cessation  of  all  engage- 
ments between  us,  from  this  dale,  and  to  request 
that  no  renewal  of  any  communication  with  me, 
or  my  establishment,  be  ever  attempted  by  you.' 
—  Enclosed  is  an  equivalent  in  money  to  a 
generously  long  notice,  and  this  is  my  dis- 
charge. Heaven  knows,  Harriet,  it  is  a  lenient 
and  considerate  one,  when  we  remember  all  I  " 

"  If  it  be  lenient  and  considerate  to  punish 
you  at  all,  John,  for  the  misdeed  of  another," 
she  replied  gently,  "yes." 

■'  AVe  have  been  an  ill-omened  race  to  liim," 
said  John  Carker.  "  He  has  reason  to  shrink 
from  the  sound  of  our  name,  and  to  think  that 
there  is  something  cursed  and  wicked  in  our 
blood.  I  should  almost  think  it  too,  Harriet, 
but  for  you." 

"  Brother,  don't  speak  like  this.  If  you  have 
any  special  reason,  as  you  say  you  have,  and 
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think  you  have — though  I  say,  No  !  —  to  love 
me,  spare  me  the  hearing  of  such  wild,  mad 
words  ! " 

He  covered  his  face  with  both  his  hands  ;  but 
soon  permitted  her,  coming  near  him,  to  take 
one  in  her  own. 

"  After  so  many  years,  this  parting  is  a  melan- 
choly thing,  I  know,"  said  his  sister,  "  and  the 
cause  of  it  is  dreadful  to  us  both.  \^'e  have  to 
live,  too,  and  must  look  about  us  for  the  means. 
Well,  well !  We  can  do  so  undismayed.  It  is 
our  pride,  not  our  trouble,  to  strive,  John,  and 
to  strive  together." 

A  smile  played  on  her  lips  as  she  kissed  his 
cheek,  and  entreated  him  to  be  of  good  cheer. 

"  Oh,  dearest  sister  !  Tied,  of  your  own 
noble  will,  to  a  ruined  man !  whose  reputation 
is  blighted ;  who  has  no  friend  himself,  and  has 
driven  every  friend  of  yours  away  ! " 

"  John  !  "  she  laid  her  hand  hastily  upon  his 
lips,  '•  for  my  sake  !  In  remembrance  of  our 
long  companionship  !  "  He  was  silent.  '■  Now 
let  me  tell  you,  dear,"  quietly  sitting  by  his  side, 
■'  I  have,  as  you  have,  e.\pected  this  ;  and  when 
I  have  been  thinking  of  it,  and  fearing  that  it 
would  happen,  and  preparing  myself  for  it  as 
well  as  I  could,  I  have  resolved  to  tell  you,  if  it 
should  be  so,  that  I  have  kept  a  secret  from  you, 
and  that  we  have  a  friend." 

"  What's  our  friend's  name,  Harriet  ? "  he 
answered  with  a  sorrowful  smile. 

"  Indeed,  I  don't  know,  but  he  once  made  a 
very  earnest  protestation  to  me  of  his  friendship 
and  his  wish  to  serve  us  :  and  to  this  day  I 
believe  him." 

■'  Harriet ! "  exclaimed  her  wondering  brother, 
"  where  does  this  friend  live  ?  " 

"  Neither  do  I  know  that,"  she  returned. 
"  But  he  knows  us  both,  and  our  history — all 
our  little  history,  John.  That  is  the  reason  why, 
at  his  own  suggestion,  I  have  kept  the  secret  ot 
his  coming  here  from  you,  lest  his  acquaintance 
v.ith  it  should  distress  you." 

"  Here  !     Has  he  been  here,  Harriet  ?" 

"  Here,  in  this  room.     Once." 

"What  kind  of  man  ?  " 

"  Not  young.  '  Grey-headed,'  as  he  said,  '  and 
fast  growing  greyer.'  But  generous,  and  frank, 
and  good,  I  am  sure." 

"  And  only  seen  once,  Harriet  ?" 

"  In  this  room  only  once,"  said  his  sister,  with 
the  slightest  and  most  transient  glow  upon  her 
cheek ;  "  but,  when  here,  he  entreated  me  to 
suffer  him  to  see  me  once  a  week  as  he  passed 
by,  in  token  of  our  being  well,  and  continuing 
to  nei^d  nothing  at  his  hands.  For  I  told  him, 
when  he  proffered  us  any  service  he  could  render 


— which  was  the  object  of  his  visit- 
needed  nothing." 

"  And  once  a  week " 
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"  Once  every  week  since  then,  and  always  on 
the  same  day,  and  at  the  same  hour,  he  has  gone 
past ;  always  on  foot ;  always  going  in  the  same 
direction — towards  London ;  and  never  pausing 
longer  than  to  bow  to  me,  and  wave  his  hand 
cheerfully,  as  a  kind  guardian  might.  He  made 
that  promise  when  he  proposed  these  curious 
interviews,  and  has  kept  it  so  faithfully  and  plea- 
santly, that  if  I  ever  felt  any  trifling  uneasiness 
about  them  in  the  beginning  (which  I  don't 
think  I  did,  John  ;  his  manner  was  so  plain  and 
true),  it  very  soon  vanished,  and  left  me  quite 
glad  when  the  day  was  coming.  Last  Monday 
— the  first  since  this  terrible  event — he  did  not 
go  by ;  and  I  have  wondered  whether  his  ab- 
sence can  have  been  in  any  way  connected  with 
what  has  happened." 

"  How  ?  "  inquired  her  brother. 

"  I  don't  know  how.  I  have  only  speculated 
on  tlie  coincidence ;  I  have  not  tried  to  account 
for  it.  I  feel  sure  he  will  return.  When  he 
does,  dear  John,  let  me  tell  him  that  I  have  at 
last  spoken  to  you,  and  let  me  bring  you  to- 
gether. He  will  certainly  help  us  to  a  new  live- 
lihood. His  entreaty  was  that  he  might  do 
something  to  smooth  my  life  and  yours  ;  and  I 
gave  him  my  promise  that,  if  we  ever  wanted  a 
friend,  I  would  remember  him.  Then,  his  name 
was  to  be  no  secret." 

"  Harriet,"  said  her  brother,  who  had  listened 
with  close  attention,  "describe  this  gentleman  to 
me.  I  surely  ought  to  know  one  who  knows 
me  so  well." 

His  sister  painted,  as  vividly  as  she  could,  the 
features,  stature,  and  dress  of  her  visitor;  but 
John  Carker,  either  from  having  no  knowledge 
of  the  original,  or  from  some  fault  in  her  descrip- 
tion, or  from  some  abstraction  of  his  thoughts 
as  he  walked  to  and  fro,  pondering,  could  not 
recognise  the  portrait  she  presented  to  him. 

However,  it  was  agreed  between  them  that  he 
should  see  the  original  when  he  ne.xt  appeared. 
This  concluded,  the  sister  applied  herself,  with  a 
less  an.xious  breast,  to  her  domestic  occupations, 
and  the  grey-haired  man,  late  Junior  of  Dom- 
bey's,  devoted  the  first  day  of  his  unwonted 
liberty  to  working  in  the  garden. 

It  was  quite  late  at  night,  and  the  brother  was 
reading  aloud  while  the  sister  plied  her  needle, 
when  they  were  interrupted  by  a  knocking  at 
the  door.  In  the  atmosphere  of  vague  anxiety 
and  dread  that  lowered  about  them  in  connec- 
tion with  their  fugitive  brother,  this  sound,  un- 
usual   there,   became    almost    alarming.     The 
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brother  going  to  the  door,  the  sister  sat  and 
listened  timidly.  Some  one  spoke  to  him,  and 
he  replied,  and  seemed  surprised ;  and,  after  a 
few  words,  the  two  approached  together. 

'•  Harriet,"  said  her  brother,  lighting  in  their 
late  visitor,  and  speaking  in  a  low  voice,  "  Mr. 
Morfin — the  gentleman  so  long  in  Dombey's 
House  with  James." 

His  sister  started  back  as  if  a  ghost  had  en- 
tered. In  the  doorway  stood  the  unknown 
friend,  with  the  dark  hair  sprinkled  with  grey, 
the  ruddy  face,  the  broad  clear  brow,  and  hazel 
eyes,  whose  secret  she  had  kept  so  long  ! 

"John!"  she  said,  half  breathless.  "It  is 
the  gentleman  I  told  you  of  to-day  !  " 

"  The  gentleman,  Miss  Harriet,"  said  the 
visitor,  coming  in — for  he  had  stopped  a  mo- 
ment in  the  doorway — "  is  greatly  relieved  to 
liear  you  say  that :  he  has  been  devising  ways 
and  means,  all  the  way  here,  of  explaining  him- 
self, and  has  been  satisfied  with  none.  Mr. 
John,  I  am  not  quite  a  stranger  here.  You  were 
stricken  with  astonishment  when  you  saw  me  at 
your  door  just  now.  I  observe  you  are  more 
astonished  at  present.  Well  '  That's  reason- 
able enough  under  existing  circumstances.  If 
we  were  not  such  creatures  of  habit  as  we  are, 
we  shouldn't  have  reason  to  be  astonished  half 
so  often." 

By  this  time  he  had  greeted  Harriet  with  that 
agreeable  '  mingling  of  cordiality  and  respect 
which  she  recollected  so  well,  and  had  sat  down 
near  her,  pulled  off  his  gloves,  and  thrown  them 
into  his  hat  upon  the  table. 

"  There's  nothing  astonishing,"  he  said,  "  in 
my  having  conceived  a  desire  to  see  your  sister, 
Mr.  John,  or  in  my  having  gratified  it  in  my 
own  way.  As  to  the  regularity  of  my  visits  since 
(which  she  may  have  mentioned  to  you),  there 
is  nothing  extraordinary  in  that.  They  soon  grew 
into  a  habit ;  and  we  are  creatures  of  habit — 
creatures  of  habit  !  " 

Putting  his  hands  into  his  pockets,  and  lean- 
ing back  in  his  chair,  he  looked  at  the  brother 
and  sister  as  if  it  were  interesting  to  him  to  see 
them  together  ;  and  went  on  to  say,  with  a  kind 
of  irritable  thoughtfulness  :  "  It's  this  same  habit 
that  confirms  some  of  us,  who  are  capable  of 
better  things,  in  Lucifer's  own  pride  and  stubborn- 
ness— that  confirms  and  deepens  others  of  us 
in  villainy — more  of  us  in  indifference — that 
hardens  us  from  day  to  day,  according  to  the 
temper  of  our  clay,  like  images,  and  leaves  us  as 
susceptible  as  images  to  new  impressions  and 
convictions.  You  shall  judge  of  its  influence  on 
me,  John.  For  more  years  than  I  need  name, 
I  had  my  small,  an  e.xactly-defined  share  in  the 


management  of  Dombey's  House,  and  saw  your 
brother  (who  has  proved  himself  a  scoundrel  I 
Your  sister  will  forgive  my  being  obliged  to 
mention  it)  extending  and  extending  his  in- 
fluence, until  the  business  and  its  owner  were  his 
foot-ball ;  and  saw  you  toiling  at  your  obscure 
desk  every  day  ;  and  was  quite  content  to  be  as 
little  troubled  as  I  might  be,  out  of  my  own 
strip  of  duty,  and  to  let  everything  about  me  go 
on,  day  by  day,  unquestioned,  like  a  great 
machine — that  was  its  habit  and  mine — and  to 
take  it  all  for  granted,  and  consider  it  all  right. 
My  Wednesday  nights  came  regularly  round, 
our  quartet  parties  came  regularly  off,  my  vio- 
loncello was  in  good  tune,  and  there  was  nothing 
wrong  in  my  world — or,  if  anything,  not  much 
— or,  little  or  much,  it  was  no  affair  of  mine." 

"  I  can  answer  for  your  being  more  respected 
and  beloved  during  all  that  time  than  anybody 
in  the  house,  sir,"  said  John  Carker. 

"  Pooh  !  Good-natured  and  easy  enough,  I 
dare  say,"  returned  the  other  ;  "  a  habit  I  had. 
It  suited  the  manager  :  it  suited  the  man  he 
managed  :  it  suited  me  best  of  all.  I  did  what 
was  allotted  to  me  to  do,  made  no  court  to 
either  of  them,  and  was  glad  to  occupy  a  sta- 
tion in  which  none  was  required.  So  I  should 
have  gone  on  till  now,  but  that  my  room  had  a 
thin  wall.  You  can  tell  your  sister  that  it  was 
divided  from  the  manager's  room  by  a  wainscot 
partition." 

"They  were  adjoining  rooms  ;  had  been  one, 
perhaps,  originally ;  and  were  separated  as  Mr. 
Morfin  says,"  said  her  brother,  looking  back  to 
him  for  the  resumption  of  his  explanation. 

"  I  have  whistled,  hummed  tunes,  gone  accu- 
rately through  the  whole  of  Beethoven's  Sonata 
in  B,  to  let  him  know  that  I  was  within  hear- 
ing," said  Mr.  Morfin ;  "  but  he  never  heeded 
me.  It  happened  seldom  enough  that  I  was 
within  hearing  of  anything  of  a  private  nature, 
certainly.  But  when  I  was,  and  coukln't  other- 
wise avoid  knowing  something  of  it,  I  walked 
out.  I  walked  out  once,  John,  during  a  conver- 
sation between  two  brothers,  to  which,  in  the 
beginning,  young  Walter  Ciay  was  a  party.  But 
I  overheard  some  of  it  before  I  left  the  room. 
You  remember  it  sufficiently,  perhaps,  to  tell 
your  sister  what  its  nature  was?" 

"  It  referred,  Harriet,"  said  her  brother  in  a 
low  voice,  "  to  the  past,  and  to  our  relative  posi- 
tions,in  the  house." 

"  Its  matter  was  not  new  to  mc,  but  was  pre- 
sented in  a  new  aspect.  It  shook  me  in  my 
habit — the  habit  of  nine-tenths  of  the  world — -of 
believing  that  all  was  right  about  mc,  because  I 
was  used  to  it,"  said  their  visitor;  "  and  induced 
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me  to  recall  the  history  of  the  two  brothers,  and 
to  ponder  on  it.  I  think  it  was  almost  the  fust 
time  ill  my  life  when  I  fell  into  this  train  of  re- 
flection— how  will  many  things  that  are  familiar, 
and  quite  matters  of  course  to  us  now,  look, 
when  we  come  to  see  them  from  that  new  and 
distant  point  of  view  which  we  must  all  take  up, 
one  day  or  other  ?  I  was  sometliing  less  good- 
natured,  as  the  phrase  goes,  after  that  morning, 
less  easy  and  complacent  altogether.'' 

He  sat  for  a  minute  or  so,  drumming  with  one 
hand  on  the  table ;  and  resumed  in  a  hurry,  as 
if  he  were  anxious  to  get  rid  of  his  confession. 

"  Before  I  knew  what  to  do,  or  whether  I 
could  do  anything,  there  was  a  second  conversa- 
tion between  these  same  two  brothers,  in  which 
their  sister  was  mentioned.  I  had  no  scruples 
of  conscience  in  suffering  all  the  waifs  and  strays 
of  that  conversation  to  float  to  me  as  freely  as 
they  would.  I  considered  them  mine  by  right. 
After  that  I  came  here  to  see  the  sister  for  my- 
self. The  first  time  I  stopped  at  the  garden- 
gate,  I  made  a  pretext  of  inquiring  into  the  cha- 
racter of  a  poor  neighbour  ;  but  1  wandered  out 
of  that  track,  and  I  think  Miss  Harriet  mis- 
trusted me.  The  second  time  I  asked  leave  to 
come  in ;  came  in ;  and  said  what  I  wished  to 
say.  Your  sister  showed  me  reasons,  which  I 
dared  not  dispute,  for  receiving  no  assistance 
from  me  then  ;  but  I  established  a  means  of 
communication  between  us,  which  remained  un- 
broken until  within  these  few  days,  when  I  was 
prevented,  by  important  matters  that  have  lately 
devolved  upon  me,  from  maintaining  them." 

"  How  little  I  have  suspected  this,"  said  John 
Carker,  "  when  I  have  seen  you  e\'ery  da\',  sir  ! 
If  Harriet  could  have  guessed  your  name " 

"  Why,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  John,"  interposed 
the  visitor,  "  I  kept  it  to  myself  for  two  reasons. 
I  don't  know  that  the  first  might  have  been 
binding  alone  ;  but  one  has  no  business  to  take 
credit  for  good  intentions,  and  I  made  up  my 
mind,  at  all  events,  not  to  disclose  myself  until 
I  should  be  able  to  do  you  some  real  service  or 
other.  My  second  reason  was,  that  I  always 
hoped  there  might  be  some  lingering  possibility 
of  your  brother's  relenting  towards  you  both ; 
and,  in  that  case,  I  felt  that  where  there  was  the 
chance  of  a  man  of  his  suspicious,  watchful  clia- 
racter  discovering  that  you  had  been  secretly  be- 
friended by  me,  there  was  the  chance  of  a  new 
and  fatal  cause  of  division.  I  resolved,  to  be 
sure,  at  the  risk  of  turning  his  displeasure  against 
myself — which  would  have  been  no  matter — to 
watch  my  opportunity  of  serving  you  with  the 
head  of  the  House ;  but  the  distractions  of 
death,  courtship,  marriage,  and   domestic  un- 


happiness  have  left  us  no  head  but  your  brother 
for  this  long,  long  time.  And  it  would  have 
been  better  tor  us,"  said  the  visitor,  dropping  his 
voice,  "  to  have  been  a  lifeless  trunk." 

He  seemed  conscious  that  these  latter  words 
had  escaped  him  against  his  will,  and  stretching 
out  a  hand  to  the  brother,  and  a  hand  to  the 
sister,  continued : 

"All  I  could  desire  to  say,  and  more,  I  have 
now  said.  All  I  mean  goes  bej'ond  words,  as  I 
hope  you  understand  and  believe.  The  time 
has  come,  John — thougli  most  unfortunately  and 
unhappily  come — when  I  may  help  you  without 
interfering  with  that  redeeming  struggle,  which 
has  lasted  through  so  many  )'ears;  since  you 
were  discharged  from  it  to-day  by  no  act  of  your 
own.  It  is  late ;  I  need  say  no  more  to-night. 
You  will  guard  the  treasure  you  have  here,  with- 
out advice  or  reminder  from  me." 
With  these  words  he  rose  to  go. 
"  But  go  you  first,  John,"  he  said  good- 
humouredly,  "  with  a  light,  without  saying  what 
you  want  to  say,  whatever  that  may  be ;  "  John 
Carker's  heart  was  full,  and  he  would  have  re- 
lieved it  in  speech,  if  he  could  ;  "  and  let  me 
have  a  word  with  your  sister.  We  have  talked 
alone  before,  and  in  this  room  too  ;  though  it 
looks  more  natural  with  you  here." 

Following  him  out  mth  his  eyes,  he  turned 
kindly  to  Harriet,  and  said  in  a  lower  voice,  and 
with  an  altered  and  graver  manner : 

"  You  wish  to  ask  me  something  of  the  man 
whose  sister  it  is  your  misfortune  to  be." 
"  I  dread  to  ask,"  said  Harriet. 
"  You  have  looked  so  earnestly  at  me  more 
than  once,"  rejoined  the  visitor,  "  that  I  think  I 
can  divine  your  question.  Has  he  taken  money  ? 
Is  it  that  ?  " 
"  Yes." 

"■  He  has  not." 

"  I  thank  Heaven ! "  said  Harriet.  "  For  the 
sake  of  John." 

"  That  he  has  abused  his  trust  in  many  ways," 
said  Mr.  Morfin  ;  "  that  he  has  oftener  dealt  and 
speculated  to  advantage  for  himself  than  for  the 
House  he  represented  ;  that  he  has  led  the 
House  on  to  prodigious  ventures,  often  resulting 
in  enormous  losses  ;  that  he  has  always  pampered 
the  vanity  and  ambition  of  his  employer,  when 
it  was  his  duty  to  have  held  them  in  check,  and 
shown,  as  it  was  in  his  power  to  do,  to  what  they 
tended  here  or  there ;  will  not,  perhaps,  surprise 
you  now.  Undertakings  have  been  entered  on, 
to  swell  the  reputation  of  the  House  for  vast 
resources,  and  to  exhibit  it  in  magnificent  con- 
trast to  other  merchants'  houses,  of  which  it  re- 
quires a  steady  head  to  contemplate  the  possibly 
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— a  few  disastrous  changes  of  affairs  might  ren- 
der them  the  probably — ruinous  consequences. 
In  the  midst  of  the  many  transactions  of  the 
House,  in  most  parts  of  the  world  :  a  great  laby- 
rinth, of  which  only  he  has  held  the  clue :  he 
has  had  the  opportunity,  and  he  seems  to  have 
used  it,  of  keeping  the  various  results  afloat, 
when  ascertained,  and  substituting  estimates  and 
generalities  for  facts.  But  latterly — you  follow 
me.  Miss  Harriet  ?  " 

"  Perfectly,  perfectly,"  she  answered,  with  her 
frightened  face  fixed  on  his.  "  Pray  tell  me  all 
the  worst  at  once." 

"  Latterly,  he  appears  to  have  devoted  the 
greatest  pains  to  making  thise  results  so  plain 
and  clear,  that  reference  to  the  private  books 
enables, one  to  grasp  them,  numerous  and  vary- 
ing as  they  are,  with  extraordinary  ease.  As  if 
he  had  resolved  to  show  his  employer  at  one 
broad  view  what  has  been  brought  upon  him  by 
ministration  to  his  ruling  passion  !  That  it  has 
been  his  constant  practice  to  minister  to  that 
passion  basely,  and  to  flatter  it  corruptly,  is  in- 
dubitable. In  that,  his  criminality,  as  it  is  con- 
nected with  the  affairs  of  the  House,  chiefly 
consists." 

"  One  other  word  before  you  leave  me,  dear 
sir,"  said  Harriet.  "  There  is  no  danger  in  all 
this?" 

"  How  danger  ?  "  he  returned  with  a  little 
hesitation. 

"  To  the  credit  of  the  House  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  help  answering  you  plainly,  and 
trusting  you  completely,"  said  Mr.  Morfin  after 
a  moment's  survey  of  her  face. 

"  You  may.     Indeed  you  may  !  " 

"  I  am  sure  I  may.  Danger  to  the  House's 
credit  ?  No  ;  none.  There  may  be  difficulty, 
greater  or  less  difficulty,  but  no  danger,  unless 
— unless,  indeed — the  head  of  the  House,  unable 
to  bring  his  mind  to  the  reduction  of  its  enter- 
prises, and  positively  refusing  to  believe  that  it 
is,  or  can  be,  in  any  position  but  the  position  in 
which  he  has  always  represented  it  to  himself, 
should  urge  it  beyond  its  strength.  Then  it 
would  totter." 

"  But  there  is  no  apprehension  of  that  ?  "  said 
Harriet. 

"  There  shall  be  no  half-confidence,"  he  re- 
plied, shaking  her  hand,  "  between  us.  Mr. 
Dombey  is  unapproachable  by  any  one,  and  his 
state  of  mind  is  haughty,  rash,  unreasonable,  and 
ungovernable  now.  But  he  is  disturbed  and 
agitated  now  beyond  all  common  bounds,  and  it 
may  pass.  You  now  know  all,  both  worst  and 
best.     No  more  to-night,  and  good  night ! " 

With  that  he  kissed  her  hand,   and  i^assing 


out  to  the  door  where  her  brother  stood  awaiting 
his  coming,  put  him  cheerfully  aside  when  he 
essayed  to  speak  ;  told  him  that,  as  they  would 
see  each  other  soon  and  often,  he  might  speak 
at  another  time,  if  he  would,  but  there  was  no 
leisure  for  it  then ;  and  went  away  at  a  round 
pace,  in  order  that  no  word  of  gratitude  might 
follow  him. 

The  brother  and  sister  sat  conversing  by  the 
fireside  until  it  was  almost  day  ;  made  sleepless 
by  this  glimpse  of  the  new  world  that  opened 
before  them,  and  feeling  like  two  people  ship- 
wrecked long  ago  upon  a  solitary  coast,  to  whom 
a  ship  had  come  at  last,  when  they  were  old  in 
resignation,  and  had  lost  all  thought  of  any  other 
home.  But  another  and  diflerent  kind  of  dis- 
quietude kept  them  waking  too.  The  darkness 
out  of  which  this  light  had  broken  on  them  ga- 
thered around ;  and  the  shadow  of  their  guilty 
brother  was  in  the  house  where  his  foot  had 
never  trod. 

Nor  was  it  to  be  driven  out,  nor  did  it  fade 
before  the  sun.  Next  morning  it  was  there  ;  at 
noon  ;  at  night.  Darkest  and  most  distinct  at 
night,  as  is  now  to  be  told. 

John  Carker  had  gone  out,  in  pursuance  of  a 
letter  of  appointment  from  their  friend,  and  Har- 
riet was  left  in  the  house  alone.  She  had  been 
alone  some  hours.  A  dull,  grave  evening,  and  a 
deepening  twilight,  were  not  favourable  to  the  re- 
moval of  the  oppression  on  her  spirits.  The  idea 
of  this  brother,  long  unseen  and  unknown,  flitted 
about  her  in  frightful  shapes.  He  was  dead,  dying, 
calling  to  her,  staring  at  her,  frowning  on  her. 
The  pictures  in  her  mind  were  so  obtrusive  and 
exact  that,  as  the  twilight  deepened,  she  dreaded 
to  raise  her  head  and  look  at  the  dark  corners  of 
the  room,  lest  his  wraith,  the  oflspring  of  her 
excited  imagination,  should  be  waiting  thereto 
startle  her.  Once  she  had  such  a  fancy  of  his 
being  in  the  next  room,  hiding — though  she 
knew  quite  well  what  a  distempered  fancy  it 
was,  and  had  no  belief  in  it — that  she  forced 
herself  to  go  there,  for  her  own  conviction.  But 
in  vain.  The  room  resumed  its  shadowy  terrors 
the  moment  she  left  it ;  and  she  had  no  more 
l^ower  to  divest  herself  of  these  vague  impres- 
sions of  dread  than  if  they  had  been  stone  giants, 
rooted  in  the  solid  earth. 

It  was  almost  dark,  and  she  was  sitting  near 
the  window,  with  her  liead  upon  her  hand,  look- 
ing down,  when,  sensible  of  a  sudden  increase 
in  the  gloom  of  the  apartment,  she  raised  her 
eyes  and  uttered  an  involuntary  cry.  Close  to 
the  glass,  a  pale,  scared  face  gazed  in ;  vacantly 
for  an  instant,  as  searching  for  an  object ;  then 
the  e)'es  rested  on  herself,  and  lighted  up. 
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"  Let  me  in  !  Let  me  in  !  I  want  to  speak 
to  you  !  "  and  the  hand  rattled  on  the  glass. 

She  recognised  immediately  the  woman  with 
the  long  dark  hair,  to  whom  she  had  given 
warmth,  food,  and  shelter  one  wet  night.  Natu- 
rally afraid  of  her,  remembering  her  violent  be- 
haviour, Harriet,  retreating  a  little  from  the 
window,  stood  undecided  and  alarmed. 

"  Let  me  in  !  Let  me  speak  to  you  !  I  am 
thankful  —  quiet — humble — anything  you  like. 
But  let  me  speak  to  you." 

The  vehement  manner  of  the  entreaty,  the 
earnest  expression  of  the  face,  the  trembling  of 
the  two  hands  that  were  raised  imploringly,  a 
certain  dread  and  terror  in  the  voice  akin  to  her 
own  condition  at  the  moment,  prevailed  with 
Harriet.    She  hastened  to  the  door  and  opened  it. 

"  May  I  come  in,  or  shall  I  speak  here?"  said 
the  woman,  catching  at  her  hand. 

"  What  is  it  that  you  want  ?  What  is  it  that 
you  have  to  say  ?  " 

"  Not  much,  but  let  me  say  it  out,  or  1  shall 
never  say  it.  I  am  tempted  now  to  go  away. 
There  seem  to  be  hands  dragging  me  from  the 
door.  Let  me  come  in,  if  you  can  trust  me  for 
this  once ! " 

Her  energy  again  prevailed,  and  they  passed 
into  the  fire-light  of  the  little  kitchen,  where  she 
had  before  sat,  and  ate,  and  dried  her  clothes. 

"Sit  there,"  said  Alice,  kneeling  down  beside 
her,  "  and  look  at  me.     You  remember  me  ?  " 

'•■  I  do." 

"  You  remember  what  I  told  you  I  had  been, 
and  where  I  came  from,  ragged  and  lame,  with 
the  fierce  wind  and  weather  beating  on  my 
head  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  You  know  how  I  came  back  that  night, 
and  threw  your  money  in  the  dirt,  and  cursed 
you  and  your  race.  Now,  see  me  here,  upon  my 
knees.    Am  I  less  earnest  now  than  I  was  then  ?  " 

"  If  what  you  ask,"  said  Harriet  gently,  "  is 
forgiveness " 

"  But  it's  not !  "  returned  the  other  with  a 
proud,  fierce  look.  "What  I  ask  is  to  be  be- 
lieved. Now  you  shall  judge  if  I  am  worthy  of 
belief,  both  as  I  was,  and  as  I  am." 

Still  upon  her  knees,  and  with  her  eyes  upon 
the  fire,  and  the  fire  shining  on  her  ruined  beauty 
and  her  wild  black  hair,  one  long  tress  of  which 
she  pulled  over  her  shoulder,  and  wound  about 
her  hand,  and  thoughtfully  bit  and  tore  while 
speaking,  she  went  on  : 

"  \\'hen  I  was  young  and  pretty,  and  this," 
pluckmg  contemptuously  at  the  hair  she  held, 
"  was  only  handled  delicately,  and  couldn't  be 
admired  enough,  my  mother, 'who  had  not  been 


very  mindful  of  me  as  a  child,  found  out  my 
merits  and  was  fond  of  me,  and  proud  of  me. 
She  was  covetous  and  poor,  and  thought  to 
make  a  sort  of  property  of  me.  No  great  lady 
ever  thought  that  of  a  daughter  yet,  Lm  sure,  or 
acted  as  if  she  did — it's  never  done,  we  all  know 
— and  that  shows  that  the  only  instances  of 
mothers  bringing  up  their  daughters  wrong,  and 
evil  coming  of  it,  are  among  such  miserable  folks 
as  us." 

Looking  at  the  fire,  as  if  she  were  forgetful, 
for  the  moment,  of  having  any  auditor,  she  con- 
tinued in  a  dreamy  way,  as  she  wound  the  long 
tress  of  hair  tight  round  and  round  her  hand. 

"  What  came  of  that  I  needn't  say.  Wretched 
marriages  don't  come  of  such  things,  in  our  de- 
gree ;  only  wretchedness  and  ruin.  Wretched- 
ness and  ruin  came  on  me — came  on  me." 

Raising  her  eyes  swiftly  from  their  moody 
gaze  upon  the  fire  to  Harriet's  face,  she  said — 

"  I  am  wasting  time,  and  there  is  none  to 
spare  ;  yet,  if  I  hadn't  thought  of  all,  I  shouldn't 
be  here  now.  Wretchedness  and  ruin  came  on 
me,  I  say.  I  was  made  a  short-lived  toy,  and 
flung  aside  more  cruelly  and  carelessly  than  even 
such  things  are.  B^  whose  hand  do  you  think  ?" 

"  Why  do  you  ask  me  ?  "  said  Harriet. 

"Why  do  you  tremble?"  rejoined  Alice  with 
an  eager  look.  "  His  usage  made  a  Devil  of 
me.  I  sunk  in  wretchedness  and  ruin,  lower 
and  lower  yet.  I  was  concerned  in  a  robbery 
— in  every  part  of  it  but  the  gains — and  was 
found  out,  and  sent  to  be  tried,  without  a  friend, 
without  a  penny.  Though  I  was  but  a  girl,  I 
would  have  gone  to  Death  sooner  than  ask  him 
for  a  word,  if  a  word  of  his  could  have  saved 
me.  I  would  !  To  any  death  that  could  have 
been  invented.  But  my  mother,  covetous  always, 
sent  to  him  in  my  name,  told  the  true  story  of 
my  case,  and  humbly  prayed  and  petitioned  for 
a  small  last  gift — for  not  so  many  pounds  as  I 
have  fingers  on  this  hand.  Who  was  it,  do  you 
think,  who  snapped  his  fingers  at  me  in  my  mi- 
sery, lying,  as  he  believed,  at  his  feet,  and  left 
me  without  even  this  poor  sign  of  remembrance ; 
well  satisfied  that  I  should  be  sent  abroad,  be- 
yond the  reach  of  further  trouble  to  him,  and 
should  die,  and  rot  there  ?  Who  was  this,  do 
you  think  ?  " 

"  Why  do  you  ask  me  ?  "  repeated  Harriet. 

"  Why  do  you  tremble,"  said  Alice,  laying  her 
hand  upon  her  arm,  and  looking  in  her  face, 
■'  but  that  the  answer  is  on  your  lips  ?  It  was 
your  brother  James." 

Harriet  trembled  more  and  more,  but  did  not 
avert  her  eyes  from  the  eager  look  that  rested 
on  them. 
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"  AVhen  I  knew  you  were  his  sister — which 
was  on  that  night — I  came  back,  weary  and 
lame,  to  spurn  your  gift.  I  felt  that  night  as  if 
I  could  have  travelled,  weary  and  lame,  over 
the  whole  world,  to  stab  him,  if  I  could  have 
found  him  in  a  lonely  place  with  no  one  near. 


Do  you  believe  that  I  was  in  earnest  in  all 
that  ?  " 

"  I  do  !  Good  Heaven,  why  are  you  come 
again  ?  " 

"  Since  then,"  said  Alice,  with  the  same  grasp 
of  her  arm,  and  the  same  look  in  her  face,  "  I 
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have  seen  him  !  I  have  followed  him  with  my 
eyes,  in  the  broad  day.  If  any  spark  of  my  re- 
sentment slumbered  in  my  bosom,  it  sprung  into 
a  blaze  when  my  eyes  rested  on  him.  You  know 
he  has  wronged  a  proud  man,  and  made  him  his 
deadly  enemy.  What  if  I  had  given  informa- 
tion of  him  to  that  man  ?  " 

DOMIIEY  AND  Son,  25. 


"  Information  !  "  repeated  Harriet. 

"  What  if  I  had  found  out  one  who  knew  your 
brother's  secret :  who  knew  the  manner  of  liis 
flight ;  who  knew  wliere  he  and  the  companion 
of  his  flight  were  gone  ?  What  if  I  had  ma'le 
him  utter  all  his  knowledge,  word  by  word,  be- 
fore this  enemy,  concealed  to  hear  it  ?     What  if 
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I  had  sat  by  at  the  time,  looking  into  this 
enemy's  face,  and  seeing  it  change  till  it  was 
scarcely  human  ?  What  if  I  had  seen  him  rush 
au-ay,  mad,  in  pursuit  ?  What  if  I  knew,  now, 
that  he  was  on  liis  road,  more  fiend  than  man, 
and  must,  in  so  many  hours,  come  up  with 
him?" 

"  Remove  your  hand  ! "  said  Harriet,  recoiling. 
'■■  Go  away !     Your  touch  is  dreadful  to  me  !  " 

"  I  have  done  this,"  pursued  the  other,  with 
her  eager  look,  regardless  of  the  interruption. 
"  Do  I  speak  and  look  as  if  I  really  had  ?  Do 
you  believe  what  I  am  saying  ?  " 

"  I  fear  I  must.     Let  my  arm  go  ! " 

"  Not  yet.  A  moment  more.  You  can  think 
what  my  revengeful  purjjose  must  have  been,  to 
last  so  long,  and  urge  me  to  do  this  ?  " 

"  Dreadful !  "  said  Harriet. 

"  Then,  when'  you  see  me  now,"  said  Alice 
hoarsely,  "here  again,  kneeling  quietly  on  the 
ground,  with  my  touch  upon  your  arm,  with  my 
eyes  upon  your  face,  you  may  believe  that  there 
is  no  common  earnestness  in  what  I  say,  and 
that  no  common  struggle  has  been  battling  in 
my  breast.  I  am  ashamed  to  speak  the  words, 
but  I  relent.  I  despise  myself ;  I  have  fought 
with  myself  all  day,  and  all  last  night;  but  I 
relent  towards  him  without  reason,  and  wish  to 
repair  what  I  have  done,  if  it  is  possible.  I 
wouldn't  have  them  come  together  while  his 
pursuer  is  so  blind  and  headlong.  If  you  had 
seen  him  as  he  went  out  last  night,  you  would 
,  know  the  danger  better." 

"  How  shall  it  be  prevented  ?  What  can  I 
do  ?  "  cried  Harriet. 

"  All  night  long,"  pursued  the  other  hurriedly, 
'•'  I  had  dreams  of  him — and  yet  I  didn't  sleep — 
in  his  blood.    All  day  I  have  had  him  near  me." 

"  What  can  I  do  ?  "  said  Harriet,  shuddering 
at  these  words. 

"  If  there  is  any  one  who'll  write,  or  send,  or 
go  to  him,  let  them  lose  no  time.  He  is  at 
Dijon.  Do  you  know  the  name,  and  where 
it  is?" 

"  Yes ! " 

'■'  Warn  him  that  the  rnan  he  has  made  his 
eneniy  is  in  a  frenzy,  and  that  he  doesn't  know 
him  if  he  makes  light  of  his  approach.  Tell  him 
that  he  is  on  the  road — I  know  he  is! — and 
hurrybg  on.  Urge  him  to  get  away  while  there 
is  time — if  there  is  time — and  not  to  meet  him 
yet.  A  month  or  so  will  make  years  of  dif- 
ference. Let  them  not  encounter  through  me. 
Anywhere  but  there  !  Any  time  but  now !  Let 
his  foe  follow  him,  and  find  him  for  himself,  but 
not  tlirough  me  !  There  is  enough  upon  my 
head  without." 


The  fire  ceased  to  be  reflected  in  her  jet- 
black  hair,  uplifted  face,  and  eager  eyes ;  her 
hand  was  gone  from  Harriet's  arm;  and  the 
place  where  she  had  been  was  empty. 
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HE  time,  an  hour  short  of  midnight ; 
the  place,  a  French  Apartment,  com- 
prising some  half-dozen  rooms ; — a 
dull,  cold  hall  or  corridor,  a  dining- 
room,  a  drawing-room,  a  bed-chamber, 
and  an  inner  drawing-room,  or  bou- 
doir, smaller  and  more  retired  than  tire 
rest.  All  these  shut  in  by  one  large  pair 
of  doors  on  the  main  staircase,  but  each  room 
provided  with  two  or  three  pairs  of  doors  of  its 
own,  establishing  several  means  of  communica- 
tion with  the  remaining  portion  of  the  apart- 
ment, or  with  certain  small  passages  within  the 
wall,  leading,  as  is  not  unusual  in  such  houses, 
to  some  back-stairs  with  an  obscure  outlet  below. 
The  whole  situated  on  the  first  floor  of  so  large 
an  hotel,  that  it  did  not  absorb  one  entire  row 
of  windows  upon  one  side  of  the  square  court- 
yard in  the  centre,  upon  which  the  whole  four 
sides  of  the  mansion  looked. 

An  air  of  splendour,  sufficiently  faded  to  be 
melancholy,  and  sufficiently  dazzling  to  clog  and 
embarrass  the  details  of  life  with  a  show  of  state, 
reigned  in  these  rooms.  The  walls  and  ceilings 
were  gilded  and  painted  ;  the  floors  were  waxed 
and  polished  ;  crimson  drapery  hung  in  festoons 
from  window,  door,  and  mirror ;  and  candelabra, 
gnarled  and  intertwisted  like  the  branches  of 
trees,  or  horns  of  animals,  stuck  out  from  the 
panels  of  the  wall.  But  in  the  daytime,  when 
the  lattice  blinds  (now  closely  shut)  were  opened, 
and  the  hght  let  in,  traces  were  discernible, 
among  this  finery,  of  wear  and  tear  and  dust,  of 
sun  and  damp  and  smoke,  and  lengthened  inter- 
vals of  want  of  use  and  habitation,  when  such 
shows  and  toys  of  life  seem  sensitive  like  life, 
and  waste  as  men  shut  up  in  prison  do.  Even 
night,  and  clusters  of  burning  candles,  could  not 
wholly  efface  them,  though  the  general  gfitter 
threw  them  in  the  shade. 

The  glitter  of  bright  tapers,  and  their  reflec- 
tion in  looking-glasses,  scraps  of  gilding,  and 
gay  colours,  were  confined,  on  this  night,  to  one 
room — that  smaller  room  within  the  rest,  just 
now  enumerated.  Seen  from  the  hall,  where  a 
lamp  was  feebly  burning,  through  the  dark  per- 
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spective  of  open  doors,  it  looked  as  shining  and 
precious  as  a  gem.  In  the  heart  of  its  radiance 
sat  a  beautiful  \vonian — Edith. 

She  was  alone.  The  same  defiant,  scornful 
woman  still.  The  cheek  a  little  worn,  the  eye  a 
little  larger  in  appearance,  and  more  lustrous, 
but  the  haughty  bearing  just  the  same.  No 
shame  upon  her  brow  ;  no  late  repentance  bend- 
ing her  disdainful  neck.  Imperious  and  stately 
yet,  and  yet  regardless  of  herself  and  of  all  else, 
she  sat  with  her  dark  eyes  cast  down,  waiting 
for  some  one. 

No  book,  no  work,  no  occupation  of  any  kind 
but  her  own  thoughts,  beguiled  the  tardy  time. 
Some  purpose,  strong  enough  to  fill  up  any  pause, 
possessed  her.  With  her  lips  pressed  togedier, 
and  quivering  if  for  a  moment  she  released  them 
from  her  control ;  with  her  nostril  inflated  ;  her 
hands  clasped  in  one  another ;  and  her  purpose 
swelling  in  her  breast ;  she  sat,  and  waited. 

At  the  sound  of  a  key  in  the  outer  door,  and 
a  footstep  in  the  hall,  she  started  up  and  cried 
"  Who's  that  ?"  The  answer  was  in  French,  and 
two  men  came  in  with  jingling  trays,  to  make 
preparation  for  supper. 

"  Who  had  bade  them  do  so  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Monsieur  had  commanded  it,  when  it  was 
his  pleasure  to  take  the  apartment.  Monsieur 
had  said,  when  he  stayed  there  for  an  hour, 

cii  route,  and  left  the  letter  for  madame 

Madame  had  received  it  surely?" 

"  Yes." 

"  A  thousand  pardons  !  The  sudden  appre- 
hension that  it  might  have  been  forgotten  had 
struck  him  : "  a  bald  man,  with  a  large  beard, 
from  a  neighbouring  restaurant :  "  with  despair  ! 
Monsieur  had  said  that  supper  was  to  be  ready  at 
that  hour :  also  that  he  had  forewarned  madame 
of  the  commands  he  had  given  in  his  letter.  Mon- 
sieur had  done  the  Golden  Head  the  honour  to 
request  that  the  supper  should  be  choice  and 
delicate.  Monsieur  would  find  that  his  confidence 
in  the  Golden  Head  was  not  misplaced." 

Edith  said  no  more,  but  looked  on  thought- 
fully while  they  prepared  the  table  for  two  per- 
sons, and  set  the  wine  upon  it.  She  arose  before 
they  had  finished,  and  taking  a  lamp,  passed  into 
the  bedchamber,  and  into  the  drawing-room, 
where  she  hurriedly  but  narrowly  examined  all 
the  doors ;  particularly  one  in  the  former  room 
that  opened  on  the  passage  in  the  wall.  From 
this  she  took  the  key,  and  put  it  on  the  outer 
side.     She  then  came  back. 

The  men — the  seconrl  of  whom  was  a  dark, 
bilious  subject,  in  a  jacket,  close  shaved,  and 
with  a  black  head  of  hair  close  cropped — had 
completed  their  preparation  'of  the  table,  and 


were  standing  looking  at  it.  He  who  had 
spoken  before,  inquired  whether  madame  thought 
it  would  be  long  before  monsieur  arrived  ? 

"  She  couldn't  say.     It  was  all  one." 

"  Pardon  !  There  was  the  su]3per  !  It  should 
be  eaten  on  the  instant.  Monsieur  (who  spoke 
French  like  an  Angel — or  a  Frenchman — it  was 
all  the  same)  had  spoken  \vith  great  emphasis  of 
his  punctuality.  But  the  English  nation  had  so 
grand  a  genius  for  punctuality.  Ah !  what  noise ! 
Great  Heaven,  here  was  monsieur !  Behold 
him  ! " 

In  effect,  monsieur,  admitted  by  the  other  of 
the  two,  came,  with  his  gleaming  teeth,  through 
the  dark  rooms,  like  a  mouth ;  and  arriving  in 
that  sanctuary  of  light  and  colour,  a  figure  at 
full  length,  embraced  madame,  and  addressed 
her  in  the  French  tongue  as  his  charming  wife. 

"  My  God !  Madame  is  going  to  faint. 
Madame  is  overcome  with  joy!"  The  bald 
man  with  the  beard  observed  it,  and  cried  out. 

Madame  had  only  shrunk  and  shivered.  Be- 
fore the  words  were  spoken,  she  was  standing 
with  her  hand  upon  the  velvet  back  of  a  great 
chair;  her  figure  drawn  up  to  its  full  height,  and 
her  face  immovable. 

"  Francois  has  flown  over  to  the  Golden 
Head  for  supper.  He  flies  on  these  occasions 
like  an  angel  or  a  bird.  The  baggage  of  mon- 
sieur is  in  his  room.  All  is  arranged.  The 
supper  will  be  here  this  moment."  These  facts 
the  bald  man  notified  with  bows  and  smiles,  and 
presently  the  supper  came. 

The  hot  dishes  were  on  a  chafing-dish;  the 
cold  already  set  forth,  with  the  change  of  service 
on  a  sideboard.  Monsieur  was  satisfied  with 
this  arrangement.  The  supper-table  being  small, 
it  pleased  him  very  well.  Let  them  set  the 
chafing-dish  upon  the  floor,  and  go.  He  would 
remove  the  dishes  with  his  own  hands. 

"  Pardon  ! "  said  the  bald  man  politely.  "  It 
was  impossible  ! " 

Monsieur  was  of  another  opinion.  Fie  re- 
quired no  further  attendance  tliat  night. 

"  But  madame "  the  bald  man  hinted. 

"  Madame,"  replied  monsieur,  "  had  her  own 
maid.     It  was  enough." 

"  A  million  pardons  !  No  !  madame  had  no 
maid ! " 

"  I  came  here  alone,"  said  Edith.  "  It  was 
my  choice  to  do  so.  I  am  well  used  to  travel- 
ling; I  want  no  attendance.  They  need  send 
nobody  to  me." 

Monsieur  accordingly,  persevering  in  his  first 
proposed  impossibility,  proceeded  to  folkiw  the 
two  attendants  to  the  outer  door,  and  secure  it 
after  them  for  the  night.    'J'he  bald  man  turning 
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round  to  bow  as  he  went  out,  observed  that 
madame  still  stood  with  her  hand  upon  the 
velvet  back  of  the  great  chair,  and  that  her  face 
was  quite  regardless  of  him,  though  she  was 
looking  straight  before  her. 

As  the  sound  of  Carker's  fastening  the  door 
resounded  through  the  intermediate  rooms,  and 
seemed  to  come  hushed  and  stifled  into  that 
last  distant  one,  the  sound  of  the  Cathedral 
clock  striking  twelve  mingled  with  it  in  Edith's 
ears.  She  heard  him  pause,  as  if  he  heard  it 
too,  and  listened ;  and  then  come  back  towards 
lier,  laying  a  long  train  of  footsteps  through  the 
silence,  and  shutting  all  the  doors  behind  him 
as  he  came  along.  Her  hand,  for  a  moment, 
left  the  velvet  chair  to  bring  a  knife  within  her 
reach  upon  the  table  ;  then  she  stood  as  she 
had  stood  before. 

•'  How  strange  to  come  here  by  yourself,  my 
love  !  "  he  said  as  he  entered. 

•'  \Vhat !  "  she  returned. 

Her  tone  was  so  harsh ;  the  quick  turn  of  her 
liead  so  fierce ;  her  attitude  so  repellent ;  and 
her  frown  so  black ;  that  he  stood  with  the  lamp 
in  his  hand,  looking  at  her,  as  if  she  had  struck 
him  motionless. 

"  I  say,"  he  at  length  repeated,  putting  down 
the  lamp,  and  smiling  his  most  courtly  smile, 
"  how  strange  to  come  here  alone  !  It  was 
unnecessary  caution  surely,  and  might  have  de- 
feated itself.  You  were  to  have  engaged  an 
attendant  at  Havre  or  Rouen,  and  have  had 
abundance  of  time  for  the  purpose,  though  you 
had  been  the  most  capricious  and  difficult  (as 
you  are  the  most  beautiful,  my  love)  of  women." 

Her  eyes  gleamed  strangely  on  him,  but  she 
stood  with  her  hand  resting  on  the  chair,  and 
said  not  a  word. 

"  I  have  never,"  resumed  Carker,  "  seen  you 
look  so  handsome  as  you  do  to-night.  Even 
the  picture  I  have  carried  in  my  mind  during 
this  cruel  probation,  and  which  I  have  con- 
templated night  and  day,  is  exceeded  by  the 
reality." 

Not  a  word.  Not  a  look.  Her  eyes  com- 
l)letely  hidden  by  their  drooping  lashes,  but  her 
head  held  up. 

■'  Hard,  unrelenting  terms  they  were  ! "  said 
Carker  with  a  smile,  "  but  they  are  all  fulfilled 
and  past,  and  make  the  present  more  delicious 
and  more  safe.  Sicily  shall  be  the  place  of  our 
retreat.  In  the  idlest  and  easiest  part  of  the 
world,  my  soul,  we'll  both  seek  compensation  for 
old  slaver)-." 

He  was  coming  gaily  towards  her,  when,  in 
an  instant,  she  caught  the  knife  up  from  the  table, 
and  started  one  pace  back. 


"Stand  still!"  she  said,  "or  I  shall  murder 
you  !  " 

The  sudden  change  in  her,  the  towering  fury 
and  intense  abhorrence  sparkling  in  her  eyes 
and  lighting  up  her  brow,  made  him  stop  as  if  a 
fire  had  stopped  him. 

"  Stand  still !  "  she  said,  "  come  no  nearer  me, 
upon  your  life  !  " 

They  both  stood  looking  at  each  other. 
Rage  and  astonishment  were  in  his  face,  but  he 
controlled  them,  and  said  lightly, 

"  Come,  come  !  Tush,  we  are  alone,  and  out 
of  everybody's  sight  and  hearing.  Do  you  think 
to  frighten  me  with  these  tricks  of  virtue?" 

"  Do  you  think  to  frighten  me,"  she  answered 
fiercely,  "  from  any  purpose  that  I  have,  and  any 
course  I  am  resolved  upon,  by  reminding  me  of 
the  solitude  of  this  place,  and  there  being  no 
help  near  ?  Me,  who  am  here  alone  designedly  ? 
If  I  feared  you,  should  I  not  have  avoided  you  ? 
If  I  feared  you,  should  I  be  here,  in  the  dead  of 
night,  telling  you  to  your  face  what  I  am  going 
to  tell?" 

"  And  what  is  that,"  he  said,  "  you  handsome 
shrew?  Handsomer  so  than  any  other  woman 
in  her  best  humour." 

"  I  tell  you  nothing,"  she  returned,  '■  until  you 
go  back  to  that  chair — except  ihis,  once  again — 
Don't  come  near  me  !  Not  a  step  nearer.  I 
tell  you,  if  you  do,  as  Heaven  sees  us,  I  shall 
murder  you  I " 

"  Do  you  mistake  me  for  your  husband  ?  "  he 
retorted  with  a  grin. 

Disdaining  to  reply,  she  stretched  her  arm  out, 
pointing  to  the  chair.  He  bit  his  lip,  frowned, 
laughed,  and  sat  down  in  it,  with  a  baffled, 
irresolute,  impatient  air,  he  was  unable  to  con- 
ceal ;  and  biting  his  nail  nervously,  and  looking 
at  her  sideways,  with  bitter  discomfiture,  even 
while  he  feigned  to  be  amused  by  her  caprice. 

She  put  the  knife  down  upon  the  table,  and 
touching  her  bosom  with  her  hand,  said  : 

"  I  have  something  lying  here  that  is  no  love 
trinket;  and  sooner  than  endure  your  touch 
once  more,  I  would  use  it  on  you — and  you 
know  it,  while  I  speak — with  less  reluctance 
than  I  would  on  any  other  creeping  thing  that 
lives." 

He  affected  to  laugh  jestingly,  and  entreated 
her  to  act  her  play  out  quickly,  for  the  supper 
was  growing  cold.  But  the  secret  look  with 
which  he  regarded  her  was  more  sullen  and 
lowering,  and  he  struck  his  foot  once  upon  the 
floor  with  a  muttered  oath. 

"  How  many  times,"  said  Edith,  bending  her 
darkest  glance  upon  him,  "has  your  bold 
knavery  assailed  me  with   outrage  and  insult  ? 
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How  many  times  in  your  smooth  manner,  and 
mocking  words  and  looks,  have  I  been  twitted 
with  my  courtship  and  my  marriage  ?  How 
many  times  have  you  laid  bare  my  wound  of 
love  for  that  sweet,  injured  girl,  and  lacerated 
it?  How  often  have  you  fanned  the  fire  on 
which,  for  two  years,  I  have  writhed ;  and  tempted 
r.ic  to  take  a  desperate  revenge,  when  it  has  most 
tortured  me  ?" 

"  I  have  no  doubt,  ma'am,"  he  replied,  "  that 
you  have  kept  a  good  account,  and  that  it's 
pretty  accurate.  Come,  Edith.  To  your  hus- 
band, poor  wretch,  this  was  well  enough " 

"  Why,  if,"  she  said,  surveying  him  with  a 
haughty  contempt  and  disgust  that  he  shrunk 
under,  let  him  brave  it  as  he  would,  "if  all  my 
other  reasons  for  despising  him  could  have  been 
blown  away  like  feathers,  his  having  you  for  his 
counsellor  and  favourite  would  have  almost  been 
enough  to  hold  their  place." 

"  Is  that  a  reason  why  you  have  runaway  with 
me  ?  "  he  asked  her  tauntingly. 

"  Yes,  and  why  we  are  face  to  face  for  the  last 
time.  Wretch!  we  meet  to-night,  and  part  to- 
night. For  not  one  moment  after  I  have  ceased 
to  speak  will  I  stay  here  ! " 

He  turned  upon  her  with  his  ugliest  look,  and 
griped  the  table  with  his  hand  ;  but  neither  rose, 
nor  otherwise  answered  or  threatened  her. 

"  I  am  a  woman,"  she  said,  confronting  him 
steadfastly,  "  who  from  her  very  childhood  has 
been  shamed  and  steeled.  I  have  been  offered 
and  rejected,  put  up  and  appraised,  until  my 
very  soul  has  sickened.  1  have  not  had  an 
accomplishment  or  grace  that  might  have  been 
a  resource  to  me,  but  it  has  been  paraded,  and 
vended  to  enhance  my  value,  as  if  the  common 
crier  had  called  it  through  the  streets.  My  poor, 
jiroud  friends  have  looked  on  and  approved; 
and  every  tie  between  us  has  been  deadened  in 
my  breast.  There  is  not  one  of  them  for  whom 
I  care,  as  I  could  care  for  a  pet  dog.  I  stand 
alone  in  the  w'orld,  remembering  well  what  a 
hollow  world  it  has  been  to  me,  and  what  a 
hollow  part  of  it  I  have  been  myself.  You  know 
this,  and  you  know  that  my  fame  with  it  is 
worthless  to  me." 

"  Yes  ;  I  imagined  that,"  he  said. 

"  And  calculated  on  it,"  she  rejoined,  "  and 
so  pursued  me.  Grown  too  indifferent  for  any 
opposition  but  indifference  to  the  daily  working 
of  the  hands  that  had  moulded  me  to  this ;  and 
knowing  that  my  marriage  would  at  least  prevent 
their  hawking  of  me  up  and  down ;  I  suflered 
myself  to  be  sold  as  infamously  as  any  woman 
with  a  halter  round  her  neck  is  sold  in  any 
market-place.     You  know  that," 


"  Yes,"  he  said,  showing  all  his  teeth.  "  I 
know  that." 

"And  calculated  on  it,"  she  rejoined  once 
more,  "  and  so  pursued  me.  From  my  marriage- 
day,  I  found  myself  exposed  to  such  new  shame 
— to  such  sohcitation  and  pursuit  (expressed  as 
clearly  as  if  it  had  been  written  in  the  coarsest 
words,  and  thrust  into  my  hand  at  every  turn) 
from  one  mean  villain,  that  I  felt  as  if  I  had 
never  known  humiliation  till  that  time.  This 
shame  my  husband  fixed  upon  me  ;  hemmed  me 
round  with,  himself;  steeped  me  in  with  his  own 
hands,  and  of  his  own  act,  repeated  hundreds  of 
times.  And  thus — forced  by  the  two  I'rom  ever)' 
point  of  rest  I  had — forced  by  the  two  to  yield 
up  the  last  retreat  of  love  and  gentleness  within 
me,  or  to  be  a  new  misfortune  on  its  innocent 
object — driven  from  each  to  each,  and  beset  by 
one  when  I  escaped  the  other — my  anger  rose 
almost  to  distraction  against  botli.  I  do  not 
know  against  which  it  rose  higher — the  master 
or  the  man  !  " 

He  watched  her  closely,  as  she  stood  before 
him  in  the  very  triumph  of  her  indignant  beauty. 
She  was  resolute,  he  saw  ;  undauntable  ;  with 
no  more  fear  of  him  than  of  a  worm. 

"  What  should  I  say  of  honour  or  of  chastity 
to  you?"  she  went  on.  "  What  meaning  would 
it  have  to  you  ;  what  meaning  would  it  have 
from  me?  But  if  I  tell  you  that  the  lightest 
touch  of  your  hand  makes  my  blood  cold  with 
antipathy;  that  from  the  hour  when  I  first  saw 
and  hated  you,  to  now,  when  my  instinctive 
repugnance  is  enhanced  by  every  minute's 
knowledge  of  you  I  have  since  had.  you  have 
been  a  loathsome  creature  to  me  which  has  not 
its  like  on  earth  ;  how  then  ?  " 

He  answered,  with  a  faint  laugh,  "  Ay  !  How 
then,  my  queen  ?  " 

"  On  that  night  when,  emboldened  by  the 
scene  you  had  assisted  at,  you  dared  come  to 
my  room  and  speak  to  me,"  .she  said,  "wiiat 
passed  ? " 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  laughed  again. 

"  What  passed  ?  "  she  said. 

'•  Your  memory  is  so  distinct,"  he  returned. 
'■■  that  I  have  no  doubt  you  can  recall  it." 

"  I  can,"  she  said.  "  Hear  it !  Proposing 
then  this  flight — not  this  flight,  but  the  flight  you 
thought  it — you  told  me  tliat  in  the  having  given 
you  that  meeting,  and  leaving  you  to  be  dis- 
covered there,  if  you  so  thought  fit ;  and  in  the 
having  suffered  you  to  be  alone  w-ith  me  many 
times  before, — and  having  made  the  oppor- 
tunities, you  said, — and  in  the  having  openly 
avowed  to  you  that  I  had  no  feeling  for  my 
husband  but  aversion,  and  no  care  for  myself — 
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I  was  lost  j  I  had  given  you  the  power  to  traduce 
my  name ;  and  I  lived,  in  virtuous  reputation,  at 
the  pleasure  of  your  breath." 

"  All  stratagems  in  love "  he  interrupted, 

smiling.     "  The  old  adage " 

"On  that  night,"  said  Edith,  '-and  then  the 
struggle  that  I  long  had  had  with  something 
that  was  not  respect  for  my  good  fame — that 
was  I  know  not  what — perhaps  the  clinging  to 
that  last  retreat — was  ended.  On  that  night, 
and  then  I  turned  from  everything  but  passion 
and  resentment.  I  struck  a  blow  that  laid  your 
loft)''  master  in  the  dust,  and  set  you  there, 
before  me,  looking  at  me  now,  and  knowing 
what  I  mean." 

He  sprung  up  from  his  chair  with  a  great  oath. 
She  put  her  hand  into  her  bosom,  and  not  a 
finger  trembled,  not  a  hair  upon  her  head  was 
stirred.  He  stood  still :  she  too  :  the  table  and 
chair  between  them. 

"  AVhen  I  forget  that  this  man  put  his  lips  to 
mine  that  night,  and  held  me  in  his  arms  as  he 
has  done  again  to-night,"  said  Edith,  pointing  at 
him ;  "  when  I  forget  the  taint  of  his  kiss  upon  my 
cheek — the  cheek  that  Florence  would  have  laid 
her  guiltless  face  against — when  I  forget  \n\ 
meeting  with  her  while  that  taint  was  hot  upon 
me,  and  in  what  a  flood  the  knowledge  rushed 
upon  me  when  I  saw  her,  that  in  releasing  her 
from  the  persecution  I  had  caused  her  by  my 
love,  I  brought  a  shame  and  degradation  on  her 
name  through  mine,  and  in  all  time  to  come 
should  be  the  solitary  figure  representing  in  her 
mind  her  first  avoidance  of  a  guilty  creature- 
then.  Husband,  from  whom  I  stand  divorced 
henceforth,  I  will  forget  these  last  two  years,  and 
undo  what  I  have  done,  and  undeceive  you  !  " 

Her  flashing  e3'es,  uplifted  for  a  moment, 
lighted  again  on  Carker,  and  she  held  some 
letters  out  in  her  left  hand. 

"  See  these  ! "  she  said  contemptuousl)'.  "  You 
have  addressed  these  to  me  in  the  false  name 
you  go  by;  one  here,  some  elsewhere  on  my 
road.  The  seals  are  unbroken.  Take  them 
back ! " 

She  crunched  them  in  her  hand,  and  tossed 
them  to  his  feet.  And,  as  she  looked  upon  him 
now,  a  smile  was  on  her  face. 

"  We  meet  and  part  to-night,"  she  said.  "  You 
have  fallen  on  Sicilian  days  and  sensual  rest  too 
soon.  You  might  have  cajoled,  and  fawned, 
and  played  your  traitor's  part  a  little  longer,  and 
grown  richer.  You  purchase  your  voluptuous 
retirement  dear  ! " 

"  Edith  ! "  he  retorted,  menacing  her  with  his 
hand.  "  Sit  down  !  Have  done  with  this  ! 
What  devil  possesses  you  ?  " 


"  Their  name  is  Legion,"  she  replied,  uprearinp: 
her  proud  form  as  if  she  would  have  crushed 
him  ;  "  you  and  your  master  have  raised  them 
in  a  fruitful  house,  and  they  shall  tear  you  both. 
False  to  him,  false  to  his  innocent  child,  false 
every  way  and  everywhere,  go  forth  and  boast 
of  me,  and  gnash  your  teeth  for  once  to  know 
that  you  are  lying  !  " 

He  stood  before  her,  muttering  and  menacing, 
and  scowling  round  as  if  for  something  that 
would  help  him  to  conquer  her ;  but  with  the 
same  indomitable  spirit  she  opposed  him,  with- 
out faltering. 

"In  ever)^  vaunt  you  make,"  she  said-,  "I 
have  my  triumph.  I  single  out  in  you  the 
meanest  man  I  know,  the  parasite  and  tool  of 
tlie  proud  tyrant,  that  his  w-ound  may  go  the 
deeper  and  may  rankle  more.  Boast,  and  re- 
venge me  on  him  !  You  know  how  you  came 
here  to-night ;  you  know  how  you  stand  cower- 
ing there ;  you  see  yourself  in  colours  quite  as 
despicable,  if  not  as  odious,  as  those  in  which  I 
see  you.  Boast,  then,  and  revenge  me  on  your- 
self." 

The  foam  was  on  his  lips  ;  the  wet  stood  on 
his  forehead.  If  she  would  have  faltered  once, 
for  only  one  half-moment,  he  would  have 
pinioned  her;  but  she  was  as  firm  as  rock,  and 
her  searching  eyes  never  left  him. 

"  We  don't  part  so,"  he  said.  "  Do  you  think 
I  am  drivelling,  to  let  you  go  in  your  mad 
temper  ?  " 

"  Do  you  think,"  she  answered,  "  that  I  am  to 
be  stayed  ?  " 

"  I'll  try,  my  dear,"  he  said  with  a  ferocious 
gesture  of  his  head. 

"  God's  mercy  on  you,  if  you  tr}'  by  coming 
near  me  !  "  she  replied. 

"  And  what,"  he  said,  "  if  there  are  none  of 
these  same  boasts  and  vaunts  on  my  part  ?  what 
if  I  were  to  turn  too?  Come  !  "  and  his  teeth 
fairly  shone  again.  "  We  must  make  a  treat)-  of 
this,  or  1  may  take  some  unexpected  course. 
Sit  down,  sit  down  !  "  , 

"  Too  late  !  "  she  cried,  with  eyes  that  seemed 
to  sparkle  fire.  "  I  have  thrown  my  fame  and 
good  name  to  the  winds !  I  have  resolved  to 
bear  the  shame  that  will  attach  to  me — resolved 
to  know  that  it  attaches  falsely — that  you  know 
it  too — and  that  he  does  not,  never  can,  and 
never  shall.  I'll  die  and  make  no  sign.  For 
this  I  am  here  alone  with  you  at  the  dead  of 
night.  For  this  I  have  met  you  here,  in  a  false 
name,  as  your  wife.  For  this  I  have  been  seen 
here  by  those  men,  and  left  here.  Nothing  can 
save  you  now." 

He  would  have  sold  his  soul  to  root  her,  in 
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her  beauty,  to  the  floor,  and  make  her  arms  drop 
at  her  sides,  and  have  her  at  his  mercy.  But  he 
could  not  look  at  her,  and  not  be  afraid  of  her. 
He  saw  a  strength  within  her  that  was  resistless. 
He  saw  that  she  was  desperate,  and  that  her 
unquenchable  hatred  of  him  would  stop  at  no- 
thing. His  eyes  followed  the  hand  that  was  put 
with  such  rugged,  uncongenial  purpose  into  her 
white  bosom,  and  he  thought  that  if  it  struck  at 
him,  and  failed,  it  would  strike  there  just  as  soon. 

He  did  not  venture,  therefore,  to  advance  to- 
wards her ;  but  the  door  by  which  he  had  en- 
tered was  behind  him,  and  he  stepped  back  to 
lock  it. 

"  Lastly,  take  my  warning  !  look  to  yourself!" 
she  said,  and  smiled  again.  "  You  have  been 
betrayed,  as  all  betrayers  are.  It  has  been 
made  known  that  you  are  in  this  place,  or  were 
to  be,  or  have  been.  If  I  live,  I  saw  my  hus- 
band in  a  carriage  in  the  street  to-night ! " 

"  Strumpet,  it's  false  !  "  cried  Carker. 

At  the  moment,  the  bell  rang  loudly  in  the 
hall.  He  turned  white,  as  she  held  her  hand  up 
like  an  enchantress,  at  whose  invocation  the 
sound  had  come. 

"  Hark  !  do  you  hear  it  ?  " 

He  set  his  back  against  the  door ;  for  he  saw 
a  change  in  her,  and  fancied  she  was  coming  on 
to  pass  him.  But,  in  a  moment,  she  was  gone 
through  the  opposite  doors  communicating  with 
the  bedchamber,  and  they  shut  upon  her. 

Once  turned,  once  changed  in  her  inflexible, 
unyielding  look,  he  felt  that  he  could  cope  with 
her.  He  thought  a  sudden  terror,  occasioned 
by  this  night  alarm,  had  subdued  her ;  not  the 
less  readily  for  her  overwrought  condition. 
Throwing  open  the  doors,  he  followed,  almost 
instantly. 

But  the  room  was  dark  ;  and,  as  she  made  no 
answer  to  his  call,  he  was  fain  to  go  back  for  the 
lamp.  He  held  it  up,  and  looked  round  every- 
where, expecting  to  see  her  crouching  in  some 
corner ;  but  the  room  was  empty.  So,  into  the 
drawing-room  and  dining-room  he  went,  in  suc- 
cession, with  the  uncertain  steps  of  a  man  in  a 
strange  place  ;  looking  fearfully  about,  and  pry- 
ing behind  screens  and  couches ;  but  she  was 
not  there.  No,  nor  in  the  hall,  which  was  so 
bare  that  he  could  see  that  at  a  glance. 

All  this  time  the  ringing  at  the  bell  was  con- 
stantly renewed,  and  those  without  were  beating 
at  the  door.  He  put  his  lamp  down  at  a  dis- 
tance, and  going  near  it,  listened.  There  were 
several  voices  talking  together ;  at  least  two  of 
tliem  in  English ;  and  though  the  door  was 
thick,  and  there  was  great  confusion,  he  knew  one 
of  these  too  well  to  doubt  whose  voice  it  was. 


He  took  up  his  lamp  again,  and  came  back 
quickly  through  all  the  rooms,  stopping  as  he 
quitted  each,  and  looking  round  for  her,  wth 
the  light  raised  above  his  head.  He  was  stand- 
ing thus  in  the  bedchamber,  when  the  door 
leading  to  the  little  passage  in  the  wall  caught 
his  eye.  He  went  to  it,  and  found  it  fastened 
on  the  other  side  ;  but  she  had  dropped  a  veil 
in  going  through,  and  shut  it  in  the  door. 

All  this  time  the  people  on  the  stairs  were 
ringing  at  the  bell,  and  knocking  with  their 
hands  and  feet. 

He  was  not  a  coward  :  but  these  sounds  ;  what 
had  gone  before  ;  the  strangeness  of  the  place, 
which  had  confused  him,  even  in  his  return  from 
the  hall ;  the  frustration  of  his  schemes  (for, 
strange  to  say,  he  would  have  been  much  bolder 
if  they  had  succeeded) ;  the  unseasonable  time  ; 
the  recollection  of  having  no  one  near  to  whom 
he  could  appeal  for  any  friendly  office ;  above 
all,  the  sudden  sense,  which  made  even  his 
heart  beat  like  lead,  that  the  man  whose  confi- 
dence he  had  outraged,  and  whom  he  had  so 
ti'eacherously  deceived,  was  there  to  recognise 
and  challenge  him  with  his  mask  plucked  off  his 
face ;  struck  a  panic  through  him.  He  tried  the 
door  in  which  the  veil  was  shut,  but  couldn't 
force  it.  He  opened  one  of  the  windows,  and 
looked  down  through  the  lattice  of  the  blind  into 
the  courtyard ;  but  it  was  a  high  leap,  and  the 
stones  were  pitiless. 

The  ringing  and  knocking  still  continuing — 
his  panic  too — he  went  back  to  the  door  in  the 
bedchamber,  and  with  some  new  eflorts,  each 
more  stubborn  than  the  last,  wrenched  it  open. 
Seeing  the  little  staircase  not  far  off,  and  feeling 
the  night  air  coming  up,  he  stole  back  for  his  hat 
and  coat,  made  the  door  as  secure  after  him  as 
he  could,  crept  down  lamp  in  hand,  extinguished 
it  on  seeing  the  street,  and  having  put  it  in  a 
corner,  went  out  where  the  stars  were  shining. 


noise 
In 


CHAPTER  LV. 

ROB  THE  GRINDER  LOSES  HIS  PLACE. 

HE  porter  at  the  iron  gate  which  shut 
the  courtyard  from  the  street  had 
left  the  little  wicket  of  his  house 
open,  and  was  gone  away;  no  doubt 
to  mingle  in  the  distant  noise  at  the 
r  on  the  great  staircase.  Lifting  the 
latch  softly,  Carker  crept  out,  and  shutting 
jangling  gate  after  him  with  as  little 
as  possible,  hurried  off. 
the  fever  of  his  mortification  and  unavail- 
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ing  rage,  the  panic  that  had  seized  upon  him 
mastered  him  completely.  It  rose  to  such  a 
hei""ht  that  he  would  have  blindly  encountered 
almost  any  risk,  rather  than  meet  the  man  of 
whom,  two  hours  ago,  he  had  been  utterly  re- 
gardless. His  fierce  arrival,  which  he  had  never 
expected ;  the  sound  of  his  voice  ;  their  having 
been  so  near  a  meeting  face  to  face ;  he  would 
have  braved  out  this,  after  the  first  momentary 
shock  of  alarm,  and  would  have  put  as  bold  a 
front  upon  his  guilt  as  any  villain.  But  the 
springing  of  his  mine  upon  himself  seemed  to 
have  rent  and  shivered  all  his  hardihood  and 
self-reliance.  Spurned  like  any  reptile;  en- 
trapped and  mocked  ;  turned  upon,  and  trodden 
down  by  the  proud  woman  whose  mind  he  had 
slowly  poisoned,  as  he  thought,  until  she  had 
sunk  into  the  mere  creature  of  his  pleasure;  un- 
deceived in  his  deceit,  and  with  his  fox's  hide 
stripped  off,  he  sneaked  away,  abashed,  degraded, 
and  afraid. 

Some  other  terror  came  upon  him,  quite  re- 
moved from  this  of  being  pursued,  suddenly  like 
an  electric  shock,  as  he  was  creeping  through 
the  streets.  Some  visionary  terror,  unintelligible 
and  inexplicable,  associated  with  a  trembling  of 
the  ground, — a  rush  and  sweep  of  something 
through  the  air,  like  Death  upon  the  wing.  He 
shrunk,  as  if  to  let  the  thing  go  by.  It  was  not 
gone,  it  never  had  been  there,  yet  what  a  start- 
ling horror  it  had  left  behind. 

He  raised  his  wicked  face,  so  full  of  trouble, 
to  the  night  sky  where  the  stars,  so  full  of  peace, 
were  shining  on  him  as  they  had  been  when  he 
first  stole  out  into  the  air ;  and  stopped  to  think 
what  he  should  do.  The  dread  of  being  hunted 
in  a  strange,  remote  place,  where  the  laws  might 
not  protect  him — the  novelty  of  the  feeling  that 
it  li'as  strange  and  remote,  originating  in  his 
being  left  alone  so  suddenly  amid  the  ruins  of 
his  plans — his  greater  dread  of  seeking  refuge 
now  in  Italy  or  in  Sicily,  where  men  might  be 
hired  to  assassinate  him,  he  thought,  at  any  dark 
street  corner — the  waywardness  of  guilt  and  fear 
— perhaps  some  sympathy  of  action  with  the 
turning  back  of  all  his  schemes — impelled  him  to 
turn  back  too,  and  go  to  England. 

"  I  am  safer  there,  in  any  case.  If  I  should 
not  decide,"  he  thought,  "  to  give  this  fool  a 
meeting,  I  am  less  likely  to  be  traced  there  than 
abroad  here,  now.  And  if  I  should  (this  cursed 
fit  being  over),  at  least  I  shall  not  be  alone, 
without  a  soul  to  speak  to,  or  advise  with,  or 
stand  by  me.  I  shall  not  be  run  in  upon  and 
worried  like  a  rat." 

He  muttered  Edith's  name,  and  clenched  his 
hand.     As  he  crept  along  in  the  shadow  of  the 


massive  buildings,  he  set  his  teeth,  and  muttered 
dreadful  imprecations  on  her  head,  and  looked 
from  side  to  side  as  if  in  search  of  her.  Thus, 
he  stole  on  to  the  gate  of  an  inn  yard.  The 
people  were  abed  ;  but  his  ringing  at  the  bell 
soon  produced  a  man  with  a  lantern,  in  com- 
pany with  whom  he  was  presently  in  a  dim 
coach-house,  bargaining  for  the  hire  of  an  old 
phaeton  to  Paris. 

The  bargain  was  a  short  one  ;  and  the  horses 
were  soon  sent  for.  Leaving  word  that  the  car- 
riage was  to  follow  him  when  they  came,  he  stole 
away  again,  beyond  the  town,  past  the  old  ram- 
parts, out  on  the  open  road,  which  seemed  to 
glide  away  along  the  dark  plain  like  a  stream  ! 

Whither  did  it  flow  ?  What  was  the  end  of  it  ? 
As  he  paused,  with  some  such  suggestion  within 
him,  looking  over  the  gloomy  flat  where  the 
slender  trees  marked  out  the  way,  again  that 
flight  of  Death  came  rushing  up,  again  went  on, 
impetuous  and  resistless,  again  w-as  nothing  but 
a  horror  in  his  mind,  dark  as  the  scene,  and 
undefined  as  its  remotest  verge. 

There  was  no  wind  ;  there  was  no  passing 
shadow  on  the  deep  shade  of  the  night ;  there 
was  no  noise.  The  city  lay  behind  him,  lighted 
here  and  there,  and  starry  worlds  were  hidden 
by  the  masonry  of  spire  and  roof  that  hardly 
made  out  any  shapes  against  the  sky.  Dark  and 
lonely  distance  lay  around  him  everywhere,  and 
the  clocks  were  faintly  striking  two. 

He  went  forward  for  what  appeared  a  long 
time,  and  a  long  way ;  often  stopping  to  listen. 
At  last  the  ringing  of  horses'  bells  greeted  his 
anxious  ears.  Now  softer,  and  now  louder,  now 
inaudible,  now  ringing  very  slowly  over  bad 
ground,  now  brisk  and  merry,  it  came  on ;  until, 
with  a  loud  shouting  and  lashing,  a  shadowy 
postillion,  muffled  to  the  eyes,  checked  his  four 
struggling  horses  at  his  side. 

"  Who  goes  there  ?    Monsieur  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  Monsieur  has  walked  a  long  way  in  the  dark 
midnight." 

"  No  matter.  Every  one  to  his  taste.  Were 
there  any  other  horses  ordered  at  the  post- 
house  ?  " 

"A  thousand  devils! — and  pardon!  other 
horses  ?  at  this  hour  ?     No." 

"Listen,  my  friend.  I  am  much  hurried. 
Let  us  see  how  fast  we  can  travel.  The  faster 
the  more  money  there  will  be  to  drink.  Oft  we 
go,  then  !     Quick  !  " 

"  Halloa !  whoop  !  Halloa!  Hi!"  Away^ 
at  a  gallop,  over  the  black  landscape,  scattering 
the  dust  and  dirt  like  spray  ! 

The  clatter  and  commotion  echoed    to  the 
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hurry  and  discordance  of  the  fugitive's  ideas. 
Nothing  clear  without,  and  nothing  clear  within. 
Objects  flitting  past,  merging  into  one  another, 
dimly  descried,  confusedly  lost  sight  of,  gone ! 
Beyond  the  changing  scraps  of  fence  and  cot- 
tage immediately  upon  the  road,  a  lowering 
waste.  Beyond  the  shifting  images  that  rose  up 
in  his  mind,  and  vanished  as  they  showed  them- 
selves, a  black  expanse  of  dread  and  rage  and 
baffled  villainy.  Occasionally  a  sigh  of  moun- 
tain air  came  from  the  distant  Jura,  fading  along 
the  plain.  Sometimes  that  rush,  which  was  so 
furious  and  horrible,  again  came  sweeping 
through  his  fancy,  passed  away,  and  left  a  chill 
upon  his  blood. 

The  lamps,  gleaming  on  the  medley  of  horses' 
heads,  jumbled  with  the  shadowy  driver,  and 
the  fluttering  of  his  cloak,  made  a  thousand  in- 
distinct shapes,  answering  to  his  thoughts. 
Shadows  of  familiar  people,  stooping  at  their 
desks  and  books,  in  their  remembered  attitudes; 
strange  apparitions  of  the  man  whom  he  was 
flying  from,  or  of  Edith ;  repetitions,  in  the 
ringing  bells  and  rolling  wheels,  of  words  that 
had  been  spoken  ;  confusions  of  time  and  place, 
making  last  night  a  month  ago,  a  month  ago 
last  night — home  now  distant  beyond  hope,  now 
instantly  accessible  ;  commotion,  discord,  hurry, 
darkness,  and  confusion  in  his  mind,  and  all 
around  him. — Halloa  !  Hi !  away  at  a  gallop 
over  the  black  landscape ;  dust  and  dirt  flying 
like  spray,  the  smoking  horses  snorting  and 
plunging  as  if  each  of  them  were  ridden  by  a 
demon,  away  in  a  frantic  triumph  on  the  dark 
road — whither  ? 

Again  the  nameless  shock  comes  speeding  up, 
and,  as  it  passes,  the  bells  ring  in  his  ears 
"Whither?"  The  wheels  roar  in  his  ears 
"  Whither  ?  "  All  the  noise  and  rattle  shapes 
itself  into  that  cry.  The  lights  and  shadows 
dance  upon  the  horses'  heads  like  imps.  No 
stopping  now  :  no  slackening  !  On,  on  !  Away 
with  him  upon  the  dark  road  wildly  ! 

He  could  not  think  to  any  purpose.  He  could 
not  separate  one  subject  of  reflection  from 
another,  sufficiently  to  dwell  upon  it,  by  itself, 
for  a  minute  at  a  time.  The  crash  of  his  project 
for  the  gaining  of  a  voluptuous  comiiensation 
for  past  restraint ;  the  overthrow  of  his  treachery 
to  one  who  had  been  true  and  generous  to  him, 
but  whose  least  proud  word  and  look  he  had 
treasured  up,  at  interest,  for  years — for  false  and 
subtle  men  will  always  secretly  despise  and  dis- 
like the  object  upon  which  they  fawn,  and  always 
resent  the  payment  and  receipt  of  homage  that 
they  know  to  be  worthless ;  these  were  the 
themes  uppermost  in  his  mind.     A  lurking  rage 


against  the  woman  who  had  so  entrapped  hini 
and  avenged  herself  was  always  there ;  crude 
and  misshapen  schemes  of  retaliation  upon  her 
floated  in  his  brain  ;  but  nothing  was  distinct.  A 
hurry  and  contradiction  pervaded  all  his  thoughts. 
Even  while  he  was  so  busy  with  this  fevered, 
ineftectual  thinking,  his  one  constant  idea  was, 
that  he  would  postpone  reflection  until  some 
indefinite  time. 

Then,  the  old  days  before  the  second  mar- 
riage rose  up  in  his  remembrance.  He  thought 
how  jealous  he  had  been  of  the  boy,  how  jea- 
lous he  had  been  of  the  girl,  how  artfully  he  had 
kept  intruders  at  a  distance,  and  drawn  a  circle 
round  his  dupe  that  none  but  himself  should 
cross ;  and  then  he  thought,  had  he  done  all 
this  to  be  flying  now,  like  a  scared  thief,  froni 
only  the  poor  dupe? 

He  could  have  laid  hands  upon  himself  for 
his  cowardice,  but  it  was  the  very  shadow  of  his 
defeat,  and  could  not  be  separated  from  it.  To 
have  his  confidence  in  his  own  knavery  so  shat- 
tered at  a  blow — to  be  within  his  own  know- 
ledge such  a  miserable  tool — was  like  being 
paralysed.  With  an  impotent  ferocity  he  raged 
at  Edith,  and  hated  Mr.  Dombey,  and  haied 
himself,  but  still  he  fljd,  and  could  do  nothing 
else. 

Again  and  again  he  listened  for  the  sound  of 
wheels  behind.  Again  and  again  his  fancy 
heard  it,  coming  on  louder  and  louder,  .^t  last 
he  was  so  persuaded  of  this,  that  he  cried  out 
"  Stop  ! "  preferring  even  the  loss  of  ground  to 
such  uncertainty. 

The  word  soon  brought  carriage,  horses, 
driver,  all  in  a  heap  together  across  the  road. 

"  The  devil  !  "  cried  the  driver,  looking  over 
his  shoulder.     "What's  the  matter?" 

•'  Hark  !     What's  that  ?  " 

"  What  ?  " 

'■  That  noise." 

"  Ah  Heaven,  be  quiet,  cursed  brigand  ! "  to 
a  horse  who  shook  his  bells.     "  What  noise  ?  '' 

"  Behind.  Is  it  not  another  carriage  at  a 
gallop  ?    There  !    What's  that  ?  " 

"  Miscreant  with  a  pig's  head,  stand  still ! "  to 
another  horse,  who  bit  another,  who  fright- 
ened the  other  two,  who  plunged  and  backed. 
"  There  is  nothing  coming." 

"  Nothing  ?  " 

"  No,  nothing  but  the  day  yonder." 

"  You  are  right,  I  think.  1  hear  nothing  now 
indeed.     Go  on  !  " 

The  entangled  equipage,  half  hidden  in  the  reck- 
ing cloud  from  the  horses,  goes  on  slowly  at  first, 
for  the  driver,  checked  unnecessarily  in  his  jmo- 
gress,  sulkily  takes  out  a  pocket-knife,  and  puts 
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a  new  lash  to  his  whip.  Then  "  Hallo,  whoop  ! 
Hallo,  hi !  "     Away  once  more,  savagely. 

And  now  the  stars  faded,  and  the  day  glim- 
mered, and  standing  in  the  carriage,  looking 
back,  he  could  discern  the  track  by  which  he 
had  come,  and  see  that  there  was  no  traveller 
within  view  on  all  the  heavy  expanse.  And 
soon  it  was  broad  day,  and  the  sun  began  to 
shine  on  corn-fields  and  vineyards  ;  and  solitary 
labourers,  risen  from  little  temporary  huts  by 
heaps  of  stones  upon  the  road,  were,  here  and 
there,  at  work  repairing  the  highway,  or  eating 
bread.  By-and-by  there  were  peasants  going  to 
their  daily  labour,  or  to  market,  or  lounging  at 
tlie  doors  of  poor  cottages,  gazing  idly  at  him 
as  he  passed.  And  then  there  was  a  post-yard, 
ankle  deep  in  mud,  with  steaming  dunghills  and 
vast  outliouses  half  ruined  ;  and  looking  on  this 
dainty  prospect,  an  immense,  old,  shadeless, 
glaring  stone  chateau,  with  half  its  windows 
blinded,  and  green  damp  crawling  lazily  over 
it,  from  the  balustraded  terrace  to  the  taper  tips 
of  the  extinguishers  upon  the  turrets. 

Gathered  up  moodily  in  a  corner  of  the  car- 
riage, and  only  intent  on  going  fast — except 
when  he  stood  up,  for  a  mile  together,  and 
looked  back ;  which  he  would  do  whenever 
there  was  a  piece  of  open  country — he  went  on, 
still  postponing  thought  indefinitely,  and  still 
always  tormented  with  thinking  to  no  purpose. 

Shame,  disappointment,  and  discomfiture 
gnawed  at  his  heart ;  a  constant  apprehension 
of  being  overtaken,  or  met — for  he  was  ground- 
lessly  afraid  .even  of  travellers  who  came  to- 
wards him  by  the  way  he  was  going — oppressed 
him  heavily.  The  same  intolerable  awe  and 
dread  that  had  come  upon  him  in  the  night,  re- 
turned unweakened  in  the  day.  The  monoto- 
nous ringing  of  the  bells  and  tramping  of  the 
horses ;  the  monotony  of  his  anxiety,  and  use- 
less rage  ;  the  monotonous  wheel  of  fear,  regret, 
and  passion,  he  kept  turning  round  and  round ; 
made  the  journey  like  a  vision,  in  which  nothing 
was  quite  real  but  his  own  torment. 

It  was  a  vision  of  long  roads  ;  that  stretched 
away  to  an  horizon  always  receding  and  never 
gained  ;  of  ill-paved  towns,  up  hill  and  down, 
where  faces  came  to  dark  doors  and  ill-glazed 
windows,  and  where  rows  of  mud-bespattered 
cows  and  oxen  were  tied  up  for  sale  in  the  long 
narrow  streets,  butting  and  lowing,  and  receiving 
blows  on  their  blunt  heads  from  bludgeons  that 
might  have  beaten  them  in  ;  of  bridges,  crosses, 
churches,  post-yards,  new  horses  being  put  in 
against  their  wills,  and  the  horses  of  the  last 
stage  reeking,  panting,  and  laying  their  droop- 
ing heads  together  dolefully  at  stable  doors ;  of 


little  cemeteries  with  black  crosses  settled  side- 
ways in  the  graves,  and  withered  wreaths  upon 
them  droj^ping  away  ;  again  of  long,  long  roads, 
dragging  themselves  out,  up  hill  and  down,  to 
the  treacherous  horizon. 

Of  morning,  noon,  and  sunset ;  night,  and 
the  rising  of  an  early  moon.  Of  long  roads 
temporarily  left  behind,  and  a  rough  pavement 
reached  ;  of  battering  and  clattering  over  it, 
and  looking  up,  among  house  roofs,  at  a  great 
church  tower  \  of  getting  out  and  eating  hastily, 
and  drinking  draughts  of  wine  that  had  no 
cheering  influence:  of  coming  forth  afoot, 
among  a  host  of  beggars — blind  men  with 
quivering  eyelids,  led  by  old  women  holding 
candles  to  their  faces ;  idiot  girls ;  the  lame, 
the  epileptic,  and  the  palsied — of  passing 
through  the  clamour,  and  looking  from  his  seat 
at  the  upturned  countenances  and  outstretched 
hands,  with  a  hurried  dread  of  recognising  some 
pursuer  pressing  forward — of  galloping  away 
again  upon  the  long,  long  road,  gathered  up, 
dull  and  stunned,  in  his  corner,  or  rising  to  see 
where  the  moon  shone  faintly  on  a  patch  of  the 
sameendless  road  miles  away,  or  looking  back 
to  see  who  followed. 

Of  never  sleeping,  but  sometimes  dozing  with 
unclosed  eyes,  and  springing  up  with  a  start, 
and  a  reply  aloud  to  an  imaginary  voice.  Of 
cursing  himself  for  being  there,  for  having  fled, 
for  having  let  her  go,  for  not  having  confronted 
and  defied  him.  Of  having  a  deadly  quarrel 
with  the  whole  world,  but  chiefly  with  himself. 
Of  blighting  everything  with  his  black  mood  as 
he  was  carried  on  and  away. 

It  was  a  fevered  vision  of  things  past  and 
present  all  confounded  together  ;  of  his  life  and 
journey  blended  into  one.  Of  being  madly 
hurried  somewhere,  whither  he  must  go.  Of 
old  scenes  starting  up  among  the  novelties 
through  which  he  travelled.  Of  musing  and 
brooding  over  what  was  past  and  distant,  and 
seeming  to  take  no  notice  of  the  actual  objects 
he  encountered,  but  with  a  wearisome,  exhausted 
consciousness  of  being  bewildered  by  them,  and 
having  their  images  all  crowded  in  his  hot  brain 
after  they  were  gone. 

A  vision  of  change  upon  change,  and  still  the 
same  monotony  of  bells  and  wheels,  and  horses' 
feet,  and  no  rest.  Of  town  and  country,  post- 
yards,  horses,  drivers,  hill  and  valley,  light  and 
darkness,  road  and  pavement,  height  and  hol- 
low, wet  weather  and  dry,  and  still  the  same 
monotony  of  bells  and  wheels,  and  horses'  feet, 
and  no  rest.  A  vision  of  tending  on,  at  last, 
towards  the  distant  capital  by  busier  roads,  and 
I  sweeping  round  by  old  cathedrals,  and  dashing 
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through  small  towTis  and  villages,  less  thinly 
scattered  on  the  road  than  formerly,  and  sitting 
shrouded  in  his  corner  with  his  cloak  up  to  his 
face,  as  people  passing  by  looked  at  him. 

Of  rolling  on  and  on,  always  postponing 
thought,  and  always  racked  with  thinking ;  of 
being  unable  to  reckon  up  the  hours  he  had  been 
upon  the  road,  or  to  comprehend  the  points  of 
time  and  place  in  his  journey.  Of  being  parched 
and  giddy,  and  half  mad.  Of  pressing  on,  in 
spite  of  all,  as  if  he  could  not  stop,  and  coming 
into  Paris,  where  the  turbid  river  held  its  swift 
course  undisturbed,  between  twobrawhng  streams 
of  life  and  motion. 

A  troubled  vision,  then,  of  bridges,  quays, 
interminable  streets;  of  wine-shops,  water-car- 
riers, great  crowds  of  people,  soldiers,  coaches, 
military  drums,  arcades.  Of  the  monotony  of 
bells  and  wheels  and  horses'  feet  being  at  length 
lost  in  the  universal  din  and  uproar.  Of  the 
gradual  subsidence  of  that  noise  as  he  passed  out 
in  another  carriage,  by  a  different  barrier  from 
that  by  which  he  had  entered.  Of  the  restora- 
tion, as  he  travelled  on  towards  the  sea-coast,  of 
the  monotony  of  bells  and  wheels,  and  horses' 
feet,  and  no  rest. 

Of  sunset  once  again,  and  nightfall.  Of  long 
roads  again,  and  dead  of  night,  and  feeble  lights 
in  windows  by  the  roadside ;  and  still  the  old 
monotony  of  bells  and  wheels,  and  horses'  feet, 
and  no  rest.  Of  dawn,  and  daybreak,  and  the 
rising  of  the  sun.  Of  toiling  slowly  up  a  hill, 
and  feeling  on  its  lop  the  fresh  sea  breeze  ;  and 
seeing  the  morning  light  upon  the  edges  of  the 
distant  w-aves.  Of  coming  down  into  a  harbour 
when  the  tide  was  at  its  full,  and  seeing  fishing- 
boats  float  in,  and  glad  women  and  children 
waiting  for  them.  Of  nets  and  seamen's  clothes 
spread  out  to  drj'  upon  the  shore;  of  busy 
sailcirs,  and  their  voices  high  among  ships'  masts 
and  rigging ;  of  the  buoyancy  and  brightness  of 
the  water,  and  the  universal  sparkling. 

Of  receding  from  the  coast,  and  looking  back 
upon  it  from  the  deck  when  it  was  a  haze  upon 
the  water,  with  here  and  there  a  little  opening  of 
bright  land  where  the  Sun  struck.  Of  the  swell, 
and  flash,  and  murmur  of  the  calm  sea.  Of 
another  grey  line  on  the  ocean,  on  the  vessel's 
track,  fast  growing  clearer  and  higher.  Of  cliffs 
and  buildings,  and  a  windmill,  and  a  church, 
becoming  more  and  more  visible  upon  it.  Of 
steaming  on  at  last  into  smooth  water,  and 
mooring  to  a  pier  whence  groups  of  {jeople 
looked  down,  greeting  friends  on  board.  Of 
disembarking,  passing  among  them  quickly, 
shunning  every  one ;  and  of  being  at  last  again 
in  England. 


He  had  thought,  in  his  dream,  of  going  down 
into  a  remote  country  place  he  knew,  and  lying 
quiet  there,  while  he  secretly  informed  himself 
of  what  transpired,  and  determined  how  to  act. 
Still  in  the  same  stunned  condition,  he  remem- 
bered a  certain  station  on  the  railway,  where  he 
would  have  to  branch  off  to  his  place  of  destina- 
tion, and  where  there  M-as  a  quiet  inn.  Here  he 
indistinctly  resolved  to  tarry  and  rest. 

With  this  purpose  he  slunk  into  a  railway 
carriage  as  quickly  as  he  could,  and  lying  there 
wrapped  in  his  cloak  as  if  he  were  asleep,  was 
soon  borne  far  away  from  the  sea,  and  deep  into 
the  inland  green.  Arrived  at  his  destination,  he 
looked  out  and  surveyed  it  carefully.  He  was 
not  mistaken  in  his  impression  of  the  place.  It 
was  a  retired  spot,  on  the  borders  of  a  little 
wood.  Only  one  house,  newly  built  or  altered 
for  the  purpose,  stood  there,  surrounded  by  its 
neat  garden ;  the  small  town  that  was  nearest 
was  some  miles  away.  Here  he  alighted,  then, 
and  going  straight  into  the  tavern,  unobserved 
by  any  one,  secured  two  rooms  up-stairs  com- 
municating with  each  other,  and  sufficiently 
retired. 

His  object  was  to  rest,  and  recover  the  com- 
mand of  himself,  and  the  balance  of  his  mind. 
Imbecile  discomfiture  and  rage — so  that,  as  he 
walked  about  his  room,  he  ground  his  teeth — 
had  complete  possession  of  him.  His  thoughts, 
not  to  be  stopped  or  directed,  still  wandered 
where  they  would,  and  dragged  him  after 
them.  He  was  stupefied,  and  he  was  wearied 
to  death. 

But,  as  if  there  were  a  curse  upon  him  that  he 
should  never  rest  again,  his  drowsy  senses  would 
not  lose  their  consciousness.  He  had  no  more 
influence  with  them,  in  this  regard,  than  if  they 
had  been  another  man's.  It  was  not  that  tliey 
forced  him  to  take  note  of  present  sounds  and 
objects,  but  that  they  would  not  be  diverted 
from  the  whole  hurried  vision  of  his  journcv. 
It  was  constantly  before  him  all  at  once.  Slie 
stood  there,  with  her  dark,  disdainful  eyes  again 
upon  him ;  and  he  was  riding  on,  nevertheless, 
through  town  and  country,  light  and  darkness, 
wet  weather  and  dry,  o\-er  road  and  pavement, 
hill  and  valley,  height  and  hollow,  jaded  and 
scared  by  the  monotony  of  bells  and  wheels, 
and  horses'  feet,  and  no  rest. 

"  What  day  is  this  ?  "  he  asked  of  the  waiter, 
who  was  making  preparation  for  liis  dinner. 

"Day,  sir?" 

"Is  it  Wednesday?" 

"  Wednesday,  sir  ?     No,  sir.     Thursday,  sir." 

'•  I  forgot.  How  goes  the  time  ?  My  watch 
is  unwound." 
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"Wants  a  it\i  minutes  of  five  o'clock,  sir. 
Been  travelling  a  long  time,  sir,  perhaps." 

"  Yes." 

"  By  rail,  sir  ?  " 

'^  Yes." 

"  Very  confusing,  sir.  Not  much  in  the  habit 
of  travelling  by  rail  myself,  sir,  but  gentlemen 
frequently  say  so." 

"  Do  many  gentlemen  come  here  ?  " 

■"  Pretty  well,  sir,  in  general.  Nobody  here  at 
present.  Rather  slack  just  now,  sir.  Every- 
thing is  slack,  sir." 

He  made  no  answer;  but  had  risen  into  a 
sitting  posture  on  the  sofa  where  he  had  been 
lying,  and  leaned  forward  with  an  arm  on  each 
knee,  staring  at  the  ground.  He  could  not 
master  his  own  attention  for  a  minute  together. 
It  rushed  away  where  it  would,  but  it  never,  for 
an  instant,  lost  itself  in  sleep. 

He  drank  a  quantity  of  wine  after  dinner  in 
vain.  No  such  artificial  means  would  bring 
sleep  to  his  eyes.  His  thoughts,  more  inco- 
herent, dragged  him  more  unmercifully  after 
them — as  if  a  wretch,  condemned  to  such  expia- 
tion, were  drawn  at  the  heels  of  wild  horses. 
No  oblivion,  and  no  rest. 

How  long  he  sat  drinking  and  brooding,  and 
being  dragged  in  imagination  hither  and  thither, 
no  one  could  have  told  less  correctly  than  he. 
But  he  knew  that  he  had  been  sitting  a  long 
time  by  candle-light,  when  he  started  up  and 
listened  in  a  sudden  terror. 

For  now,  indeed,  it  was  no  fancy.  The 
ground  shook,  the  house  rattled,  the  fierce  im- 
petuous rush  was  in  the  air  !  He  felt  it  come 
up,  and  go  darting  by ;  and  even  when  he  had 
hurried  to  the  window,  and  saw  what  it  was,  he 
stood,  shrinking  from  it,  as  if  it  were  not  safe  to 
look. 

A  curse  upon  the  fiery  devil,  thundering  along 
so  smoothly,  tracked  through  the  distant  valley 
by  a  glare  of  light  and  lurid  smoke,  and  gone  ! 
He  felt  as  if  he  had  been  plucked  out  of  its 
path,  and  saved  from  being  torn  asunder.  It 
made  him  shrink  and  shudder  even  now,  when 
:ts  faintest  hum  was  hushed,  and  when  the  lines 
of  iron  road  he  could  trace  in  the  moonlight, 
running  to  a  point,  were  as  empty  and  as  silent 
as  a  desert. 

Unable  to  rest,  and  irresistibly  attracted — or 
he  thought  so — to  this  road,  he' went  out,  and 
lounged  on  the  brink  of  it,  marking  the  way  the 
train  had  gone,  by  the  yet  smoking  cinders  that 
were  lying  in  its  track.  After  a  lounge  of  some 
half-hour  in  the  direction  by  which  it  had  dis- 
appeared, he  turned  and  walked  the  other  way 
—still  keeping  to  the  brink  of  the  road — past 


the  inn  garden,  and  a  long  way  dowTi ;  looking 
curiously  at  the  bridges,  signals,  lamps,  and 
v^ondering  when  another  devil  would  come  by. 

A  trembling  of  the  ground,  a  quick  vibration 
in  his  ears  ;  a  distant  shriek ;  a  dull  light  ad- 
vancing, quickly  changed  to  two  red  eyes,  and  a 
fierce  fire,  dropping  glowing  coals  ;  an  irresistible 
bearing  on  of  a  great  roaring  and  dilating  mass  ; 
a  high  wind,  and  a  rattle — anothercome  andgone, 
and  he  holding  to  a  gate,  as  if  to  save  himself ! 

He  waited  for  another,  and  for  another.  He 
walked  back  to  his  former  point,  and  back  again 
to  that,  and  still,  through  the  wearisome  vision 
of  his  journey,  looked  for  these  approaching 
monsters.  He  loitered  about  the  station,  wait- 
ing until  one  should  stay  to  call  there  ;  and  when 
one  did,  and  was  detached  for  water,  he  stood 
parallel  with  it,  watching  its  heavy  wheels  and 
brazen  front,  and  thinking  what  a  cruel  power 
and  might  it  had.  Ugh  !  To  see  the  great 
wheels  slowly  turning,  and  to  think  of  being  run 
down  and  crushed  ! 

Disordered  with  wine  and  want  of  rest — that 
want  which  nothing,  although  he  was  so  weary, 
would  appease — these  ideas  and  objects  assumed 
a  diseased  importance  in  his  thoughts.  When 
he  went  back  to  his  room,  which  was  not  until 
near  midnight,  they  still  haunted  him,  and  he 
sat  listening  for  the  coming  of  another. 

So  in  his  bed,  whither  he  repaired  with  no 
hope  of  sleep.  He  still  lay  listening;  and,  when 
he  felt  the  trembling  and  vibration,  got  up  and 
went  to  the  window,  to  watch  (as  he  could  from 
its  position)  the  dull  light  changing  to  the  two 
red  eyes,  and  the  fierce  fire  dropping  glowing 
coals,  and  the  rush  of  the  giant  as  it  fled  past, 
and  the  track  of  glare  and  smoke  along  the 
valley.  Then  he  would  glance  in  the  direc- 
tion by  which  he  intended  to  depart  at  sunrise, 
as  there  was  no  rest  for  him  there ;  and  would 
lie  down  again,  to  be  troubled  by  the  vision  of 
his  journey,  and  the  old  monotony  of  bells  and 
wheels  and  horses'  feet,  until  another  came. 
This  lasted  all  night.  So  far  from  resuming  the 
mastery  of  himself,  he  seemed,  if  possible,  to  lose 
it  more  and  more  as  the  night  crept  on.  When 
the  dawn  appeared,  he  was  still  tormented  with 
thinking,  still  postponing  thought  until  he  should 
be  in  a  better  state ;  the  past,  present,  and 
future  all  floated  confusedly  before  him,  and  he 
had  lost  all  power  of  looking  steadily  at  any  one 
of  them. 

"At  what  time,"  he  asked  the  man  who  had 
waited  on  him  overnight,  now  entering  with  a 
candle,  "do  I  leave  here,  did  you  say?" 

"  About  a  quarter  after  four,  sir.  E.xpress 
comes  through  at  four,  sir.     It  don't  stop." 
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He  passed  his  hand  across  his  throbbing  head, 
and  looked  at  his  watch.  Nearly  half-past 
three. 

"  Nobody  going  with  you,  sir,  probably," 
observed  the  man.  "  Two  gentlemen  here,  sir, 
but  they're  waiting  for  the  train  to  London." 

"  I  thought  you  said  there  was  nobody  here," 
said  Carker,  turning  upon  him  with  the  ghost  of 
his  old  smile,  when  he  was  angry  or  suspicious. 

"  Not  then,  sir.  Two  gentlemen  came  in  the 
night  by  the  short  train  that  stops  here,  sir. 
Warm  water,  sir  ?  " 

"  No ;  and  take  away  the  candle.  There's 
day  enough  for  me." 

Having  thrown  himself  upon  the  bed,  half- 
dressed,  he  was  at  the  window  as  the  man  left 
the  room.  The  cold  light  of  morning  had  suc- 
ceeded to  night,  and  there  was  already,  in  the  sky, 
the  red  suftusion  of  the  coming  sun.  He  bathed 
his  head  and  face  with  water — tiiere  was  no 
■cooling  influence  in  it  for  him — hurriedly  put  on 
his  clothes,  paid  what  he  owed,  and  went  out. 

The  air  struck  chill  and  comfortless  as  it 
breathed  upon  him.  There  was  a  heavy  dew ; 
and,  hot  as  he  was,  it  made  him  shiver.  After  a 
glance  at  the  place  where  he  had  walked  last 
night,  and  at  the  signal  lights  burning  feebly  in 
the  morning,  and  bereft  of  their  signiticance,  he 
turned  to  where  the  sun  was  rising,  and  beheld 
it  in  its  glory,  as  it  broke  upon  the  scene. 

So  awful,  so  transcendent  in  its  beauty,  so 
divinely  solemn.  As  he  cast  his  faded  eyes 
upon  it,  where  it  rose,  tranquil  and  serene, 
unmoved  by  all  the  wrong  and  wickedness  on 
which  its  beams  had  shone  since  the  beginning 
of  the  world,  who  shall  say  that  some  weak 
sense  of  virtue  upon  Earth,  and  its  reward  in 
Heaven,  did  not  manifest  itself,  even  to  him  ? 
If  ever  he  remembered  sister  or  brother  with  a 
touch  of  tenderness  and  remorse,  who  sliall  say 
it  was  not  then  ? 

He  needed  some  such  touch  then.  Death 
was  on  him.  He  was  marked  off  from  the 
living  world,  and  going  down  into  his  grave. 

He  paid  the  money  for  his  journey  to  the 
country  place  he  had  thought  of;  and  was  walking 
to  and  fro  alone,  looking  along  the  Hnes  of  iron, 
across  the  valley  in  one  direction,  and  towards  a 
dark  bridge  near  at  hand  in  the  other;  when, 
turning  in  his  walk,  where  it  was  bounded  by 
one  end  of  the  wooden  stage  on  which  he  paced 
up  and  down,  he  saw  the  man  from  whom  he 
had  Ikd,  emerging  from  the  door  by  which  he 
himself  had  entered  there.    And  their  eyes  met. 

In  the  quick  unsteadiness  of  the  surprise,  he 
staggered,  and  slipped  on  to  the  road  below 
him.     But,  recovering  his  feet  immediately,  he 


stepped  back  a  pace  or  two  upon  that  road,  to 
interpose  some  wider  space  between  them,  and 
looked  at  his  pursuer,  breathing  short  and  quick. 

He  heard  a  shout — another — saw  the  face 
change  from  its  vindictive  passion  to  a  faint 
sickness  and  terror — felt  the  earth  tremble — 
knew  in  a  moment  that  the  rush  was  come — 
uttered  a  shriek — looked  round — saw  the  red 
eyes,  bleared  and  dim,  in  the  daylight,  close 
upon  him — was  beaten  down,  caught  up,  and 
whirled  away  upon  a  jagged  mill,  that  spun  him 
round  and  round,  and  struck  him  limb  from 
limb,  and  licked  his  stream  of  life  up  with  its 
fiery  heat,  and  cast  his  mutilated  fragments  in 
the  air. 

When  the  traveller  who  had  been  recognised 
recovered  from  a  swoon,  he  saw  them  bringing 
from  a  distance  something  covered,  that  lay 
heavy  and  still,  upon  a  board,  between  four 
men,  and  saw  that  others  drove  some  dogs  away 
that  sniffed  upon  the  road,  and  soaked  his  blood 
up  with  a  train  of  ashes. 


CHAPTER   LVI. 

SEVERAL    PEOPLE    DELIGHTED,   AND    THE  G.\ME 
CHICKEN  DISGUSTED. 

p^  HE  Midshipman  was  all  alive.  Wr. 
^  Toots  and  Susan  had  arrived  at  last. 
|te\  Susan  had  run  up-stairs  like  a  young 
^&M  ^voman  bereft  of  her  senses,  and  Mr. 
^^  Toots  and  the  Chicken  had  gone  into 
the  parlour. 

'•  Oh  my  own  pretty  darling  sweet  Miss 
Floy!"  cried  the  Nipper,  running  into 
Florence's  room,  "  to  think  that  it  should  come 
to  this  and  I  should  find  you  here  my  own  dear 
dove  with  nobody  to  wait  upon  you  and  no 
home  to  call  your  own  but  never  never  will  I  go 
away  again  Miss  Floy  for  though  I  may  not 
gather  moss  I'm  not  a  rolling  stone  nor  is  mv 
heart  a  stone  or  else  it  wouldn't  bust  as  it  is 
busting  now  oh  dear  oh  dear  ! " 

Pouring  out  these  words,  without  the  faintest 
indication  of  a  stop  of  any  sort.  Miss  Nipper,  o;i 
her  knees  beside  her  mistress,  hugged  her  close. 
"  Oh  love  !  "  crietl  Sus.an,  "  I  know  all  that'.-, 
past,  I  know  it  all  my  tender  pet  and  I'm  ^i 
choking  give  me  air !  " 

"  Susan,  dear  good  Susan  !  "  said  Florence. 

"  Oh  bless  her !     I  that  was  her  little  maid 

when  she  was  a  little  child  !  and  is  she  really, 

really  truly  going  to  be  married  ?  "  exclaimed 

Susan,  in  a  burst  of  pain  and  pleasure,  pride  and 
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grief,  and  Heaven  knows  how  many  other  con- 
llicting  feeUngs. 

"  Who  told  you  so  ?''  said  Florence. 

"  Oh  gracious  me  !  that  innocentest  creetur 
Toots,"  returned  Susan  hysterically.  "  I  knew 
he  must  be  right  my  dear,  because  he  took  on 
so.  He's  the  devotedest  and  innocentest  infant ! 
And  is  my  darling,"  pursued  Susan,  with  another 
close  embrace  and  burst  of  tears,  "  really,  really 
going  to  be  married  ?" 

The  mixture  of  compassion,  pleasure,  ten- 
derness, protection,  and  regret  with  which  the 
Nipper  constantly  recurred  to  this  subject,  and, 
at  every  such  recurrence,  raised  her  head  to  look 
in  the  young  face  and  kiss  it,  and  then  laid  her 
head  again  upon  her  mistress's  shoulder,  caress- 
ing her  and  sobbing,  was  as  womanly  and  good  a 
thing,  in  its  way,  as  ever  was  seen  in  the  vi'orld. 

"There,  there!"  said  the  soothing  voice  of 
Florence  presently.  "  Now  you're  quite  your- 
self, dear  Susan  ! " 

Miss  Nipper,  sitting  down  upon  the  floor,  at 
her  mistress's  feet,  laughing  and  sobbing,  hold- 
ing her  pocket-handkerchief  to  her  eyes  with 
one  hand,  and  patting  Diogenes  with  the  other 
as  he  licked  her  face,  confessed  to  being  more 
composed,  and  laughed  and  cried  a  little  more 
in  proof  of  it. 

"  I — I — I  never  did  see  such  a  creetur  as  that 
Toots,"  said  Susan, "  in  all  my  born  days,  never ! " 

"So  kind,"  suggested  Florence. 

"  And  so  comic  ! "  Susan  sobbed.  "  The  way 
he's  been  going  on  inside  with  me,  with  that  dis- 
respectable  Chicken  on  the  box  !  " 

"About  what,  Susan?"  inquired  Florence 
timidly. 

"  Oh  about  Lieutenant  Walters,  and  Captain 
Gills,  and  you  my  dear  Miss  Floy,  and  the  silent 
tomb,"  said  Susan. 

"  The  silent  tomb  ! "  repeated  Florence. 

"  He  says  " — here  Susan  burst  into  a  violent 
hysterical  laugh — "  that  he'll  go  down  into  it 
now,  immediately  and  quite  comfortable,  but 
bless  your  heart  my  dear  Miss  Floy  he  won't, 
he's  a  great  deal  too  happy  in  seeing  other 
people  happy  for  that,  he  may  not  be  a  Solo- 
mon," pursued  the  Nipper,  with  her  usual  volu- 
bility, "  nor  do  I  say  he  is,  but  this  I  do  say,  a 
less  selfish  human  creature  human  nature  never 
knew." 

Miss  Nipper,  being  still  hysterical,  laughed 
immoderately  after  making  this  energetic  decla- 
ration, and  then  informed  Florence  that  he  was 
waiting  below  to  see  her ;  which  would  be  a  rich 
repayment  for  the  trouble  he  had  had  in  his  late 
expedition. 

Florence  entreated  Susan  to  beg  of  Mr.  Toots 


as  a  favour  that  she  might  have  the  pleasure  of 
thanking  him  for  his  kindness ;  and  Susan,  in  a 
few  moments,  produced  that  young  gentleman, 
still  very  much  dishevelled  in  appearance,  and 
stammering  exceedingly. 

"  Miss  Dombey,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  to  be 
again  permitted  to — to — gaze — at  least,  not  to 
gaze,  but — I  don't  exactly  know  what  I  was 
going  to  say,  but  it's  of  no  consequence." 

"  I  have  to  thank  you  so  often,"  returned 
Florence,  giving  him  both  her  hands,  with  all 
her  innocent  gratitude  beaming  in  her  face, 
"  that  I  have  no  words  left,  and  don't  know 
how  to  do  it." 

"  Miss  Dombey,"  said  Mr.  Toots  in  an  awful 
voice,  "  if  it  was  possible  that  you  could,  con- 
sistently with  your  angelic  nature,  curse  me,  you 
would — if  I  may  be  allowed  to  say  so — floor  me 
infinitely  less  than  by  these  undeserved  expres- 
sions of  kindness.  Their  effect  upon  me — is — 
but,"  said  Mr.  Toots  abruptly,  "  this  is  a  digres- 
sion, and  's  of  no  consequence  at  all." 

As  there  seemed  to  be  no  means  of  replying 
to  this  but  by  thanking  him  again,  Florence 
thanked  him  again. 

"  I  could  wish,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  to  take  this 
opportunity,  Miss  Dombey,  if  I  might,  of  enter- 
ing into  a  word  of  explanation.  I  should  have 
had  the  pleasure  of — of  returning  with  Susan  at 
an  earlier  period;  but,  in  the  first  place,  we 
didn't  know  the  name  of  the  relation  to  whose 
house  she  had  gone,  and,  in  the  second,  as  she 
had  left  that  relation's  and  gone  to  another  at  a 
distance,  I  think  that  scarcely  anything  short  of 
the  sagacity  of  the  Chicken  would  have  found 
her  out  in  the  time." 

Florence  was  sure  of  it. 

"  This,  however,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  is  not  the 
point.  The  company  of  Susan  lias  been,  I 
assure  you,  Miss  Dombey,  a  consolation  and 
satisfaction  to  me,  in  my  state  of  mind,  more 
easily  conceived  than  described.  The  journey 
has  been  its  own  reward.  That,  however,  still, 
is  not  the  point.  Miss  Dombey,  I  have  before 
observed  that  I  know  I  am  not  what  is  con- 
sidered a  quick  person.  I  am  perfectly  aware 
of  that.  I  don't  think  anybody  could  be  better 
acquainted  with  his  own — if  it  was  not  too  strong 
an  expression,  I  should  say  with  the  thickness  of 
his  own — head  than  myself.  But,  Miss  Dombey, 
I  do,  notwithstanding,  perceive  the  state  of — 
of  things — with  Lieutenant  Walters.  \Vhatever 
agony  that  state  of  things  may  have  caused  me 
(which  is  of  no  consequence  at  all),  I  am  bound 
to  say,  that  Lieutenant  Walters  is  a  person  who 
appears  to  be  worthy  of  the  blessing  that  has 
fallen  on  his — on  his  brow.     May  he  wear  it 
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long,  and  appreciate  it,  as  a  very  different  and 
very  unworthy  individual,  that  it  is  of  no  conse- 
quence to  name,  would  have  done  !  That,  how- 
ever, still,  is  not  the  point.  Miss  Dombey, 
Captain  Gills  is  a  friend  of  mine;  and  during 
the  interval  that  is  now  elapsing,  I  believe  it 
would  afford  Captain  Gills  pleasure  to  see  me 
occasionally  coming  backwards  and  forwards 
here.  It  would  aftbrd  me  pleasure  so  to  come. 
But  I  cannot  forget  that  I  once  committed 
myself,  fatally,  at  the  corner  of  the  square  at 
Brighton  ;  and  if  my  presence  will  be,  in  the 
least  degree,  unpleasant  to  you,  I  only  ask  you 
to  name  it  to  me  now,  and  assure  you  that  I 
shall  perfectly  understand  you.  I  shall  not  con- 
sider it  at  all  unkind,  and  shall  only  be  too 
delighted  and  happy  to  be  honoured  with  your 
confidence." 

"  Mr.  Toots,"  returned  Florence,  "  if  you,  who 
are  so  old  and  true  a  friend  of  mine,  were  to 
stay  away  from  this  house  now,  you  would  make 
me  very  unhappy.  It  can  never,  never  give  me 
any  feeling  but  pleasure  to  see  you." 

"  Miss  Dombey,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  taking  out 
])is  pocket-handkerchief,  "  if  I  shed  a  tear,  it  is 
a  tear  of  joy.  It  is  of  no  consequence,  and  I 
am  very  much  obliged  to  you.  I  may  be  allowed 
to  remark,  after  what  you  have  so  kindly  said, 
that  it  is  not  my  intention  to  neglect  my  person 
any  longer." 

Florence  received  this  intimation  with  the 
prettiest  expression  of  perplexity  possible. 

"  I  mean,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  that  I  shall  con- 
sider it  my  duty  as  a  fellow-creature  generally, 
until  I  am  claimed  by  the  silent  tomb,  to  make 
the  best  of  myself,  and  to — to  have  my  boots 
as  brightly  polished  as — as  circumstances  will 
admit  of.  This  is  the  last  time,  Miss  Dombey, 
of  my  intruding  any  observation  of  a  private  and 
personal  nature.  I  thank  you  very  much  indeed. 
If  I  am  not,  in  a  general  way,  as  sensible  as  my 
friends  could  wish  m.e  to  be,  or  as  I  could  wish 
myself,  I  really  am,  upon  my  word  and  honour, 
particularly  sensible  of  what  is  considerate  and 
kind.  I  feel,"  said  Mr.  Toots  in  an  impassioned 
tone,  "  as  if  I  could  express  my  feelings,  at  the 
present  moment,  in  a  most  remarkable  manner, 
if — if — I  could  only  get  a  start." 

Appearing  not  to  get  it,  after  waiting  a  minute 
or  two  to  see  if  it  would  come,  Mr.  Toots  took 
a  hasty  leave,  and  went  below  to  seek  the  cap- 
tain, whom  he  found  in  the  shop. 

"  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  what  is 
now  to  take  place  between  us,  takes  place  under 
the  sacred  seal  of  confidence.  It  is  the  sequel. 
Captain  Gills,  of  what  has  taken  place  between 
myself  and  l\Iiss  Dombey  up-stairs." 


"  Alow  and  aloft,  eh,  my  lad  ? "  murmured 
the  captain. 

"  Exactly  so.  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots, 
whose  fervour  of  acquiescence  was  greatly  height- 
ened by  his  entire  ignorance  of  the  captain's 
meaning.  "Miss  Dombej',  I  believe.  Captain 
Gills,  is  to  be  shortly  united  to  Lieutenant 
A\'alters  ?  " 

"  Why,  ay,  my  lad.  We're  all  shipmets  here, 
— AVal'r  and  sweetheart  will  be  jined  together  in 
the  house  of  bondage,  as  soon  as  the  askings 
is  over,"  whispered  Captain  Cuttle  in  his  ear. 

"  The  askings.  Captain  Gills  ! "  repeated  Mr. 
Toots. 

"  In  the  church,  down  yonder,"  said  the  cap- 
tain, pointing  his  thumb  over  his  shoulder. 

"  Oh  !     Yes  !  "  returned  Mr.  Toots. 

"  And  then,"  said  the  captain  in  his  hoarse 
•whisper,  and  tapping  Mr.  Toots  on  the  chest 
with  the  back  of  his  hand,  and  falling  from  him 
with  a  look  of  infinite  admiration,  "  what  follers  ? 
That  there  pretty  creetur,  as  delicately  brought 
up  as  a  foreign  bird,  goes  away  upon  the  roaring 
main  with  Wal'r  on  a  woyage  to  China." 

"  Lord,  Captain  Gills  !  "  said  Mr.  Toots. 

"Ay!  "nodded  the  captain.  "The  ship  as 
took  him  up,  when  he  was  wrecked  in  the  hurri- 
cane that  had  drove  her  clean  out  of  her  course, 
was  a  China  trader,  and  AVaVr  made  the  woyage, 
and  got  into  favour,  aboard  and  ashore — being 
as  smart  and  good  a  lad  as  ever  stepped — and 
so,  the  supercargo  dying  at  Canton,  he  got  made 
(having  acted  as  clerk  afore),  and  now  he's 
supercargo  aboard  another  ship,  same  owners. 
And  so,  you  see,"  repeated  the  captain  thought- 
fully, "  the  pretty  creetur  goes  away  upon  the 
roaring  main  with  Wal'r,  on  a  woyage  to  China." 

Mr.  Toots  and  Captain  Cuttle  heaved  a  sigh 
in  concert. 

"  What  then  ?  "  said  the  captain.  "  She  loves 
him  true.  He  loves  her  true.  Them  as  should 
have  loved  and  fended  of  her  treated  of  her  like 
the  beasts  as  perish.  When  she,  cast  out  of 
home,  come  here  to  me,  and  dropped  upon  them 
planks,  her  wownded  heart  was  broke.  I  know 
it.  I,  Ed'ard  Cuttle,  See  it.  There's  nowt  but 
true,  kind,  steady  love  as  can  ever  piece  it  up 
again.  If  so  be  I  didn't  know  that,  and  didn't 
know  as  Wal'r  was  her  true  love,  brother,  and 
she  his,  I'd  have  these  here  blue  arms  and  legs 
chopped  off  afore  I'd  let  her  go.  But  I  do  know 
it,  and  what  then  ?  Why,  then,  I  say.  Heaven 
go  with  'em  both,  and  so  it  will  !     Amen !  " 

"  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  let  me 
have  the  pleasure  of  shaking  hands.  You've  a 
way  of  saying  things,  that  gives  me  an  agreeable 
warmth  all  up  my  back.    /  say  Amen.    You  are 
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aware,  Captain  Gills,  that  I,  too,  have  adored 
Miss  Donibey." 

'■  Cheer  up  !  "  said  the  captain,  laying  his  hand 
on  Mr.  Toots's  shoulder.     "  Stand  by,  boy  !  " 

"  It  is  my  intention.  Captain  Gills,"  returned 
the  spirited  Mr.  Toots,  "to  cheer  up.  Also  to 
stand  by,  as  much  as  possible.  When  the  silent 
tomb  shall  yawn,  Captain  Gills,  I  shall  be  ready 
for  burial ;  not  before.  But  not  being  certain, 
just  at  present,  of  my  power  over  myself,  what  I 
■wish  to  say  to  you,  and  what  I  shall  take  it  as  a 


particular  favour  if  you  will   mention  to  Lieu- 
tenant Walters,  is  as  follows." 

"  Is  as  follers,"  echoed  the  captain.  "  Steady  !  " 
"  Miss  Dombey  being  so  inexpressibly  kind," 
continued  Mr.  Toots  with  watery  eyes,  "  as  to 
say  that  my  presence  is  the  reverse  of  disagree- 
able to  her,  and  you  and  everybody  here  being 
no  less  forbearing  and  tolerant  towards  one  who 
— who  certainly,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  with  moment- 
ary dejection,  "  7voii!d  appear  to  have  been 
born  by  mistake,  I  shall  come  backwards  and 


"  HE   SAW  THE   FACE   CHANGE   FROM   ITS   VINDICTIVE   PASSION  TO   A   FAINT  SICKNESS   AND  TERROR." 


forwards  of  an  evening  during  the  short  time  we 
can  all  be  together.  But  what  I  ask  is  this.  If, 
at  any  moment,  I  find  that  I  cannot  endure  the 
contemplation  of  Lieutenant  Walters's  bliss,  and 
should  rush  out,  I  hope.  Captain  Gills,  that  you 
and  he  will  both  consider  it  as  my  misfortune,  and 
not  my  fault,  or  the  want  of  inward  conflict. 
That  you'll  feel  convinced  I  bear  no  malice  to 
any  living  creature— least  of  all  to  Lieutenant 
Walters   himself— and  that   you'll   casually   re- 


mark that  I  have  gone  out  for  a  walk,  or  pro- 
bably to  see  what  o'clock  it  is  by  the  Royal 
Exchange.  Captain  Gills,  if  you  could  enter 
into  this  arrangement,  and  could  answer  for 
Lieutenant  Walters,  it  would  be  a  relief  to  my 
feelings  that  I  should  think  cheap  at  the  sacrifice 
of  a  considerable  portion  of  my  property." 

"My  lad, "returned  the  captain,  "say  no  more. 
There  ain't  a  colour  you  can  run  up  as  won't  be 
made  out,  and  answered  to,  by  Wal'r  and  self." 
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"  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  my  mind 
is  greatly  relieved.  I  wish  to  preserve  the  good 
opinion  of  all  here.  I — I — mean  well,  upon  my 
honour,  however  badly  I  may  show  it.  You 
know,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  it's  exactly  as  if  Burgess 
and  Co.  wished  to  oblige  a  customer  with  a  most 
extraordinary  pair  of  trousers,  and  coidd  not  cut 
out  what  they  had  in  their  minds." 

With  this  apposite  illustration,  of  which  he 
seemed  a  little  proud,  Mr.  Toots  gave  Captain 
Cuttle  his  blessing  and  departed. 

The  honest  captain,  with  his  Heart's  Delight 
in  the  house,  and  Susan  tending  her,  was  a 
beaming  and  a  happy  man.  As  the  days  fiew 
by,  he  grew  more  beaming  and  more  happy 
every  day.  After  some  conferences  with  Susan 
(for  whose  wisdom  the  captain  had  a  profound 
respect,  and  whose  valiant  precipitation  of  her- 
self on  Mrs.  MacStinger  he  could  never  forget), 
he  proposed  to  Florence  that  the  daughter  of 
the  elderly  lady  who  usually  sat  under  the  blue 
umbrella  in  Leadenhall  Market  should,  for  pru- 
dential reasons  and  considerations  of  privacy,  be 
superseded  in  the  temporary  discharge  of  the 
household  duties  by  some  one  who  was  not  un- 
known to  them,  and  in  whom  they  could  safely 
confide.  Susan,  being  present,  then  named,  in 
furtherance  of  a  suggestion  she  had  previously 
offered  to  the  captain,  Mrs.  Richards.  Florence 
brightened  at  the  name,  And  Susan,  setting  off 
that  very  afternoon  to  the  Toodle  domicile,  to 
sound  Mrs.  Richards,  returned  in  triumph  the 
same  evening,  accompanied  by  the  identical 
rosy-cheeked,  apple-faced  Polly,  whose  demon- 
strations, when  brought  into  Florence's  presence, 
were  hardly  less  affectionate  than  those  of  Susan 
Nipper  herself. 

This  piece  of  generalship  accomplished;  from 
which  the  captain  derived  uncommon  satisfac- 
tion, as  he  did,  indeed,  from  everything  else  that 
was  done,  whatever  it  happened  to  be ;  Florence 
had  next  to  prepare  Susan  for  their  approaching 
separation.  This  was  a  much  more  difficult 
task,  as  Miss  Nipper  was  of  a  resolute  disposi- 
tion, and  had  fully  made  up  her  mind  that  she 
had  come  back  never  to  be  parted  from  her  old 
mistress  any  more. 

"  As  to  wages  dear  jNIiss  Floy,"  she  said, 
"  you  wouldn't  hint  and  wrong  mo  so  as  think 
of  naming  them,  for  I've  put  money  by  and 
wouldn't  sell  my  love  and  duty  at  a  time  like 
this  even  if  the  Savings  Banks  and  me  were  total 
strangers  or  the  Banks  were  broke  to  pieces,  but 
you've  never  been  without  me  darling  from  the 
time  your  poor  dear  ma  was  took  away,  and 
though  I'm  nothing  to  be  boasted  of  you're  used 
to  me  and  oh  my  own  dear  mistress  through  so 
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many  years  don't  think  of  going  anywhere  with- 
out me,  for  it  mustn't  and  can't  be  !  " 

"  Dear  Susan,  I  am  going  on  a  long,  long 
voyage." 

"  Well  Miss  Floy,  and  what  of  that  ?  the  more 
you'll  want  me.  Lengths  of  voyages  ain't  an 
object  in  my  eyes,  thank  God!"  said  the  im- 
petuous Susan  Nipper. 

"  But,  Susan,  I  am  going  with  Walter,  and  I 
would  go  with  Walter  anywhere — everywhere  ! 
Walter  is  poor,  and  I  am  very  poor,  and  I 
must  learn,  now,  both  to  help  myself,  and  help 
him." 

"  Dear  Miss  Floy  I  "  cried  Susan,  bursting  out 
afresh,  and  shaking  her  head  violently,  "  it's 
nothing  new  to  you  to  help  yourself  and  others 
too  and  be  the  patientest  and  truest  of  noble 
hearts,  but  let  me  talk  to  Mr.  Walter  Gay  and 
settle  it  with  him,  for  suffer  you  to  go  away 
across  the  world  alone  I  cannot,  and  I  won't." 

"  Alone, Susan  ?"  returned  Florence.  "  Alone  ? 
and  A\'alter  taking  me  with  him  ?  "  Ah,  what  a 
bright,  amazed,  enraptured  smile  was  on  her 
face  !  He  should  have  seen  it.  "I  am  sure  you 
will  not  speak  to  Walter  if  I  ask  you  not,"  she 
added  tenderly  ;  "  and  pray  don't,  dear." 

Susan  sobbed  "  Why  not,  Miss  Floy  ?  " 

"  Because,"  said  Florence,  "  I  am  going  to  be 
his  wife,  to  give  him  up  my  whole  heart,  and  to 
live  with  him  and  die  with  him.  He  might 
tliink,  if  you  said  to  him  what  you  have  said  to 
me,  that  I  am  afraid  of  what  is  before  me,  or 
that  you  have  some  cause  to  be  afraid  for  mc. 
Why,  Susan  dear,  I  love  him  !  " 

Miss  Nipper  was  so  much  affected  by  the 
quiet  fervour  of  these  words,  and  the  simple, 
heartfelt,  all-pervading  earnestness  expressed  in 
them,  and  making  the  speaker's  face  more  beau- 
tiful and  pure  than  ever,  that  she  could  only 
cling  to  her  again,  crying.  Was  her  little  mistress 
really,  really  going  to  be  married  ?  and  pitying, 
caressing,  and  protecting  her,  as  she  had  done 
before. 

But  the  Nipper,  though  susceptible  of  wo- 
manly weaknesses,  was  almost  as  capable  of 
putting  constraint  upon  herself  as  of  attacking 
the  redoubtable  MacStinger.  From  that  time 
she  never  returned  to  the  subject,  but  was  always 
cheerful,  active,  bustling,  and  hopeful.  She  did, 
indeed,  inform  Mr.  Toots  privately  that  she  was 
only  "  keeping  uj) "  for  the  time,  and  that  when 
it  was  all  over,  and  Miss  Dombey  was  gone,  she 
might  be  expected  to  become  a  spectacle  dis- 
tressful ;  and  Mr.  Toots  did  also  express  that  it 
was  his  case  too,  and  that  they  would  mingle 
their  tears  together;  but  she  never  otherwise 
indulged  her  private  feelings  in  the  presence  of 
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Florence,  or  within   the  precincts  of  the  Mid- 
shipman. 

Limited  and  plain  as  Florence's  wardrobe 
was — what  a  contrast  to  that  prepared  for  the 
last  marriage  in  which  she  had  taken  part ! — 
there  was  a  good  deal  to  do  in  getting  it  ready, 
and  Susan  Nipper  worked  away  at  her  side,  all 
day,  with  the  concentrated  zeal  of  fifty  semp- 
stresses. The  wonderful  contributions  Captain 
Cuttle  would  have  made  to  this  branch  of  the 
outfit,  if  he  had  been  permitted — as  pink  para- 
sols, tinted  silk  stockings,  blue  shoes,  and  other 
articles  no  less  necessary  on  shipboard — would 
occupy  some  space  in  the  recital.  He  was  in- 
duced, however,  by  various  fraudulent  repre- 
sentations, to  limit  his  contributions  to  a  workbox 
and  dressing-case,  of  each  of  which  he  purchased 
the  very  largest  specimen  that  could  be  got  for 
money.  For  ten  days  or  a  fortnight  afterwards, 
he  generally  sat,  during  the  greater  part  of  the 
day,  gazing  at  these  boxes ;  divided  between 
extreme  admiration  of  them,  and  dejected  mis- 
givings that  they  were  not  gorgeous  enough,  and 
frequently  diving  out  into  the  street  to  purchase 
some  wild  article  that  he  deemed  necessary  to 
their  completeness.  But  his  master  stroke  was, 
the  bearing  of  them  both  off  suddenly  one 
morning,  and  getting  the  two  words  Florenxe 
Gay  engraved  upon  a  brass  heart  inlaid  over  the 
lid  of  each.  Alter  this,  he  smoked  four  pipes 
successively  in  the  little  parlour  by  himself,  and 
was  discovered  chuckhng  at  the  expiration  of  as 
many  hours. 

AValter  was  busy  and  away  all  day,  but  came 
tJiere  every  morning  early  to  see  Florence,  and 
always  passed  the  evening  with  her.  Florence 
never  left  her  high  rooms  but  to  steal  down-stairs 
to  wait  for  him  when  it  was  his  time  to  come,  or, 
sheltered  by  his  proud,  encircling  arm,  to  bear 
him  company  to  the  door  again,  and  sometimes 
peep  into  the  street.  In  the  twilight  they  were 
always  together.  Oh  blessed  time  !  Oh  wan- 
dering heart  at  ■  rest !  Oh  deep,  exhaustless, 
mighty  well  of  love,  in  which  so  much  was  sunk  ! 

The  cruel  mark  was  on  her  bosom  yet.  It 
rose  against  her  father  with  the  breath  she  drew, 
it  lay  between  her  and  her  lover  when  he  pressed 
her  to  his  heart.  But  she  forgot  it.  In  the 
beating  of  that  heart  for  her,  and  in  the  beating 
of  her  own  for  him,  all  harsher  music  was  un- 
heard, all  stern,  unloving  hearts  forgotten.  Fra- 
gile and  delicate  she  was,  but  with  a  might  of 
love  within  her  that  could,  and  did,  create  a 
world  to  fly  to,  and  to  rest  in,  out  of  his  one 
image. 

How  often  did  the  great  house,  and  the  old 
days,  come  before  her  in  the  twilight  time,  when 


she  was  sheltered  by  the  arm,  so  proud,  so  fond, 
and  creeping  closer  to  him,  shrunk  within  it  at 
the  recollection  !  How  often,  from  remember- 
ing the  night  when  she  went  down  to  that  room 
and  met  the  never-to-be-forgotten  look,  did  she 
raise  her  eyes  to  those  that  watched  her  with 
such  loving  earnestness,  and  weep  with  happi- 
ness in  such  a  refuge  !  The  more  she  clung  to 
it,  the  more  the  dear  dead  child  was  in  her 
thoughts  :  but,  as  if  the  last  time  she  had  seen 
her  father  had  been  when  he  was  sleeping  and 
she  kissed  his  face,  she  always  left  him  so,  and 
never,  in  her  fancy,  passed  that  hour. 

"Walter  dear,"  said  Florence  one  evening, 
when  it  was  almost  dark,  "  do  you  know  what  I 
have  been  thinking  to-day  ?  " 

"  Thinking  how  the  time  is  flying  on,  and  how 
soon  we  shall  be  upon  the  sea,  sweet  Florence  ?  " 

"  I  don't  mean  that,  Walter,  though  I  think 
of  that  too.  I  have  been  thinking  what  a  charge 
I  am  to  you." 

"A  precious,  sacred  charge,  dear  heart  ! 
Why,  /think  that  sometimes." 

'■  You  are  laughing,  Walter.  I  know  that's 
much  more  in  your  thoughts  than  mine.  But  I 
mean  a  cost." 

"  A  cost,  my  own  ?" 

"  In  money,  dear.  All  these  preparations 
that  Susan  and  I  are  so  busy  with — I  have  been 
able  to  purchase  very  little  for  myself.  You 
were  poor  before.  But  how  much  poorer  I  shall 
make  you,  AValter  ! " 

"  And  how  much  richer,  Florence  !  " 

Florence  laughed,  and  shook  her  head. 

"  Besides,"  said  Walter,  "  long  ago — before  I 
went  to  sea — I  had  a  little  purse  presented  to 
me,  dearest,  which  had  mone}^  in  it." 

"  Ah  !  "  returned  Florence,  laughing  sorrow- 
fully, "  very  little  !  Very  little,  Walter  !  But  you 
must  not  think" — and  here  she  laid  her  hght 
hand  on  his  shoulder,  and  looked  into  his  face 
— "  that  I  regret  to  be  this  burden  on  you.  No, 
dear  love,  I  am  glad  of  it.  I  am  happy  in  it.  I 
wouldn't  have  it  otherwise  for  all  the  world  ! " 

'•  Nor  I  indeed,  dear  Florence." 

"  Ay  !  But,  Walter,  you  can  never  feel  it  as 
I  do.  I  am  so  proud  of  you !  It  makes  my 
heart  swell  with  such  delight  to  know  that  those 
who  speak  of  you  must  say  you  married  a  poor 
disowned  girl,  who  had  taken  shelter  here ;  who 
had  no  other  home,  no  other  friends  ;  who  had 
nothing — nothing  !  Oh,  Walter,  if  I  could  have 
brought  you  millions,  I  never  could  have  been 
so  happy  for  your  sake  as  I  am  !  " 

"  And  you,  dear  Florence  ?  are  you  nothing  ?" 
he  returned. 

"  No,  nothing,  Walter.     Nothing  but  your 
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wife."  The  light  hand  stole  about  his  neck, 
and  the  voice  came  nearer — nearer.  "  I  am 
nothing  any  more,  that  is  not  you.  I  have  no 
earthly  hope  any  more,  that  is  not  you.  I  have 
nothing  dear  to  me  any  more,  that  is  not  you." 

Oh  !  well  might  Mr.  Toots  leave  the  little  com- 
pany that  evening,  and  twice  ^o  out  to  correct 
his  watch  by  the  Royal  Exchange,  and  once  to 
keep  an  appointment  with  a  banker  which  he 
suddenly  remembered,  and  once  to  take  a  little 
turn  to  Aldgate  Pump  and  back  ! 

But,  before  he  went  upon  these  expeditions, 
or,  indeed,  before  he  came,  and  before  lights 
were  brought,  Walter  said  : 

"  Florence  love,  the  lading  of  our  ship  is 
nearly  finished,  and  probably  on  the  very  day 
of  our  marriage  she  will  drop  down  the  river. 
Shall  we  go  away  that  morning,  and  stay  in 
Kent  until  we  go  on  board  at  Gravesend  within 
a  week  ?  " 

"  If  you  please,  Walter.  I  shall  be  happy 
anywhere.     But " 

"Yes,  my  life?" 

"  You  know,"  said  Florence,  "  that  we  shall 
have  no  marriage  party,  and  that  nobody  will 
distinguish  us  by  our  dress  from  other  people. 
As  we  leave  the  same  day,  will  you — will  you 
take  me  somewhere  that  morning,  Walter — early 
— before  we  go  to  church  ?  " 

Walter  seemed  to  understand  her,  as  so  true 
a  lover  so  truly  loved  should,  and  confirmed  his 
ready  promise  with  a  kiss — \vith  more  than  one, 
perhaps,  or  two  or  three,  or  five  or  six ;  and  in 
the  grave,  calm,  peaceful  evening  Florence  was 
very  happy. 

Then  into  the  quiet  room  came  Susan  Nipper 
and  the  candles ;  shortly  afterwards,  the  tea,  the 
captain,  and  the  excursive  Mr.  Toots,  who,  as 
above  mentioned,  was  frequently  on  the  move 
afterwards,  and  passed  but  a  restless  evening. 
This,  however,  was  not  his  habit :  for  he  generally 
got  on  very  well,  by  dint  of  playing  at  cribbagc 
with  the  captain  under  the  advice  and  guidance 
of  Miss  Nipper,  and  distracting  his  mind  with 
the  calculations  incidental  to  the  game ;  wliich 
he  found  to  be  a  very  effectual  means  of  utterly 
confounding  himself. 

The  captain's  visage  on  these  occasions  pre- 
sented one  of  the  finest  examples  of  combination 
and  succession  of  expression  ever  observed.  His 
instinctive  delicacy  and  his  chivalrous  feeling 
towards  Florence  taught  him  that  it  was  not  a 
time  for  any  boisterous  jollity,  or  violent  display 
of  satisfaction.  Certain  floating  reminiscences 
of  Lovely  Peg,  on  the  other  hand,  were  con- 
stantly struggling  for  a  vent,  and  urging  the 
captain  to  commit  himself  by  some  irreparable 


demonstration.  Anon,  his  admiration  of  Flo- 
rence'and  Walter— well  matched  truly,  and  full 
of  grace  and  interest  in  their  youth,  and  love, 
and  good  looks,  as  they  sat  apart — would  take 
such  complete  possession  of  him  that  he  would  lay 
down  his  cards,  and  beam  upon  them,  dabbing 
his  head  all  over  with  his  pocket-handkerchief ; 
until  warned,  perhaps,  by  the  sudden  rushing 
forth  of  Mr.  Toots,  that  he  had  unconsciously 
been  very  instrumental  indeed  in  making  that 
gentleman  miserable.  This  reflection  would 
make  the  captain  profoundly  melancholy  until 
the  return  of  Mr.  Toots ;  when  he  would  fall  to 
his  cards  again,  with  many  side  winks  and  nods, 
and  polite  waves  of  his  hook  at  Miss  Nipper, 
importing  that  he  wasn't  going  to  do  so  any 
more.  The  state  that  ensued  on  this  was,  per- 
haps, his  best;  for  then,  endeavouring  to  dis- 
charge all  expression  from  his  face,  he  would  sit 
staring  round  the  room,  with  all  these  expres- 
sions conveyed  into  it  at  once,  and  each  wrest- 
ling with  the  other.  Delighted  admiration  of 
Florence  and  Walter  always  overthrew  the  rest, 
and  remained  victorious  and  undisguised,  un- 
less Mr.  Toots  made  another  rush  into  the  air, 
and  then  the  captain  would  sit  like  a  remorseful 
culprit  until  he  came  back  again,  occasionally 
calling  upon  himself,  in  a  low,  reproachful  voice, 
to  "  stand  by  ! "  or  growling  some  remonstrance 
to  "  Ed'ard  Cuttle  my  lad,"  on  the  want  of  cau- 
tion observable  in  his  behaviour. 

One  of  Mr.  Toots's  hardest  trials,  however, 
was  of  his  own  seeking.  On  the  approach  of 
the  Sunday  which  was  to  witness  the  last  of 
those  askings  in  church  of  which  the  captain  had 
spoken,  Mr.  Toots  thus  stated  his  feelings  to 
Susan  Nipper. 

"  Susan,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  I  am  drawn  to- 
wards the  building.  The  words  wiiich  cut  me 
off  from  Miss  Dornbey  for  ever  will  strike  upon 
my  ears  like  a  knell,  )'ou  know,  but,  upon  my 
word  and  honour,  I  feel  that  1  must  liear  them. 
Therefore,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  will  you  accom- 
pany me  to-morrow  to  the  sacred  edifice  ?" 

Miss  Nipper  expressed  her  readiness  to  do  so, 
if  that  would  be  any  satisfaction  to  Mr.  Toots, 
but  besought  him  to  abandon  his  idea  of  going. 

"  Susan,"  returned  Mr.  Toots  with  much 
solemnity,  "  before  my  whiskers  began  to  be 
observed  by  anybody  but  myself,  I  adored  Miss 
Dombcy.  While  yet  a  victim  to  the  thraldom 
of  lilimber,  I  adored  Miss  Uombey.  When  I 
could  no  longer  be  kept  out  of  my  property,  in 
a  legal  point  of  view,  and — and  accordingly 
came  into  it — I  adored  Miss  Dombey.  The 
banns  which  consign  her  to  Lieutenant  Walters, 
and  me  to — to  Gloom,  you  know,"  said   Mr. 
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Toots,  after  hesitating  for  a  strong  expression, 
"  may  be  dreadful,  7C'i/l  be  dreadful ;  but  I  feel 
that  I  should  wish  to  hear  them  spoken.  I  feel 
that  I  should  wish  to  know  that  the  ground  was 
certainly  cut  from  under  me,  and  that  I  hadn't  a 
hope  to  cherish,  or  a — or  a  leg,  in  short,  to — to 
go  upon." 


Susan  Nipper  could  only  commiserate  Mr. 
Toots's  unfortunate  condition,  and  agree,  under 
these  circumstances,  to  accompany  him  ;  which 
she  did  next  morning. 

The  church  Walter  had  chosen  for  the  pur- 
pose was  a  mouldy  old  church  in  a  yard,  hemmed 
in   by  a  labyrinth  of  back-streets   and  courts, 


'  AFTKR  THIS,    HE  SMOKED    FOUR  riPES   SUCCESSIVELY    IN    THE  LITTLE  PARLOUR  BY  HIMSELF,   AND  'WAS 
DISCOVERED  CHUCKLING  AT  THE  EXPIRATION  OF  AS   MANY  HOURS." 


with  a  little  burying-ground  round  it,  and  itself 
buried  in  a  kind  of  vault  formed  by  the  neigh- 
bouring houses,  and  paved  with  echoing  stones. 
It  was  a  great,  dim,  shabby  pile,  with  high  old 
oaken   pews,  among  which   about  a   score   of 


people  lost  themselves  every  Sunday ;  while  the 
clergyman's  voice  drowsily  resounded  through 
tire  emptiness,  and  the  organ  rumbled  and  rolled 
as  if  the  church  had  got  the  colic,  for  want  of  a 
congregation  to  keep  the  wind  and  damp  out. 


MR.   TOOTS  GOES  TO  HEAR  THE  BANNS  PUBLISHED. 
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But  so  far  was  this  City  church  from  languishing 
for  the  company  of  other  churches,  that  spires 
were  clustered  round  it,  as  the  masts  of  shipping 
cluster  on  the  river.  It  would  have  been  hard 
to  count  them  from  its  steeple-top,  they  were  so 
many.  In  almost  every  yard  and  blind  place 
near,  there  was  a  church.  The  confusion  of 
bells,  when  Susan  and  Mr.  Toots  betook  them- 
selves towards  it  on  the  Sunday  morning,  was 
deafening.  There  were  twenty  churches  close 
together,  clamouring  for  people  to  come  in. 

The  two  stray  sheep  in  question  were  penned 
by  a  beadle  in  a  commodious  pew,  and,  being 
-early,  sat  for  some  time  counting  the  congrega- 
tion, listening  to  the  disappointed  bell  high  up 
in  the  tower,  or  looking  at  a  shabby  little  old 
man  in  the  porch  behind  the  screen,  who  was 
ringing  the  same,  like  the  bull  in  Cock  Robin, 
with  his  foot  in  a  stirrup.  Mr.  Toots,  after  a 
lengthened  survey  of  the  large  books  on  the 
reading-desk,  whispered  Miss  Nipper  that  he 
wondered  where  the  banns  were  kept,  but  that 
young  lady  merely  shook  her  head  and  frowned  ; 
repelling  for  the  time  all  approaches  of  a  tem- 
poral nature. 

Mr.  Toots,  however,  appearing  unable  to  keep 
his  thoughts  from  the  banns,  was  evidently  look- 
ing out  for  them  during  the  whole  preliminary 
portion  of  the  service.  As  the  time  for  reading 
them  approached,  the  poor  young  gentleman 
manifested  great  anxiety  and  trepidation,  which 
was  not  diminished  by  the  unexpected  appari- 
tion of  the  captain  in  the  front  row  of  the  gallery. 
When  the  clerk  handed  up  a  list  to  the  clergy- 
man, Mr.  Toots,  being  then  seated,  held  on  by 
the  seat  of  the  pew ;  but  when  the  names  of 
Walter  Gay  and  Florence  Dombey  were  read 
aloud  as  being  in  the  third  and  last  stage  of  that 
association,  he  was  so  entirely  conquered  by  his 
feelings  as  to  rush  from  the  church  without  his 
hat,  followed  by  the  beadle  and  pew-opener,  and 
two  gentlemen  of  the  medical  profession,  who 
happened  to  be  present ;  of  whom  the  first- 
named  presently  returned  for  that  article,  in- 
forming Miss  Nipper  in  a  whisper  that  she  was 
not  to  make  herself  uneasy  about  the  gentleman, 
as  the  gentleman  said  his  indisposition  was  of 
no  consequence. 

Miss  Nipper,  feeling  that  the  eyes  of  that 
integral  portion  of  Europe  which  lost  itself 
weekly  among  the  high-backed  pews  were  upon 
her,  would  have  been  sufficiently  embarrassed 
by  this  incident,  though  it  had  terminated  here  ; 
the  more  so,  as  the  captain,  in  the  front  row  of 
the  gallery,  was  in  a  state  of  unmitigated  con- 
sciousness which  could  hardly  fiiil  to  express  to 
tlie  congregation  that  he  had  some  mysterious 


connection  with  it.  But  the  extreme  restless- 
ness of  Mr.  Toots  painfully  increased  and  pro- 
tracted the  delicacy  of  her  situation.  That 
young  gentleman,  incapable,  in  his  state  of  mind, 
of  remaining  alone  in  the  churchyard,  a  prey  to 
solitary  meditation,  and  also  desirous,  no  doubt, 
of  testifying  his  respect  for  the  offices  he  had  in 
some  measure  interrupted,  suddenly  returned — • 
not  coming  back  to  the  pew,  but  stationing 
himself  on  a  free-seat  in  the  aisle,  between  two 
elderly  females  who  were  in  the  habit  of  receiv- 
ing their  portion  of  a  weekly  dole  of  bread  then 
set  forth  on  a  shelf  in  the  porch.  In  this  con- 
junction Mr.  Toots  remained,  greatly  disturbing 
the  congregation,  who  felt  it  impossible  to  avoid 
looking  at  him,  until  his  feelings  overcame  him 
again,  when  he  departed  silently  and  sudtlenly. 
Not  venturing  to  trust  himself  in  the  church 
any  more,  and  yet  wishing  to  have  some  ^social 
participation  in  what  was  going  on  there,  Mr. 
Toots  was,  after  this,  seen  from  time  to  time 
looking  in,  with  a  lorn  aspect,  at  one  or  other  of 
the  windows  ;  and  as  there  were  several  windows 
accessible  to  him  from  without,  and  as  his  rest- 
lessness was  very  great,  it  not  only  became  diffi- 
cult to  conceive  at  which  window  he  would 
appear  next,  but  likewise  became  necessary,  as 
it  were,  for  the  whole  congregation  to  speculate 
upon  the  chances  of  the  different  windows  dur- 
ing the  comparative  leisure  afforded  them  by 
the  sermon.  Mr.  Toots's  movements  in  the 
churchyard  were  so  eccentric,  that  he  seemed 
generally  to  defeat  all  calculation,  and  to  appear, 
like  the  conjurer's  figure,  where  he  was  least 
expected  ;  and  the  effect  of  these  mysterious 
presentations  was  much  increased  by  its  being 
difficult  to  him  to  see  in,  and  easy  to  everybody 
else  to  see  out :  which  occasioned  his  remaining, 
every  time,  longer  than  m'ight  have  been  ex- 
pected, with  his  face  close  to  the  glass,  until  he 
all  at  once  became  aware  that  all  eyes  were  upon 
him,  and  vanished.  » 

These  proceedings  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Toots, 
and  the  strong  indivitlual  consciousness  of  them 
that  was  exhibited  by  the  captain,  rendered  Miss 
Nipper's  position  so  res[)Onbible  a  one,  that  she 
was  mightily  relieved  by  the  conclusion  of  the 
service ;  and  was  hardly  so  affable  to  Mr.  Toots 
as  usual,  when  he  informed  her  and  the  captain, 
on  the  way  back,  that  now  he  was  sure  he  had 
no  hope,  you  know,  he  felt  more  comfortable — 
at  least,  not  exactly  more  comfortable,  but  more 
comfortably  and  completely  miserable. 

Swiftly,  now,  indeed,  the  time  flew  by,  until  it 
was  the  evening  before  the  daj'  appointed  for 
the  marriage.  They  were  all  assembled  in  the 
upper  room  at  the  Midshipman's,  and  had  no 
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fear  of  interruption;  for  there  were  no  lodgers 
in  the  house  now,  and  the  Midshipman  had  it 
all  to  himself.  Tliey  were  grave  and  quiet  in 
the  prospect  of  to-morrow,  but  moderately  cheer- 
ful too.  Florence,  with  Walter  close  beside  her, 
was  finishing  a  little  piece  of  work  intended  as  a 
parting  gift  to  the  captain.  Tlie  captain  was 
playing  cribbage  with  Mr.  Toots.  Mr.  Toots 
was  taking  counsel  as  to  his  hand  of  Susan 
Nipper.  Miss  Nipper  was  giving  it  with  all 
due  secrecy  and  circumspection.  Diogenes  was 
listening,  and  occasionally  breaking  out  into  a 
gruff,  half-smothered  fragment  of  a  bark,  of  which 
he  afterwards  seemed  half  ashamed,  as  if  he 
doubted  having  any  reason  for  it. 

"  Steady,  steady  ! "  said  the  captain  to  Dio- 
genes ;  "  what's  amiss  with  you  ?  You  don't 
seem  easy  in  your  mind  to-night,  my  boy  ! " 

Diogenes  wagged  his  tail,  but  pricked  up  his 
ears  immediately  afterwards,  and  gave  utterance 
to  another  fragment  of  a  bark ;  for  which  he  apolo- 
gised to  the  captain  by  again  wagging  his  tail. 

"  It's  my  opinion,  Di,"  said  the  captain,  look- 
ing thoughtfully  at  his  cards,  and  stroking  his 
chin  with  his  hook,  "  as  you  have  your  doubts 
of  Mrs.  Richards ;  but  if  you're  the  animal  I 
take  you  to  be,  you'll  think  better  o'  that ;  for 
her  looks  is  her  commission.  Now,  brother  :  " 
to  Mr.  Toots  :  "  if  so  be  as  you're  readv,  heave 
ahead." 

The  captain  spoke  with  all  composure  and 
attention  to  the  game,  but  suddenly  his  cards 
dropped  out  of  his  hand,  his  mouth  and  eyes 
opened  wide,  his  legs  drew  themselves  up  and 
stuck  out  in  front  of  his  chair,  and  he  sat  staring 
at  the  door  with  blank  amazement.  Looking 
round  upon  the  company,  and  seeing  that  none 
of  them  observed  him  or  the  cause  of  his  astonish- 
ment, the  captain  recovered  himself  with  a  great 
gasp,  struck  the  table  a  tremendous  blow,  cried 
in  a  stentorian  roar,  "  Sol  Gills  ahoy !  "  and 
tumbled  into  the  arms  of  a  weather-beaten  pea- 
coat  that  had  come  with  Polly  into  the  room. 

In  another  moment,  "Walter  was  in  the  arms 
of  the  weather-beaten  pea-coat.  In  another 
moment,  Florence  was  in  the  arms  of  the 
weather-beaten  pea-coat.  In  another  moment, 
Captain  Cuttle  had  embraced  i\Irs.  Richards 
and  Miss  Nipper,  and  was  violently  shaking 
hands  with  Mr.  Toots,  exclaiming,  as  he  waved 
his  hook  above  his  head,  "  Hooroar,  my  lad, 
hooroar  ! "  To  which  Mr.  Toots,  wholly  at  a 
loss  to  account  for  these  proceedings,  replied 
with  great  politeness,  "  Certainly,  Captain  Gills, 
whatever  you  think  proper  !  " 

The  weather-beaten  pea-coat,  and  a  no  less 
weather-beaten  cap  and  comforter  belonging  to 


it,  turned  from  the  captain  and  from  Florence 
back  to  Walter,  and  sounds  came  from  the 
weather-beaten  pea-coat,  cap,  and  comforter,  as 
of  an  old  man  sobbing  underneath  them  ;  while 
the  shaggy  sleeves  clasped  \\'alter  tight.  During 
this  pause  there  was  an  universal  silence,  and 
the  captain  polished  his  nose  with  great  dili- 
gence. But  when  the  pea-coat,  cap,  and  com- 
forter lifted  themselves  up  again,  Florence  gently 
moved  towards  them ;  and  she  and  "Walter,  taking 
them  off,  disclosed  the  old  instrument-maker,  a 
little  thinner  and  more  careworn  than  of  old,  in 
his  old  Welsh  wig  and  his  old  coffee-coloured 
coat  and  basket  buttons,  with  his  old  infallible 
chronometer  ticking  away  in  his  pocket. 

"  Chock-full  o'  science,"  said  the  radiant  cap- 
tain, "as  ever  he  was  !  Sol  Gills,  Sol  Gills,  what 
ha^■e  you  been  up  to  for  this  many  a  long  day, 
my  ould  boy  ?  " 

"  I'm  half  blind,  Ned,"  said  the  old  man, 
"and  almost  deaf  and  dumb  with  joy." 

"  His  wery  woice,"  said  the  captain,  looking 
round  with  an  exultation  to  which  even  his  face 
could  hardly  render  justice — "  his  wery  woice  as 
chock-full  o'  science  as  ever  it  was  !  Sol  Gills, 
lay  to,  my  lad,  upon  your  own  wines  and  fig- 
trees,  like  a  taut  old  patriark  as  you  are,  and 
overhaul  them  there  adwentures  o'yourn,  in  your 
Own  formihor  woice.  'Tis  the  woice,"  said  the 
captain  impressively,  and  announcing  a  quota- 
tion with  his  hook,  "  of  the  sluggard,  I  heerd 
him  com-plain,  you  have  woke  me  too  soon,  I 
must  slumber  again.  Scatter  his  ene-mies,  and 
make  'em  fall ! " 

The  captain  sat  down  with  the  air  of  a  man 
who  had  happily  expressed  the  feeling  of  every- 
body present,  and  immediately  rose  again  to 
present  Mr.  Toots,  who  was  much  disconcerted 
by  the  arrival  of  anybody  appearing  to  prefer  a 
claim  to  the  name  of  Gills. 

"  Although,"  stammered  Mr.  Toots,  "  I  had 
not  the  pleasure  of  your  acquaintance,  sir,  before 

you  were — you  were " 

"  Lost  to  sight,  to  memory  dear,"  suggested 
the  captain  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Exactly  so.  Captain  Gills  ! "  assented  Mr. 
Toots.  "  Although  I  had  not  tlie  pleasure  of 
your  acquaintance,  Mr. — Mr.  Sols,"  said  Toots, 
hitting  on  that  name  in  the  inspiration  of  a 
bright  idea,  "  before  that  happened,  I  have  the 
greatest  pleasure,  I  assure  you,  in — you  knou', 
in  knowing  you.  I  hope,"  said  Mr.  Toots, 
"  that  you're  as  well  as  can  be  expected." 

With  these  courteous  words,  Mr.  Toots  sat 
down  blushing  and  chuckling. 

The  old  instrument-maker,  seated  in  a  corner 
between  \\'alter  and  Florence,  and  nodding  at 
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Polly,  who  was  looking  on,  all  smiles  and  de- 
light, answered  the  captain  thus  : 

"  Ned  Cuttle,  my  dear  boy,  although  I  have 
heard  something  of  the  changes  of  events  here, 
from  my  pleasant  friend  there What  a  plea- 
sant face  she  has  to  be  sure,  to  welcome  a  wan- 
derer home  ! "  said  the  old  man,  breaking  off, 
and  rubbing  his  hands  in  his  old  dreamy  way. 

"  Hear  him  ! "  cried  the  captain  gravely.  "  'Tis 
woman  as  seduces  all  mankind.  For  which," 
aside  to  Mr.  Toots,  "  you'll  overhaul  your  Adam 
and  Eve,  brother." 

"  I  shall  make  a  point  of  doing  so.  Captain 
Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots. 

"Although  I  have  heard  something  of  the 
changes  of  events  from  her,"  resumed  the  instru- 
ment-maker, taking  his  old  spectacles  from  his 
pocket,  and  putting  them  on  his  forehead  in  his 
old  manner,  ''  they  are  so  great  and  unexpected, 
and  I  am  so  overpowered  by  the  sight  of  my 
dear  boy,  and  by  the "  glancing  at  the  down- 
cast eyes  .of  Florence,  and  not  attempting  to 
finish  the  sentence — "  that  I — I  can't  say  much 
to-night.  But,  my  dear  Ned  Cuttle,  why  didn't 
you  write  ?  " 

The  astonishment  depicted  in  the  captain's 
features  positively  frightened  Mr.  Toots,  whose 
eyes  were  quite  fixed  by  it,  so  that  he  could  not 
withdraw  them  from  his  face. 

"  Write  !  "  echoed  the  captain.  "  Write,  Sol 
Gills  !  " 

"Ay,"  said  the  old  man,  "either  to  Barba- 
does,  or  Jamaica,  or  Demerara.  That  was  what 
I  asked." 

"What  you  asked,  Sol  Gills  !"  repeated  the 
captain. 

"  Ay,"  said  the  old  man.  "  Don't  you  know, 
Ned  ?  Sure  you  have  not  forgotten  ?  Every 
time  I  wrote  to  you." 

The  captain  took  off  his  glazed  hat,  hung  it 
on  his  hook,  and  smoothing  his  hair  from  behind 
with  his  hand,  sat  gazing  at  the  group  around 
him  :  a  perfect  image  of  wondering  resignation. 

"  You  don't  appear  to  understand  me,  Ned  !  " 
observed  old  Sol. 

"  Sol  Gills,"  returned  the  captain,  after  staring 
at  him  and  the  rest  for  a  long  time  without 
speaking,  "  I'm  gone  about  and  adrift.  Pay  out 
a  word  or  two  respecting  them  adwentures,  will 
you  ?  Can't  I  bring  up,  nohows  ?  nohows  ?  " 
said  the  captain,  ruminating,  and  staring  all 
round. 

"  You  know,  Ned,"  said  Sol  Gills,  "  why  I 
left  here.     Did  you  open  my  packet,  Ned  ?" 

"  \Vhy,  ay,  ay,"  said  the  captain.  "  To  be 
sure,  I  opened  the  packet." 

"  And  read  it  ?  "  said  the  old  man. 


"  And  read  it,"  answered  the  captain,  eyeing 
him  attentively,  and  proceeding  to  quote  it  from 
memory.  "  '  My  dear  Ned  Cuttle,  when  I  left 
home  for  the  West  Indies  in  forlorn  search  of 

intelligence  of  my  dear '     There  he  sits  ! 

There's  Wal'r  !  "  said  the  captain,  as  if  he  were 
relieved  by  getting  hold  of  anything  that  was 
real  and  indisputable. 

"  Well,  Ned.  Now  attend  a  moment !  "  said 
the  old  man.  "When  I  wrote  first — that  was 
from  Barbadoes — I  said  that  though  you  would 
receive  that  letter  long  before  the  year  was  out, 
I  should  be  glad  if  you  would  open  the  packet, 
as  it  explained  the  reason  of  my  going  away. 
Very  good,  Ned.  When  I  wrote  the  second, 
third,  and  perhaps  the  fourth  times — that  was 
from  Jamaica — I  said  I  was  in  just  the  same 
state,  couldn't  rest,  and  couldn't  come  away  from 
that  part  of  the  world,  without  knowing  that  my 
boy  was  lost  or  saved.  When  I  wrote  next — 
that,  I  think,  was  from  Demerara,  wasn't  it  ?" 

"  That  he  thinks  was  from  Demerara,  warn't 
it  ?"  said  the  captain,  looking  hopelessly  round. 

"—I  said,"  proceeded  old  Sol,  "that  still 
there  was  no  certain  information  got  yet.  That 
I  found  many  captains  and  others,  in  that  part 
of  the  world,  who  had  known  me  for  years,  and 
who  assisted  me  mth  a  passage  here  and  there, 
and  for  whom  I  was  able,  now  and  then,  to  do  a 
little  in  return  in  my  own  craft.  That  every  one 
was  sorry  for  me,  and  seemed  to  take  a 'sort  of 
interest  in  my  wanderings ;  and  that  I  began  to 
think  it  would  be  my  fate  to  cruise  about  in 
search  of  tidings  of  my  boy  until  I  died." 

"'  Began  to  think  as  how  he  was  a  scientific 
flying  Dutchman  !  "  said  the  captain,  as  before, 
and  with  great  seriousness. 

"  But  when  the  news  came  one  da}',  Ned, — 
that  was  to  Barbadoes,  after  I  got  back  there, — 
that  a  China  trader  home'ard  bound  had  been 
spoke,  that  had  my  boy  aboard,  then,  Ned,  I 
took  passage  in  the  next  ship,  and  came  home ; 
and  arrived  at  home  to-night  to  find  it  true, 
thank  God  !  "  said  the  old  man  devoutly. 

The  captain,  after  bowing  his  head  with  great 
reverence,  stared  all  round  the  circle,  beginning 
with  Mr.  Toots,  and  ending  with  die  instrument- 
maker  :  then  gravely  said  : 

"  Sol  Gills  !  The  observation  as  I'm  a-going 
to  make  is  calc'lated  to  blow  every  stitch  of  sail 
as  you  can  carry  clean  out  of  the  bolt-ropes,  and 
bring  you  on  your  beam-ends  with  a  lurch.  Not 
one  of  them  letters  was  ever  delivered  to  Ed'ard 
Cuttle.  Not  one  o'  them  letters,"  repeated  the 
captain,  to  make  his  declaration  the  more 
solemn  and  impressive,  "  was  ever  delivered  unto 
Ed'ard  Cuttle,  mariner,  of  England,  as  lives  at 
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home  at  ease,  and  doth  improve  each  shining 
hour ! " 

"  And  posted  by  my  own  hand  !  And  directed 
by  my  own  hand,  Number  Nine,  Brig  Place  !  " 
exclaimed  old  Sol. 

The  colour  all  went  out  of  the  captain's  face, 
and  all  came  back  again  in  a  glow. 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Sol  Gills,  my  friend,  by 
Number  Nine,  Brig  Place?"  inquired  the  captain. 

"  Mean  ?  Your  lodgings,  Ned,"  returned  the 
old  man.  "  Mrs.  What's-her-name  !  I  shall  forget 
my  own  name  next,  but  I  am  behind  the  present 
lime  —  I  always  was,  you  recollect — and  very 
much  confused.     Mrs. " 

"  Sol  Gills  !  "  said  the  captain,  as  if  he  were 
putting  the  most  improbable  case  in  the  world, 
"  it  ain't  the  name  of  MacStinger  as  you're  a 
trying  to  remember  ?  " 

"  Of  course  it  is  ! "  exclaimed  the  instrument- 
maker.    "  To  be  sure,  Ned.    Mrs.  MacStinger !" 

Captain  Cuttle,  whose  eyes  were  now  as  wide 
open  as  they  could  be,  and  the  knobs  upon 
v.'hose  face  were  perfectly  luminous,  gave  a  long 
shrill  whistle  of  a  most  melancholy  sound,  and 
stood  gazing  at  everybody  in  a  state  of  speech- 
lessness. 

■'  Overhaul  that  there  again,  Sol  Gills,  will  you 
be  so  kind?"  he  said  at  last. 

"  All  these  letters,"  returned  Uncle  Sol,  beat- 
ing time  with  the  forefinger  of  his  right  hand 
upon  tlie  palm  of  his  left,  with  a  steadiness  and 
tlistinctness  that  might  have  done  honour  even 
to  the  infallible  chronometer  in  his  pocket,  "  I 
posted  with  my  own  hand,  and  directed  with  my 
own  hand,  to  Captain  Cuttle,  at  Mrs.  Mac- 
Stinger's,  Number  Nine,  Brig  Place." 

The  captain  took  his  glazed  hat  off  his  hook, 
looked  into  it,  put  it  on,  and  sat  down. 

"  Why,  friends  all,"  said  the  captain,  staring 
round  in  the  last  state  of  discomfiture,  "  I  cut 
and  run  from  there  !  " 

"  And  no  one  knew  where  you  were  gone, 
Captain  Cuttle  ?  "  cried  Walter  hastily. 

"  Bless  your  heart,  Wal'r,"  said  the  captain, 
shaking  his  head,  "  she'd  never  have  allowed 
o'  my  coming  to  take  charge  o'  this  here  pro- 
perty. Nothing  could  be  done  but  cut  and 
run.  Lord  love  you,  Wal'r,"  said  the  captain, 
"  you've  only  seen  her  in  a  calm  !  But  see  her 
when  her  angry  passions  rise — and  make  a  note 
on!" 

"y'd  give  it  her!"  remarked  the  Nipper  softly. 

"Would  you,  do  you  think,  my  dear?"  re- 
turned the  captain  with  feeble  admiration, 
"Well,  my  dear,  it  does  you  credit.  But  there 
ain't  no  wild  animal  I  wouldn't  sooner  face 
myself.     I  only  got  my  chest  away  by  means  of 


a  friend  as  nobody's  a  match  for.  It  was  no- 
good  sending  any  letter  there.  She  wouldn't 
take  in  any  letter,  bless  you,"  said  the  captain, 
"  under  them  circumstances  !  Why,  you  could 
hardly  make  it  worth  a  man's  while  to  be  the 
postman  ! " 

"  Then  it's  pretty  clear.  Captain  Cuttle,  that 
all  of  us,'and  you  and  Uncle  Sol  especially,"  said 
Walter,  "  may  thank  Mrs.  iMacStinger  for  no 
small  anxiety." 

The  general  obligation  in  this  wise  to  the 
determined  relict  of  the  late  Mr.  MacStinger  was 
so  apparent,  that  the  captain  did  not  contest  the 
point ;  but  being  in  some  measure  ashamed  of 
his  position,  though  nobody  dwelt  upon  the  sub- 
ject, and  Walter  especially  avoided  it,  remem- 
bering the  last  conversation  he  and  the  captain 
had  held  together  respecting  it,  he  remained 
under  a  cloud  for  nearly  five  minutes — an  extra- 
ordinar)'  period  for  him — when  that  sun,  his 
face,  broke  out  once  more,  shining  on  all  be- 
holders with  extraordinary  brilliancy;  and  he 
fell  into  a  fit  of  shaking  hands  with  everybody 
over  and  over  again. 

At  an  early  hour,  but  not  before  Uncle  Sol 
and  Walter  had  questioned  each  other  at  some 
length  about  their  voyages  and  dangers,  they  all^ 
except  Walter,  vacated  Florence's  room,  and 
went  down  to  the  parlour.  Here  they  were 
soon  afterwards  joined  by  Walter,  who  told  them 
Florence  was  a  little  sorrowful  and  heavy-hearted, 
and  had  gone  to  bed.  Though  they  could  not 
have  disturbed  her  with  their  voices  down  there, 
they  all  spoke  in  a  whisper  after  this  :  and  each, 
in  his  different  way,  felt  very  lovingly  and  gently 
towards  Walter's  fair  young  bride ;  and  a  long 
explanation  there  was  of  everj'thing  relating  to 
her,  for  the  satisfaction  of  Uncle  Sol ;  and  very 
sensible  Mr.  Toots  was  of  the  delicacy  with 
whif  h  ^Valter  made  his  name  and  services  im- 
portant, and  his  presence  neces;ary  to  their 
little  council. 

"  Mr.  Toots,"  said  Walter,  on  parting  with 
him  at  the  house-door,  "  we  shall  see  each  other 
to-morrow  morning?" 

"  Lieutenant  Walters,"  returned  Mr.  Toots, 
grasping  his  hand  fervently,  '•  I  shall  certainly 
be  present." 

"  This  is  the  last  night  we  shall  meet  for  a 
long  time — the  last  night  we  may  ever  meet," 
said  Walter.  "  Such  a  noble  heart  as  yours 
must  feel,  I  think,  when  another  heart  is  bound 
to  it.  I  hope  you  know  that  I  am  very  grateful 
to  you  ?  " 

"  Walters,"  replied  Mr.  Toots,  quite  touched, 
"  I  should  be  glad  to  feel  that  you  had  reason 
to  be  so." 


MAGNANIMITY  OF  MR.  TOOTS. 


409 


"  Florence,"  said  Walter,  "  on  this  last  night 
of  her  bearing  her  own  name,  has  made  me 
promise — it  was  only  just  now,  when  j-ou  left  us 
together — that  I  would  tell  you,  with  her  dear 
love " 

Mr.  Toots  laid  his  hand  upon  the  door-post, 
and  his  eyes  upon  his  hand. 

" — With  her  dear  love,"  said  Walter,  "that 
bhe  can  never  have  a  friend  whom  she  will  value 
above  you.  That  the  recollection  of  your  true 
consideration  for  her  always,  can  never  be  for- 
gotten by  her.  That  she  remembers  you  in  her 
prayers  to-night,  and  hopes  that  you  will  think 
of  her  when  she  is  far  away.  Shall  I  say  any- 
thing for  you?" 

"  Say,  Walters,"  replied  Mr.  Toots  indistinctly, 
'•  that  I  shall  think  of  her  every  day,  but  never 
without  feeling  happy  to  know  that  she  is  married 
to  the  man  she  loves,  and  who  loves  her.  Say, 
if  you  please,  that  I  am  sure  her  husband  de- 
serves her — even  her  ! — and  that  I  am  glad  of 
her  choice." 

Mr.  Toots  got  more  distinct  as  he  came  to 
these  last  words,  and  raising  his  eyes  from  the 
door-post,  said  them  stoutly.  He  then  shook 
Walter's  hand  again  with  a  fervour  that  Walter 
was  not  slow  to  return,  and  started  homeward. 

Mr.  Toots  was  accompanied  by  the  Chicken, 
•whom  he  had  of  late  brought  with  him  every 
evening,  and  left  in  the  shop,  with  an  idea  that 
unforeseen  circumstances  might  arise  from  witii- 
out,  in  which  the  prowess  of  that  distinguished 
character  would  be  of  service  to  the  Midship- 
man. The  Chicken  did  not  appear  to  be  in  a 
particularly  good  humour  on  this  occasion. 
Either  the  gas-lamps  were  treacherous,  or  he 
cocked  his  eye  in  a  hideous  manner,  and  like- 
wise distorted  his  nose,  when  Mr.  Toots,  cross- 
ing the  road,  looked  back  over  his  shoulder  at 
the  room  where  Florence  slept.  On  the  road 
home,  he  was  more  demonstrative  of  aggressive 
intentions  against  the  other  foot-passengers  than 
comported  with  a  professor  of  the  peaceful  art 
of  self-defence.  Arrived  at  home,  instead  of 
leaving  Mr.  Toots  in  his  apartments  when  he 
had  escorted  him  thither,  he  remained  before 
him  weighing  his  white  hat  in  both  hands  by  the 
brim,  and  twitching  his  head  and  nose  (both  of 
which  had  been  many  times  broken,  and  but 
indifferently  repaired),  with  an  air  of  decided 
disrespect. 

His  patron,  being  much  engaged  with  his  own 
thoughts,  did  not  observe  this  for  some  time, 
nor,  indeed,  until  the  Chicken,  determined  not 
to  be  overlooked,  had  made  divers  clicking 
sounds  with  his  tongue  and  teeth  to  attract 
attention. 


"  Now,  master,"  said  the  Chicken  doggedly, 
when  he  at  length  caught  Mr.  Toots's  eye,  "I 
want  to  know  whether  this  here  gammon  is  to 
finish  it,  or  whether  you're  a-going  in  to  win  ?  " 

"  Chicken,"  returned  Mr.  Toots,  "  explain 
yourself" 

"  Why,  then,  here's  all  about  it,  master,"  said 
the  Chicken.  '•  I  ain't  a  cove  to  chuck  a  word 
away.  Here's  wot  it  is.  Are  any  on  'em  to  be 
doubled  up  ?  " 

When  the  Chicken  put  this  question  he 
dropped  his  hat,  made  a  dodge  and  a  feint 
with  his  left  hand,  hit  a  supposed  enemy  a 
violent  blow  with  his  right,  shook  his  head 
smartly,  and  recovered  himself. 

'■  Come,  master,"  said  the  Chicken,  '•  is  it  to  be 
gammon  or  pluck  ?     Which  ?  " 

"  Chicken,"  returned  Mr.  Toots,  "  your  ex- 
pressions are  coarse,  and  your  meaning  is  ob- 
scure." 

"  ^\'hy,  then,  I  tell  you  what,  master,"  said  the 
Chicken.     "  This  is  where  it  is.     It's  mean." 

'•What  is  mean.  Chicken?"  asked  Mr.  Toots. 

"  It  is,"  said  the  Chicken,  with  a  frightful 
corrugation  of  his  broken  nose.  "  There  ! 
Now,  master !  Wot  !  Wen  you  could  go  and 
blow  on  this  here  match  to  the  stiff 'un;"  by 
which  depreciatory  appellation  it  has  been  since 
supposed  that  the  Game  One  intended  to  signify 
Mr.  Dombey  ;  "  and  when  you  could  knock  the 
winner  and  all  the  kit  of  'em  dead  out  of  wind 
and  time,  are  you  going  to  give  in?  To  };:re 
in  .? "  said  the  Chicken  with  contemptuous  em- 
phasis.    "  Wy,  it's  mean  !  " 

"  Chicken,"  said  Mr.  Toots  severely,  "  you're 
a  perfect  vulture !  Your  sentiments  are  atro- 
cious." 

"  My  sentiments  is  game  and  fancy,  master," 
returned  the  Chicken.  "  That's  wot  my  senti- 
ments is.  I  can't  abear  a  meanness.  Fm  afore 
the  public,  Fm  to  be  heerd  on  at  the  bar  of  the 
Little  Helephant,  and  no  Gov'ner  o'  mine  mustn't 
go  and  do  what's  mean.  Wy,  it's  mean,''  said 
the  Chicken  with  increased  expression.  "  That's 
where  it  is.     It's  mean." 

"Chicken!"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "vou  disgust 
me." 

"  Master,''  returned  the  Chicken,  putting  on 
his  hat,  "  there's  a  pair  on  us,  then.  Come  ! 
Here's  a  offer  !  You've  spoke  to  me  more  than 
once't  or  twice't  about  the  jniblic  line.  Never 
mind  !  Give  me  a  fi'typunnote  to-morrow,  and 
let  me  go.'' 

"  Chicken,"  returned  I\Ir.  Toots,  "  after  the 
odious  sentiments  you  have  expressed,  I  shall  be 
glad  to  part  on  such  terms." 

"Done,  then,"  said   the  Chicken.      "It's  a 
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bargain.  This  here  conduct  of  yourn  won't  suit 
7ny  book,  master.  AVy,  it's  mean,"  said  the 
Chicken ;  who  seemed  equally  unable  to  get 
beyond  that  point,  and  to  stop  short  of  it. 
"  That's  where  it  is  ;  it's  mean  !" 

So  Mr.  Toots  and  the  Chicken  agreed  to  part 
on  this  incompatibility  of  moral  perception  ;  and 
Mr.  Toots,  lying  down  to  sleep,  dreamed  happily 
of  Florence,  who  had  thought  of  him  as  her 
friend  upon  the  last  night  of  her  maiden  life,  and 
sent  him  her  dear  love. 


CHAPTER    LVII. 

ANOTHER  WEDDING. 

^R.  SOWNDS  the  beadle,  and  Mrs. 
Miff  the  pew-opener,  are  early  at 
their  posts  in  the  fine  church  where 
,_^m  Mr.  Dombey  was  married.  A  yel- 
^^^fS^j^  low-faced  old  gentleman  from  India 
r^v,  is  going  to  take  unto  himself  a  young  wife 
this  morning,  and  six  carriages  full  of 
company  are  expected,  and  Mrs.  Miff  has 
been  informed  that  the  yellow-faced  old  gentle- 
man could  pave  the  road  to  church  with  dia- 
monds, and  hardly  miss  them. 

The  nuptial  benediction  is  to  be  a  superior 
one,  proceeding  from  a  very  reverend,  a  dean, 
and  the  lady  is  to  be  given  away,  as  an  extra- 
ordinary present,  by  somebody  who  comes  ex- 
press from  the  Horse  Guards. 

Mrs.  Miff  is  more  intolerant  of  common 
people  this  morning  than  she  generally  is ;  and 
she  has  always  strong  opinions  on  that  subject, 
for  it  is  associated  with  free  sittings.  Mrs.  Miff 
is  not  a  student  of  political  economy  (she  thinks 
the  science  is  connected  with  Dissenters  ;  "  Bap- 
tists or  Wesleyans,  or  some  o'  them,"  she  says), 
but  she  can  never  understand  what  business  your 
common  folks  have  to  be  married.  "  Drat 
'em,"  says  Mrs.  Miff,  "  you  read  the  same 
things  over  'em,  and  instead  of  sovereigns  get 
sixpences ! " 

Mr.  Sownds  the  beadle  is  more  liberal  than  Mrs. 
Miff — but  then  he  is  not  a  pe\v-opener.  "  It 
must  be  done,  ma'am,"  he  says.  "  We  must 
marry  'em.  We  must  have  our  national  schools 
to  walk  at  the  head  of,  and  we  must  have  our 
standing  armies.  We  must  marry  'em,  ma'am," 
says  Mr.  Sownds,  "  and  keep  the  country  going." 

Mr.  Sownds  is  sitting  on  the  steps,  and  Mrs. 
Miff  is  dusting  in  the  church,  when  a  young 
couple,  plainly  dressed,  come  in.  The  mortified 
bonnet  of  Mrs.  Miff  is  sharply  turned  towards 


them,  for  she  espies  in  this  early  visit  indications 
of  a  runaway  match.  But  they  don't  want  to  be 
married — "  only,"  says  the  gentleman,  "  to  walk 
round  the  church."  And,  as  he  sHps  a  gen- 
teel compliment  into  the  palm  of  Mrs.  Miff,  her 
vinegary  face  relaxes,  and  her  mortified  bonnet 
and  her  spare  dry  figure  dip  and  crackle. 

Mrs.  Miff  resumes  her  dusting  and  plumps  up 
her  cushions — for  the  yellow-faced  old  gentle- 
man is  reported  to  have  tender  knees — but 
keeps  her  glazed  pew-opening  eye  on  the  young 
couple  who  are  walking  round  the  church. 
"  Ahem  ! "  coughs  Mrs.  Miff,  whose  cough  is 
drier  than  the  hay  in  any  hassock  in  her  charge, 
"  you'll  come  to  us  one  of  these  mornings,  my 
dears,  unless  I'm  much  mistaken  !  " 

They  are  looking  at  a  tablet  on  the  wall, 
erected  to  the  memory  of  some  one  dead.  They 
are  a  long  way  off  from  Mrs.  Miff,  but  Mrs. 
Miff  can  see  with  half  an  eye  how  she  is  lean- 
ing on  his  arm,  and  how  his  head  is  bent  down 
over  her.  "  Well,  well,"  says  Mrs.  Mil?,  "  you 
might  do  worse.     For  you're  a  tidy  pair !  " 

There  is  nothing  personal  in  Mrs.  Miff's  re- 
mark. She  merely  speaks  of  stock-in-trade. 
She  is  hardly  more  curious  in  couples  than  in 
coffins.  She  is  such  a  spare,  straight,  dry  old 
lady — such  a  pew  of  a  woman — that  you  should 
find  as  many  individual  sympathies  in  a  chip. 
Mr.  Sownds,  now,  who  is  fleshy,  and  has  scarlet 
in  his  coat,  is  of  a  different  temperament.  He 
says,  as  they  stand  upon  the  steps  watching  the 
young  couple  away,  that  she  has  a  pretty  figure, 
hasn't  she  ?  and,  as  well  as  he  could  see  (for  she 
held  her  head  down  coming  out),  an  uncommon 
pretty  face.  "  Altogether,  Mrs.  Miff,''  says  Mr. 
Sownds  with  a  relish,  "  she  is  what  you  may  call 
a  rosebud." 

JMrs.  Miff  assents  mth  a  spare  nod  of  her 
mortified  bonnet ;  but  approves  of  this  so  little, 
that  she  inwardly  resolves  she  wouldn't  be  the 
wife  of  Mr.  Sownds  for  any  money  he  could  give 
her,  beadle  as  he  is. 

And  what  are  the  young  couple  saying  as 
they  leave  the  church,  and  go  out  at  the  gate  ? 

"  Dear  ^Valter,  thank  you  !  I  can  go  away 
now  happy." 

"And  when  we  come  back,  Florence,  we  will 
come  and  see  his  grave  again." 

Florence  lifts  her  eyes,  so  bright  with  tears,  to 
his  kind  face ;  and  clasps  her  disengaged  hand 
on  that  other  modest  little  hand  which  clasps 
his  arm. 

"  It  is  very  early,  Walter,  and  the  streets  are 
almost  empty  yet.     Let  us  walk." 

'■'  But  you  will  be  so  tired,  my  love." 

"  Oh  no  !  I  was  very  tired  the  first  time  that 
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we  ever  walked  together,  but  I  shall  not  be  so 
to-day." 

And  thus — not  much  changed — she,  as  inno- 
cent and  earnest-hearted — he,  as  frank,  as  hope-, 
ful,  and  more  proud  of  her — Florence  and 
A\'alter,  on  their  bridal  morning,  walk  through 
the  streets  together. 

Not  even  in  that  childish  walk  of  long  ago 
were  they  so  far  removed  from  all  the  world 
about  them  as  to-day.  The  childish  feet  of  long 
ago  did  not  tread  such  enchanted  ground  as 
theirs  do  now.  The  confidence  and  love  of 
children  may  be  given  many  times,  and  will 
spring  up  in  many  places ;  but  the  woman's 
heart  of  Florence,  with  its  undivided  treasure, 
can  be  yielded  only  once,  and,  under  slight  or 
change,  can  only  droop  and  die. 

They  take  the  streets  that  are  the  quietest, 
and  do  not  go  near  that  in  which  her  old  home 
stands.  It  is  a  fair,  warm  summer  morning,  and 
the  sun  shines  on  them  as  they  walk  towards 
the  darkening  mist  that  overspreads  the  City. 
Riches  are  uncovering  in  shops ;  jewels,  gold, 
and  silver  flash  in  the  goldsmiths'  sunny  win- 
dows ;  and  great  houses  cast  a  stately  shade 
upon  them  as  they  pass.  But  through  the  light, 
and  through  the  shade,  they  go  on  lovingly 
together,  lost  to  everything  around ;  thinking 
of  no  other  riches,  and  no  prouder  home,  than 
they  have  now  in  one  another. 

Gradually  they  come  into  the  darker,  nar- 
rower streets,  where  the  sun,  now  yellow,  and 
now  red,  is  seen  through  the  mist,  only  at  street 
comers,  and  in  small  open  spaces  where  there  is 
a  tree,  or  one  of  the  innumerable  churches,  or  a 
paved  way  and  a  flight  of  steps,  or  a  curious 
little  patch  of  garden,  or  a  burying-ground, 
where  the  few  tombs  and  tombstones  are  almost 
black.  Lovingly  and  trustfull)',  through  all  the 
narrow  yards  and  alleys  and  the  shatiy  streets, 
Florence  goes,  clinging  to  his  arm,  to  be  his 
wife. 

Her  heart  beats  quicker  now,  for  Walter  tells 
her  that  their  church  is  very  near.  They  pass  a 
few  great  stacks  of  warehouses,  with  waggons  at 
the  doors,  and  busy  carmen  stopping  up  the 
way — but  Florence  does  not  see  or  hear  them — 
and  then  the  air  is  quiet,  and  the  day  is  dark- 
ened, and  she  is  trembling  in  a  church  which 
has  a  strange  smell  like  a  cellar. 

The  shabby  little  old  man,  ringer  of  the  dis- 
appointed bell,  is  standing  in  the  porch,  and  has 
put  his  hat  in  the  font — for  he  is  quite  at  home 
there,  being  sexton.  He  ushers  them  into  an 
old,  brown,  panelled,  dusty  vestry,  like  a  corner 
cupboard  with  the  shelves  taken  out ;  where 
the  wormy  registers  diffuse  a  smell  like  faded 


snuff,  which  has  set  the  tearful  Nipper  sneez- 
ing. 

Youthful,  and  how  beautiful,  the  young  bride 
looks  in  this  old  dusty  place,  with  no  kindred 
object  near  her  but  her  husband.  There  is  a 
dusty  old  clerk,  who  keeps  a  sort  of  evaporated 
news  shop  underneath  an  archway  opposite,  be- 
hind a  perfect  fortification  of  posts.  There  is  a 
dusty  old  pew-opener  who  only  keeps  herself, 
and  finds  that  quite  enough  to  do.  There  is  a 
dusty  old  beadle  (these  are  Mr.  Toots's  beadle 
and  pew-opener  of  last  Sunday),  who  has  some- 
thing to  do  with  a  Worshipt'ul  Company  who 
have  got  a  Hall  in  the  next  yard,  with  a  stained- 
glass  window  in  it  that  no  mortal  ever  saw. 
There  are  dusty  wooden  ledges  and  cornices 
poked  in  and  out  over  the  altar,  and  over  the 
screen  and  round  the  gallery,  and  over  the  in- 
scription about  what  the  Master  and  Wardens 
of  the  Worshipful  Company  did  in  one  thousand 
six  hundred  and  ninety-four.  There  are  dusty 
old  sounding-boards  over  the  pulpit  and  read- 
ing-desk, looking  like  lids  to  be  let  down  on  the 
officiating  ministers,  in  case  of  their  giving 
oftence.  There  is  every  possible  provision  for 
the  accommodation  of  dust,  except  in  the 
churchyard,  where  the  facilities  in  that  respect 
are  very  limited. 

The  captain,  Uncle  Sol,  and  ]\Ir.  Toots  are 
come  ;  the  clergyman  is  putting  on  his  surplice 
in  the  vestry,  while  the  clerk  walks  round  him, 
blowing  the  dust  oft"  it ;  and  the  bride  and  bride- 
groom stand  before  the  altar.  There'  is  no 
bridesmaid,  unless  Susan  Nipper  is  one  ;  and  no 
better  father  than  Captain  Cuttle.  A  man  with 
a  wooden  leg,  chewing  a  faint  apple  and  carry- 
ing a  blue  bag  in  his  hand,  looks  in  to  see 
what  is  going  on  ;  but,  finding  it  nothing  enter- 
taining, stumps  off  again,  and  jaegs  his  way 
among  the  echoes  out  of  doors. 

No  gracious  ray  of  light  is  seen  to  fall  on 
Florence,  kneeling  at  the  altar  with  her  timid 
head  bowed  down.  The  morning  luminary  is 
built  out,  and  don't  shine  there.  There  is  a 
meagre  tree  outside,  where  the  sparrows  are 
chirping  a  little ;  and  there  is  a  blackbird  in  an 
eyelet-hole  of  sun  in  a  dyer's  garret,  over  against 
the  window,  who  whistles  loudly  whilst  the 
service  is  performing ;  and  there  is  the  man  with 
the  wooden  leg  stumping  away.  The  amcns  of 
the  dusty  clerk  appear,  like  Macbeth's,  to  stick 
in  his  throat  a  little ;  but  Captain  Cuttle  helps 
him  out,  and  does  it  with  so  much  good-will 
that  he  interpolates  three  entirely  new  responses 
of  that  w^ord,  never  introduced  into  the  service 
before. 

They  are   married,   and  have  signed    their 
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names  in  one  of  the  old  sneezy  registers,  and  the 
clergyman's  surplice  is  restored  to  the  dust,  and 
the  clerg>Tnan  is  gone  home.  In  a  dark  corner 
of  the  dark,  church,  Florence  has  turned  to 
Susan  Nipper,  and  is  weeping  in  her  arms. 
Mr.  Toots's  eyes  are  red.  The  captain  lubri- 
cates his  nose.  Uncle  Sol  has  pulled  down  his 
spectacles  from  his  forehead,  and  walked  out  to 
the  door. 

"God  bless  you,  Susan  ;  dearest  Susan!     If 
you  ever  can  bear  witness  to  the  love  I  have 


reason  that  I  have  to  love 
sake.     Good-bye !     Good- 


for  Walter,  and  the 
him,  do  it  for  his 
bye ! " 

They  have  thought  it  better  not  to  go  back  to 
the  Midshipman,  but  to  part  so.  A  coach  is 
waiting  for  them  near  at  hand. 

Miss  Nipper  cannot  speak  ;  she  only  sobs 
and  chokes,  and  hugs  her  mistress.  Mr.  Toots 
advances,  urges  her  to  cheer  up,  and  takes 
charge  of  her.  Florence  gives  him  her  hand — 
gives  him,  in  the  fulness  of  her  heart,  her  lips — 


'WV,    it's   mean that's  ^V•HERE   IT   IS.      ITS  MEAN. 


kisses  Uncle  Sol    and  Captain  Cuttle,  and   is 
borne  away  by  her  young  husband. 

But  Susan  cannot  bear  that  Florence  should 
go  away  with  a  mournful  recollection  of  her. 
She  had  meant  to  be  so  different,  that  she  re- 
proaches herself  bitterly.  Intent  on  making 
one  last  effort  to  redeem  her  character,  she 
breaks  from  Mr.  Toots,  and  runs  away  to  find 
the  coach,  and  show  a  parting  smile.  The  cap- 
tain, divining  her  object,  sets  off  after  her  ;  for 
he  feels  it  his  duty  also  to  dismiss  them  with  a 


cheer,  if  possible.  Uncle  Sol  and  Mr.  Toots 
are  left  behind  together,  outside  the  church,  to 
wait  for  them. 

The  coach  is  gone,  but  the  street  is  steep  and 
narrow,  and  blocked  up,  and  Susan  can  see  it  at 
a  stand-still  in  the  distance,  she  is  sure.  Cap- 
tain Cuttle  follows  her  as  she  flies  down  the  hill, 
and  waves  his  glazed  hat  as  a  general  signal, 
which  may  attract  the  right  coach,  and  may 
not. 

Susan  o'atstrips   the  captain,   and   comes  up 
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with  it.  She  looks  in  at  the  window,  sees 
Walter,  with  the  gentle  face  beside  him,  and 
claps  her  hands  and  screams  : 

"  Miss  Floy,  my  darling  !  look  at  me  !  We 
are  all  so  happy  now,  dear  !  One  more  good- 
bye, my  precious,  one  more  !  " 

How  Susan  does  it,  she  don't  know,  but  she 
reaches  to  the  window,  kisses  her,  and  has  her 
arms  about  her  neck,  in  a  moment. 

"  We  are  all  so — so  happy  now,  my  dear  Miss 
Floy  !  "  says  Susan,  with  a  suspicious  catching 
in  her  breath.  "  You,  you  won't  be  angry  with 
me  now.     Now  will  you  ?" 

"  Angry,  Susan  ! " 

"  No,  no  ;  I  am  sure  you  won't.  I  say  you 
won't,  my  pet,  my  dearest !  "  e.xclaims  Susan  ; 
"  and  here's  the  captain,  too — your  friend  the 
captain,  you  know — to  say  good-bye  once 
more  !  " 

"  Hooroar,  my  Heart's  Delight!"  vociferates 
the  captain,  with  a  countenance  of  strong  emo- 
tion. "  Hooroar,  AVaFr,  my  lad  !  Hooroar  ! 
Hooroar !  " 

What  with  the  young  husband  at  one  window, 
and  the  young  wife  at  the  other ;  the  captain 
hanging  on  at  this  door,  and  Susan  Nipper 
holding  fast  by  that ;  the  coach  obHged  to  go 
on,  whether  it  will  or  no,  and  all  the  other  carts 
and  coaches  turbulent  because  it  hesitates; 
there  never  was  so  much  confusion  on  four 
wheels.  But  Susan  Nipper  gallantly  maintains 
her  point.  She  keeps  a  smiling  face  upon  her 
mistress,  smiling  through  her  tears,  until  the  last. 
Even  when  she  is  left  behmd,  the  captain  con- 
tinues to  appear  and  disappear  at  the  door  cry- 
ing, "  Hooroar,  my  lad  !  Hooroar,  my  Heart's 
Delight !  "  with  his  shirt  collar  in  a  violent  state 
of  agitation,  until  it  is  hopeless  to  attempt  to 
keep  up  with  the  coach  any  longer.  Finally, 
when  the  coach  is  gone,  Susan  Nipper,  being 
rejoined  by  the  captain,  falls  into  a  state  of  in- 
sensibility, and  is  taken  into  a  baker's  shop  to 
recover. 

Uncle  Sol  and  Mr.  Toots  wait  patiently  in 
the  churchyard,  sitting  on  the  coping-stone  of 
the  railings,  until  Captain  Cuttle  and  Susan 
come  back.  Neither  being  at  all  desirous  to 
speak,  or  to  be  spoken  to,  they  are  excellent 
company,  and  quite  satisfied.  When  they  all 
arrive  again  at  the  little  Midshipman,  and  sit 
down  to  breakfast,  nobody  can  touch  a  morsel. 
Captain  Cuttle  makes  a  feint  of  being  voracious 
about  toast,  but  gives  it  up  as  a  swindle.  Mr. 
Toots  says,  after  breakfast,  he  will  come  back  in 
the  evening ;  and  goes  wandering  about  the 
town  all  day,  with  a  vague  sensation  upon  him 
as  if  he  hadn't  been  to  bed  for  a  fortnight. 


There  is  a  strange  charm  in  the  house,  and  in 
the  room,  in  which  they  have  been  used  to  be 
together,  and  out  of  which  so  much  is  gone.  It 
aggravates,  and  yet  it  soothes,  the  sorrow  of 
the  separation.  Mr.  Toots  tells  Susan  Nipper, 
when  he  comes  at  night,  that  he  hasn't  been  so 
wretched  all  day  long,  and  yet  he  likes  it.  He 
confides  in  Susan  Nipper,  being  alone  with  her, 
and  tells  her  what  his  feelings  were  when  she 
gave  him  that  candid  opinion  as  to  the  proba- 
bility of  Miss  Dornbey's  ever  loving  him.  In  the 
vein  of  confidence  engendered  by  these  com- 
mon recollections,  and  their  tears,  Mr.  Toots 
proposes  that  they  shall  go  out  together,  and 
buy  something  for  supper.  Miss  Nipper  as- 
senting, they  buy  a  good  many  little  things  ; 
and,  with  the  aid  of  Mrs.  Richards,  set  the  su[j- 
per  out  quite  showily  before  the  captain  and  old 
Sol  came  home. 

The  captain  and  old  Sol  have  been  on  board 
the  ship,  and  have  established  Di  there,  and 
have  seen  the  chests  put  aboard.  They  have 
much  to  tell  about  the  popularity  of  Walter,  and 
the  comforts  he  will  have  about  him,  and  the 
quiet  way  in  which  it  seems  he  has  been  work- 
ing early  and  late,  to  make  his  cabin  what  the 
captain  calls  a  "  picter,"  to  surprise  his  little 
wife.  "  A  admiral's  cabin,  mind  you,"  says  the 
captain,  "  ain't  more  trim." 

But  one  of  the  captain's  chief  delights  is,  that 
he  knows  the  big  watch,  and  the  sugar-tongs, 
and  teaspoons  are  on  board  ;  and  again  and  again 
he  murmurs  to  himself,  "  Ed'ard  Cuttle,  my  lad, 
you  never  shaped  a  better  course  in  your  life 
than  when  you  made  that  there  little  property 
over  jintly.  You  see  how  the  land  bore,  Ed'ard," 
says  the  captain,  "  and  it  does  you  credit,  my 
lad.' 

The  old  instrument-maker  is  more  distraught 
and  misty  than  he  used  to  be,  and  takes  the 
marriage  and  the  parting  very  much  to  heart. 
But  he  is  greatly  comforted  by  having  his  old 
ally,  Ned  Cuttle,  at  his  side  ;  and  he  sits  down 
to  supper  with  a  grateful  and  contented  fitce. 

"  My  boy  has  been  preserved  and  thrives," 
says  old  Sol  Gills,  rubbing  his  hands.  "  What 
right  have  I  to  be  otherwise  than  tiiankful  and 
hajipy  ?  " 

The  captain,  who  has  not  yet  taken  his  seat  at 
the  table,  but  who  has  been  fidgeting  about  for 
some  time,  and  now  stands  hesitating  in  his 
place,  looks  doubtfully  at  Mr.  Cills,  and  says: 

"  Sol !  There's  the  last  bottle  of  the  old  ma- 
deira down  below.  Would  you  wish  to  have  it 
up  to-night,  my  boy,  and  drink  to  Wal'r  and  his 
wife  ?  " 

The    instrument-maker,  looking   wistfully   at 
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the  captain,  puts  his  hand  into  the  breast  pocket 
of  his  coffee-coloured  coat,  brings  forth  his 
pocket-book,  and  tAes  a  letter  out. 

"  To  Mr.  Dombey,"  says  the  old  man.  "  From 
Walter.  To  be  sent  in  three  weeks'  time.  Ill 
read  it." 

"  '  Sir.  I  am  married  to  your  daughter.  She 
is  gone  with  me  upon  a  distant  voyage.  To  be 
devoted  to  her  is  to  have  no  claim  on  her  or 
you,  but  God  knows  that  I  am. 

" '  Why,  loving  her  beyond  all  earthly  things, 
I  have  yet,  without  remorse,  united  her  to  the 
uncertainties  and  dangers  of  my  life,  I  will  not 
say  to  you.  You  know  why,  and  you  are  her 
fother. 

"  '  Do  not  reproach  her.  She  has  never  re- 
proached you. 

" '  I  do  not  think  or  hope  that  you  will  ever 
forgive  me.  There  is  nothing  I  expect  less.  But 
if  an  hour  should  come  when  it  will  comfort  you 
to  believe  that  Florence  has  some  one  ever  near 
her,  the  great  charge  of  whose  life  is  to  cancel 
her  remembrance  of  past  sorrow,  I  solemnly 
assure  you,  you  may,  in  that  hour,  rest  in  that 
belief. " 

Solomon  puts  back  the  letter  carefully  in  his 
pocket-book,  and  puts  back  his  pocket-book  in 
his  coat. 

"We  won't  drink  the  last  bottle  of  the  old 
madeira  yet,  Ned,"  says  the  old  man  thought- 
fully.    "  Not  yet." 

"  Not  yet,"  assents  the  captain.  "  No.  Not 
yet." 

Susan  and  Mr.  Toots  are  of  the  same  opinion. 
After  a  silence  they  all  sit  down  to  supper,  and 
drink  to  the  young  husband  and  wife  in  some- 
thing else ;  and  the  last  bottle  of  the  old  madeira 
still  remains  among  its  dust  and  cobwebs,  un- 
disturbed. 

A  few  days  have  elapsed,  and  a  stately  ship 
is  out  at  sea,  spreading  its  white  wings  to  the 
favouring  wind. 

Upon  the  deck,  image  to  the  roughest  man  on 
board  of  something  that  is  graceful,  beautiful, 
and  harmless — something  that  it  is  good  and 
pleasant  to  have  there,  and  that  should  make 
the  voyage  prosperous — is  Florence.  It  is 
night,  and  she  and  Walter  sit  alone,  watching 
the  solemn  path  of  light  upon  the  sea  between 
them  and  the  moon. 

At  length  she  cannot  see  it  plainly,  for  the 
tears  that  fill  her  eyes ;  and  then  she  lays  her 
head  down  on  his  breast,  and  puts  her  arms 
around  his  neck,  saying,  "  Oh,  Walter,  dearest 
love,  I  am  so  happy  ! " 

Her  husband  holds  her  to  his  heart,  and  they 


are  very  quiet,  and  the  stately  ship  goes    on 
serenely. 

"As  I  hear  the  sea,"  says  Florence,  "and  sit 
watching  it,  it  brings  so  many  days  into  my  mind. 

It  makes  me  think  so  much " 

"  Of  Paul,  my  love.  I  know  it  does." 
Of  Paul  and  Walter.  And  the  voices  in  the 
waves  are  always  whispering  to  Florence,  in  their 
ceaseless  murmuring,  of  love — of  love,  eternal 
and  illimitable,  not  bounded  by  the  confines  of 
this  world,  or  by  the  end  of  time,  but  ranging 
still  beyond  the  sea,  beyond  the  sky,  to  the 
invisible  country  far  away  ! 


CHAPTER   LVIII. 


AFTER  A   LAPSE. 


HE  sea  had  ebbed  and  flowed  through 
s;?4  a  whole  year.  Through  a  whole  year 
W  ''1^1'  ti  *'^^  winds  and  clouds  had  come  and 
%'''M\-/,.  gone;  the  ceaseless  work  of  Time 
f.^,f:J^^ss^'^  had  been  performed,  in  storm  and 
l£^  sunshine.      Through   a   whole   year 

1^5^  the  tides  of  human  chance  and  change 
'^  had  set  in  their  allotted  courses.  Through  , 
a  whole  year  the  famous  House  of  Dombey  and 
Son  had  fought  a  fight  for  life,  against  cross  acci- 
dents, doubtful  rumours,  unsuccessful  ventures, 
unpropltious  times,  and,  most  of  all,  against  the 
infatuation  of  its  head,  who  would  not  contract 
its  enterprises  by  a  hair's  breadth,  and  would  not 
listen  to  a  word  of  warning  that  the  ship  he 
strained  so  hard  against  the  storm  was  weak, 
and  could  not  bear  it.  ;" 

The  year  was  out,  and  the  great  House  was 
down. 

One  summer  afternoon  ;  a  year,  wanting  some 
odd  days,  after  the  maiTiage  in  the  City  church ; 
there  was  a  buzz  and  whisper  upon  'Change  of 
a  great  failure.  A  certain  cold,  proud  man,  well 
known  there,  was  not  there,  nor  was  lie  repre- 
sented there.  Next  day  it  was  noised  abroad 
that  Dombey  and  Son  had  stopped,  and  .next 
night  there  was  a  list  of  bankrupts  published, 
headed  by  that  name. 

The  world  was  very  busy  now,  in  sooth,  and  had 
a  deal  to  say.  It  was  an  innocently  credulous 
and  a  much  ill-used  world.  It  was  a  world  in 
which  there  was  no  other  sort  of  bankruptcy 
whatever.  There  were  no  conspicuous  people 
in  it,  trading  far  and  wide  on  rotten  banks  of 
religion,  patriotism,  virtue,  honour.  There  was 
no  amount  worth  mentioning  of  mere  paper  in 
circulation,  on  which  anybody  lived  pretty  hand- 
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somely,  promising  to  pay  great  sums  of  goodness 
with  no  effects.  Tiiere  were  no  shortcomings 
anywhere,  in  anything  but  money.  The  world 
was  very  angry  indeed  ;  and  the  people  espe- 
cially who,  in  a  worse  world,  might  have  been 
supposed  to  be  bankrupt  traders  themselves  in 
shows  and  pretences,  were  observed  to  be 
mightily  indignant. 

Here  was  a  new  inducement  to  dissipation 
presented  to  that  sport  of  circumstances,  Mr. 
Perch  the  messenger  !  It  was  apparently  the 
fate  of  Mr.  Perch  to  be  always  waking  up,  and 
finding  himself  famous.  He  had  but  yesterday, 
as  one  might  say,  subsided  into  private  life  from 
the  celebrity  of  the  elopement  and  the  events 
that  followed  it ;  and  now  he  was  made  a  more 
important  man  than  ever  by  the  bankruptcy. 
Gliding  from  his  bracket  in  the  outer  office, 
where  he  now  sat,  watching  the  strange  faces  of 
accountants  and  others,  who  quickly  superseded 
nearly  all  the  old  clerks,  Mr.  Perch  had  but  to 
show  himself  in  the  court  outside,  or,  at  farthest, 
in  the  bar  of  the  King's  Arms,  to  be  asked  a  mul- 
titude of  questions,  almost  certain  to  include  that 
interesting  question,  what  would  he  take  to 
drink?  Then  would  Mr.  Perch  descant  upon 
the  hours  of  acute  uneasiness  he  and  Mrs.  Perch 
had  suffered  out  at  Balls  Pond,  when  they  first 
suspected  "  things  was  going  wrong."  Then 
would  Mr.  Perch  relate  to  gaping  listeners,  in  a 
low  voice,  as  if  the  corpse  of  the  deceased  House 
were  lying  unburied  in  the  next  room,  how  Mrs. 
Perch  had  first  come  to  surmise  that  things  7oas 
going  wrong  by  hearing  him  (Perch)  moaning  in 
his  sleep,  "Twelve  and  ninepence  in  the  pound, 
twelve  and  ninepence  in  the  pound  !  "  Which 
act  of  somnambulism  he  supposed  to  have  ori- 
ginated in  the  impression  made  upon  him  by  the 
change  in  Mr.  Dombey's  face.  Then  would  he 
inform  them  how  he  had  once  said,  "  Might  I 
make  so  bold  as  ask,  sir,  are  you  unhappy  in 
your  mind  ?"  and  how  Mr.  Dombey  had  replied, 
"  My  faithful  Perch — but  no,  it  cannot  be  !  "  and 
with  that  had  struck  his  hand  upon  his  forehead, 
and  said,  "  Leave  me.  Perch  !  "  Then,  in  short, 
would  Mr.  Perch,  a  victim  to  his  position,  tell 
all  manner  of  lies  ;  affecting  himself  to  tears  by 
those  that  were  of  a  moving  nature,  and  really 
believing  that  the  inventions  of  yesterday  had, 
on  repetition,  a  sort  of  truth  about  them  to-day. 

Mr.  Perch  always  closed  these  conferences  Ijy 
meekly  remarking.  That,  of  course,  whatever  his 
suspicions  might  have  been,  (as  if  he  had  ever 
had  any  !)  it  wasn't  for  him  to  betray  his  trust, 
was  it?  Which  sentiment  (there  never  being 
any  creditors  present)  was  received  as  doing 
great  honour  to  his  feelings.     Thus,  he  gene- 


rally brought  away  a  soothed  conscience,  and 
left  an  agreeable  impression  behind  him,  when 
he  returned  to  his  bracket :  again  to  sit  watching 
the  strange  faces  of  the  accountants  and  others, 
making  so  free  with  the  great  mysteries,  the 
Pooks  ;  or  now  and  then  to  go  on  tiptoe  into 
Mr.  Dombey's  empty  room,  and  stir  the  fire ;  or 
to  take  an  airing  at  the  door,  and  have  a  little 
more  doleful  chat  with  any  straggler  whom  he 
knew ;  or  to  propitiate,  with  various  small  atten- 
tions, the  head  accountant  :  from  whom  Mr. 
Perch  had  expectations  of  a  messengership  in  a 
Fire  Office,  when  the  affairs  of  the  House  should 
be  wound  up. 

To  Major  Bagstock  the  bankruptcy  was  quite 
a  calamity.  The  major  was  not  a  sympathetic 
character — his  attention  being  wholly  concen- 
trated on  J.  B. — nor  was  he  a  man  subject  to 
lively  emotions,  except  in  the  physical  regards  of 
gasping  and  choking.  But  he  had  so  paraded 
his  friend  Dombey  at  the  club  ;  had  so  flourished 
him  at  the  heads  of  the  members  in  general,  and 
so  put  them  down  by  continual  assertion  of  his 
riches ;  that  the  club,  being  but  human,  was  de- 
lighted to  retort  upon  the  major,  by  asking  him, 
with  a  show  of  great  concern,  whether  this  tre- 
mendous smash  had  been  at  all  expected,  and 
how  his  friend  Dombey  bore  it.  To  such  ques- 
tions, the  major,  waxing  very  purple,  would  reply 
that  it  was  a  bad  world,  sir,  altogether  ;  that 
Joey  knew  a  thing  or  two,  but  had  been  done, 
sir,  done  like  an  infant ;  that  if  you  had  foretold 
this,  sir,  to  J.  Bagstock,  when  he  went  abroad 
with  Dombey,  and  was  chasing  that  vagabond 
up  and  do^vn  France,  J.  Bagstock  would  have 
pooh-poohed  you — would  have  pooh-poohed 
you,  sir,  by  the  Lord  !  That  Joe  had  been  de- 
ceived, sir,  taken  in,  hoodwinked,  blindfolded, 
but  was  broad  awake  again  and  staring;  inso- 
much, sir,  that  if  Joe's  father  were  to  rise  up 
from  the  grave  to-morrow,  he  wouldn't  trust  the 
old  blade  with  a  penny  piece,  but  would  tell  him 
that  his  son  Josh  was  too  old  a  soldier  to  be 
done  again,  sir.  That  he  was  a  suspicious, 
crabbed,  cranky,  used-up,  J.  B.  infidel,  sir ;  and 
that  if  it  were  consistent  with  the  dignity  of  a 
rough  and  tough  old  major  of  the  old  school, 
who  had  had  the  honour  of  being  personally 
known  to,  and  commended  by,  their  late  Royal 
Highnesses  the  Dukes  of  Kent  and  York,  to 
retire  to  a  tub  and  live  in  it,  by  Gad  !  sir,  he'd 
have  a  tub  in  Pall  Mall  to-morrow,  to  show  his 
contempt  for  mankind  ! 

Of  ail  this,  and  many  v.ariations  of  the  same 
tunc,  the  major  would  deliver  himself  with  so 
many  apoplectic  symptoms,  such  rollings  of  his 
head,  and  such  violent  growls  of  ill-usage  and 
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resentment,  that  the  younger  members  of  the 
club  surmised  he  had  invested  money  in  his 
friend  Dombey's  House,  and  lost  it ;  though  the 
older  soldiers  and  deeper  dogs,  who  knew  Joe 
better,  wouldn't  hear  of  such  a  thing.  The  un- 
fortunate native,  expressing  no  opinion,  suffered 
dreadfully;  not  merely  in  his  moral  feelings, 
which  were  regularly  fusilladed  by  the  major 
every  hour  in  the  day,  and  riddled  through  and 
through,  but  in  his  sensitiveness  to  bodily  knocks 
and  bumps,  which  was  kept  continually  on  the 
stretch.     For  six  entire  weeks  after  the  bank- 


ruptcy, this  miserable  foreigner  lived  in  a  rainy 
season  of  bootjacks  and  brushes. 

Mrs.  Chick  had  three  ideas  upon  the  subject 
of  the  terrible  reverse.  The  first  was,  that  she 
could  not  understand  it.  The  second,  that  her 
brother  had  not  made  an  effort.  The  third,  that 
if  she  had  been  invited  to  dinner  on  the  day  of 
that  first  party,  it  never  would  have  happened  ; 
and  that  she  had  said  so  at  the  time. 

Nobody's  opinion  stayed  the  misfortune,  light- 
ened it,  or  made  it  heavier.  It  was  understood 
that  the  affairs  of  the  House  were  to  be  wound 
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up  as  they  best  could  be;  that  ilr.  Dombey 
freely  resigned  everything  he  had,  and  asked  for 
no  favour  from  any  one.  That  any  resumption 
of  the  business  was  out  of  the  question,  as  he 
would  listen  to  no  friendly  negotiation  having 
that  compromise  in  view;  that  he  had  relin- 
quished every  post  of  trust  or  distinction  he  had 
held,  as  a  man  respected  among  merchants  ;  that 
hewas  dying,  according  to  some;  that  he  was 
going  melancholy  mad,  according  to  others  ;  that 
he  was  a  broken  man,  according  to  all. 

The  clerks  dispersed  after  holding  a  little 
dinner  of  condolence  among  themselves,  which 


was  enlivened  by  comic  singing,  and  went  off 
admirably.  Some  took  places  abroad,  and  some 
engaged  in  other  houses  at  home ;  some  looked 
up  relations  in  the  country,  for  whom  they  sud- 
denly remembered  they  had  a  particular  affec- 
tion, and  some  advertised  for  employment  in 
the  newspapers  :  Mr.  Perch  alone  remained  of 
all  the  late  establishment,  sitting  on  his  bracket 
looking  at  the  accountants,  or  starting  off  it,  to 
propitiate  the  head  accountant,  who  was  to  get 
him  into  the  Fire  Office.  The  counting-house 
soon  got  to  be  dirty  and  neglected.  The  prin- 
cipal slipper  and  dog's-collar  seller,  at  the  corner 
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of  the  court,  would  have  doubted  the  propriety 
of  throwing  up  his  forefinger  to  the  brim  of  his 
hat  any  more,  if  Mr.  Dombey  had  appeared 
there  now ;  and  the  ticket  porter,  with  his  hands 
under  his  white  apron,  moralised  good  sound 
morahty  about  ambition,  which  (he  observed) 
was  not,  in  his  opinion,  made  to  rhyme  to  per- 
dition, for  nothing. 

Mr.  Morfin,  the  hazel-eyed  bachelor,  with  the 
hair  and  whiskers  sprinkled  with  grey,  was  per- 
haps the  only  person  within  the  atmosphere  of 
the  House — its  head,  of  course,  excepted — who 
was  heartily  and  deeply  affected  by  the  disaster 
that  had  befallen  it.  He  had  treated  Mr.  Dom- 
bey with  due  respect  and  deference  through 
many  years,  but  he  had  never  disguised  his 
natural  character,  or  meanly  truckled  to  him,  or 
pampered  his  master  passion  for  the  advance- 
ment of  his  own  purposes.  He  had,  therefore, 
no  self-disrespect  to  avenge ;  no  long-tightened 
springs  to  release  with  a  quick  recoil.  He  worked 
early  and  late  to  unravel  whatever  was  compli- 
cated or  difficult  in  the  records  of  the  trans- 
actions of  the  House;  was  always  in  attend- 
ance to  explain  whatever  required  explana- 
tion ;  sat  in  his  old  room  sometimes  very 
late  at  night,  studying  points  by  his  mastery  of 
v/hich  he  could  spare  Mr.  Dombey  the  pain  of 
■being  personally  refeiTed  to ;  and  then  would 
go  home  to  Islington,  and  calm  his  mind 
by  producing  the  most  dismal  and  forlorn 
sounds  out  of  his  violoncello  before  going  to 
bed. 

He  was  solacing  himself  with  this  melodious 
grumbler  one  evening,  and,  having  been  much 
dispirited  by  the  proceedings  of  the  day,  was 
scraping  consolation  out  of  its  deepest  notes, 
when  his  landlady  (who  was  fortunately  deaf, 
and  had  no  other  consciousness  of  these  per- 
formances than  a  sensation,of  something  rumbling 
in  her  bones)  announced  a  lady. 

"  In  mourning,"  siie  said. 

The  violoncello  stopped  immediately  ;  and  the 
performer,  laying  it  on  a  sofa  with  great  tender- 
ness and  care,  made  a  sign  that  the  lady  was  to 
come  in.  He  followed  directly,  and  met  Harriet 
•Carker  on  the  stair. 

"Alone!"  he  said,  "and  John  here  this 
morning  !  Is  there  anything  the  matter,  my 
'dear  ?  But  no,"  he  added,  "  your  face  tells 
quite  another  story." 

"  I  am  afraid  it  is  a  selfish  revelation  that  you 
see  there,  then,''  she  answered. 

"  It  is  a  very  pleasant  one,"  said  he  ;  "  and,  if 
selfish,  a  novelty  too,  worth  seeing  in  you.  But 
I  don't  believe  that." 

He  had  placed  a  chair  for  her  by  this  time, 
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and   sat   down  opposite ;  the  violoncello  lying 
snugly  on  the  sofa  between  them. 

"  You  will  not  be  surprised  at  my  coming 
alone,  or  at  John's  not  having  told  you  I  was 
coming,"  said  Harriet :  "  and  you  'will  believe 
that,  when  I  tell  you  why  I  have  come.  May  I 
do  so  now  ? '' 

"  You  can  do  nothing  better." 

"  You  were  not  busy  ?  " 

He  pointed  to  the  violoncello  lying  on  the 
sofa,  and  said,  "  I  have  been  all  day.  Heie's 
my  witness.  I  have  been  confiding  all  my  cares 
to  it.     I  wish  I  had  none  but  my  own  to  tell." 

"  Is  the  House  at  an  end  ? "  said  Harriet 
earnestly. 

"  Completely  at  an  end." 

"  Will  it  never  be  resumed  ?  " 

"  Never." 

The  bright  expression  of  her  face  was  not 
overshadowed  as  her  lips  silently  repeated  the 
word.  He  seemed  to  obser\-e  this  with  some 
little  involuntary  surprise  ;  and  said  again  : 

"  Never.  You  remember  what  I  told  you.  It 
has  been,  all  along,  impossible  to  convince  him  ; 
impossible  to  reason  with  him  ;  sometimes  im- 
possible even  to  approach  him.  The  worst  has 
happened ;  and  the  House  has  fiiUen,  never  to 
be  built  up  any  more." 

"  And  Mr.  Dombev,  is  he  personally  ruined  ?" 

"  Ruined." 

"  Will  he  have  no  private  fortune  left  ? 
Nothing  ?  " 

A  certain  eagerness  in  her  voice,  and  some- 
thing that  was  almost  joyful  in  her  look,  seemeti 
to  surprise  him  more  and  more ;  to  disappoint 
him  too,  and  jar  discordantly  against  his  own 
emotions.  He  drummed  with  the  fingers  of  one 
hand  on  the  table,  looking  wistfully  at  her,  and 
shaking  his  head,  said,  after  a  pause : 

"  The  extent  of  Mr.  Dombey's  resources  is 
not  accurately  within  my  knowledge  ;  but  though 
they  are  doubtless  very  large,  his  obligations  are 
enormous.  He  is  a  gentleman  of  high  honour  and 
integrity.  Any  man  in  his  position  could,  and 
many  a  man  in  his  position  would,  have  saved 
himself,  by  making  terms  which  would  have  very 
slightly,  almost  insensibly,  increased  the  losses 
of  those  who  had  had  dealings  with  him,  and 
left  him  a  remnant  to  live  upon.  But  he  is 
resolved  on  jjayment  to  tlie  last  f:irthing  of  his 
means.  His  own  words  arc,  that  they  will  clear, 
or  nearly  clear,  the  House,  ami  that  no  one  can 
lose  much.  Ah,  Miss  Harriet,  it  would  do  us  no 
harm  to  remember  oftener  than  we  do,  that  vices 
are  sometimes  only  virtues  carried  to  excess ! 
His  pride  shows  well  in  this." 

She  heard  him  with  little  or  no  change  in  Iier 
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expression,  and  with  a  divided  attention  that 
showed  her  to  be  busy  witli  something  in  her 
own  mind.  When  he  was  silent,  she  asked  him 
hurriedly  : 

"  Have  you  seen  him  lately  ?  " 

"  No  one  sees  him.  When  this  crisis  of  his 
affairs  renders  it  necessary  for  him  to  come  out 
of  his  house,  he  comes  out  for  the  occasion,  and 
again  goes  home,  and  shuts  himself  up,  and  will 
see  no  one.  He  has  written  me  a  letter,  acknow- 
ledging our  past  connection  in  higher  terms  than 
it  deserved,  and  parting  from  me.  I  am  delicate 
of  obtruding  myself  upon  him  now,  never  having 
had  much  intercourse  with  him  in  better  times  ; 
but  I  have  tried  to  do  so.  I  iiave  written,  gone 
there,  entreated.     Quite  in  vain." 

He  watched  her,  as  in  the  hope  that  she 
would  testify  some  greater  concern  than  she  had 
yet  shown  ;  and  spoke  gravely  and  feelingly,  as 
if  to  impress  her  the  more ;  but  there  was  no 
change  in  her. 

"  Well,  well,  Miss  Harriet,"  he  said  with  a 
disappointed  air,  "  this  is  not  to  the  purpose. 
You  have  not  come  here  to  hear  this.  Some 
other  and  pleasanter  theme  is  in  your  mind. 
Let  it  be  in  mine  too,  and  we  shall  talk  upon 
more  equal  terms.     Come  !  " 

"  No,  it  is  the  same  theme,"  returned  Harriet, 
with  frank  and  quick  surprise.  "  Is  it  not  likely 
that  it  should  be  ?  Is  it  not  natural  that  John 
and  I  should  have  been  thinking  and  speaking 
very  much  of  late  of  these  great  changes  ?  Mr. 
Dombey,  whom  he  served  so  many  years — you 
know  upon  what  terms — reduced,  as  you  de- 
scribe ;  and  we  quite  rich  !  " 

Good,  true  face  as  that  face  of  hers  was,  and 
pleasant  as  it  had  been  to  him,  Mr.  Morfin,  the 
hazel-eyed  bachelor,  since  the  first  time  he  had 
ever  looked  upon  it,  it  pleased  him  less  at  that 
moment,  lighted  with  a  ray  of  exultation,  than  it 
had  ever  pleased  him  before. 

"  I  need  not  remind  you,"  said  Harriet,  casting 
down  her  eyes  upon  her  black  dress,  "  through 
what  means  our  circumstances  changed.  You 
have  not  forgotten  that  our  brother  James,  upon 
that  dreadful  day,  left  no  will,  no  relations  but 
ourselves." 

The  face  was  pleasanter  to  him  now,  though 
it  was  pale  and  melancholy,  than  it  had  been  a 
moment  since.  He  seemed  to  breathe  more 
cheerily. 

"  You  know,"  she  said,  "  our  history,  the  his- 
tory of  both  my  brothers,  in  connection  with  the 
unfortunate,  unhappy  gentleman  of  whom  you 
have  spoken  so  truly.  You  know  how  few  our 
wants  are — John's  and  mine — and  what  little 
use  we  have  for  money,  after  the  life  we  have 


led  together  for  so  many  years ;  and  now  that 
he  is  earning  an  income  that  is  ample  for  us, 
through  your  kindness.  You  are  not  unpre- 
pared to  hear  what  favour  I  have  come  to  ask 
of  you  ?  " 

"  I  hardly  know.  I  was  a  minute  ago.  Now 
I  think  I  am  not." 

"  Of  .my  dead  brother  I  say  nothing.  If  the 
dead  know  what  we  do But  you  under- 
stand me.  Of  my  Hving  brother  I  could  say 
much  :  but  what  need  I  say  more  than  that  this 
act  of  duty,  in  which  I  have  come  to  ask  your 
indispensable  assistance,  is  his  own,  and  that  he 
cannot  rest  until  it  is  performed  ?  " 

She  raised  her  eyes  again ;  and  the  light  of 
exultation  in  her  face  began  to  appear  beautiful 
in  the  observant  eyes  that  watched  her. 

"  Dear  sir,"  she  went  on  to  say,  "  it  must  be 
done  very  quietly  and  secretly.  Your  experience 
and  knowledge  will  point  out  a  way  of  doing  it. 
Mr.  Dombey  may,  perhaps,  be  led  to  believe 
that  it  is  something  saved,  unexpectedly,  from 
the  WTeck  of  his  fortunes  ;  or  that  it  is  a  volun- 
tary tribute  to  his  honourable  and  upright  cha- 
racter, from  some  of  those  with  whom  he  has 
had  great  dealings ;  or  that  it  is  some  old  lost 
debt  repaid.  There  must  be  many  ways  of  doing 
it.  I  know  you  will  choose  the  best.  The  favour 
I  have  come  to  ask  is,  that  you  will  do  it  for  us 
in  your  own  kind,  generous,  considerate  manner. 
That  you  will  never  speak  of  it  to  John,  whose 
chief  happiness  in  this  act  of  restitution  is  to  do 
it  secretly,  unknown,  and  unapproved  of;  that 
only  a  very  small  part  of  the  inheritance  may  be 
reserved  to  us,  until  Mr.  Dombey  shall  have 
possessed  the  interest  of  the  rest  for  the  re- 
mainder of  his  life ;  that  you  will  keep  our 
secret  faithfully — but  that  I  am  sure  you  will ; 
and  that,  from  this  time,  it  may  seldom  be  whis- 
pered, even  between  you  and  me,  but  may  live 
in  my  thoughts  only  as  a  new  reason  for  thank- 
fulness to  Heaven,  and  joy  and  pride  in  m)- 
brother." 

Such  a  look  of  exultation  there  may  be  on 
Angels'  faces,  when  the  one  repentant  sinner 
enters  Heaven,  among  ninety-nine  just  men.  It 
was  not  dimmed  or  tarnished  by  the  joyful  tears 
that  filled  her  eyes,  but  was  the  brighter  for 
them. 

"  My  dear  Harriet,"  said  Mr.  Morfin  after  a 
silence,  "  I  was  not  prepared  for  this.  Do  I 
understand  you  that  you  wish  to  make  your  own 
part  in  the  inheritance  available  for  your  good 
purpose,  as  well  as  John's  ?" 

"  Oh  yes  ! "  she  returned.  "  When  we  have 
shared  everything  together  for  so  long  a  time, 
and  have  had  no  care,  hope,  or  purpose  apart. 
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could  I  bear  to  be  excluded  from  my  share  in 
this  ?  May  I  not  urge  a  claim  to  be  my  brother's 
partner  and  companion  to  the  last  ?" 

"  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  dispute  it  ! " 
he  replied. 

"We  may  rely  on  your  friendly  help  ? "  she 
said.     "  I  knew  we  might  !  " 

"  I  should  be  a  worse  man  than — than  I  hope 
I  am,  or  would  willingly  believe  myself,  if  I  could 
not  give  you  that  assurance  from  my  heart  and 
soul.  You  may,  implicitly.  Upon  my  honour, 
I  will  keep  your  secret.  And  if  it  should  be 
found  that  Mr.  Dombey  is  so  reduced  as  I  fear 
he  will  be,  acting  on  a  determination  that  there 
seem  to  be  no  means  of  influencing,  I  will  assist 
you  to  accomplish  the  design,  on  which  you  and 
John  are  jointly  resolved.'' 

She  gave  him  her  hand,  and  thanked  him  with 
a  cordial,  happy  face. 

"  Harriet,"  he  said,  detaining  it  in  his,  ''  to 
speak  to  you  of  the  worth  of  any  sacrifice  that 
you  can  make  now — above  all,  of  any  sacrifice 
of  mere  money — would  be  idle  and  presump- 
tuous. To  put  before  you  any  appeal  to  re- 
consider your  purpose,  or  to  set  narrow  limits  to 
it,  would  be,  I  feel,  not  less  so.  I  have  no  right 
to  mar  the  great  end  of  a  great  history  by  any 
obtrusion  of  my  own  weak  self.  I  have  every 
right  to  bend  my  head  before  what  you  confide 
to  me,  satisfied  that  it  comes  from  a  higher  and 
better  source  of  inspiration  than  my  poor  worldly 
knowledge.  I  will  say  only  this,— I  am  your 
faithful  steward ;  and  I  would  rather  be  so,  and 
your  chosen  friend,  than  I  would  be  anybody  in 
the  world,  except  yourself." 

She  thanked  him  again  cordially,  and  wished 
him  good  night. 

"  Are  you  going  home  ?  "  he  said.  "  Let  me 
go  with  you." 

"  Not  to-night.  I  am  not  going  home  now ; 
I  have  a  visit  to  make  alone.  Will  you  come 
to-morrow  ?  " 

"  Well,  well,"  said  he,  "  I'll  come  to-mon-ow. 
In  the  meantime,  I'll  think  of  this,  and  how  we 
can  best  proceed.  And  perhaps  you'W  think  of 
it,  dear  Harriet,  and — and — think  of  me  a  little 
in  connection  with  it." 

He  handed  her  down  to  a  coach  she  had  in 
waiting  at  the  door;  and  if  his  landlady  hatl  not 
been  deaf,  she  would  have  heard  him  muttering 
as  he  went  back  up-stairs,  when  the  coach  had 
driven  off,  that  we  were  creatures  of  habit,  and 
it  was  a  sorrowful  habit  to  be  an  old  bache- 
lor. 

The  violoncello  lying  on  the  sofa  between  the 
two  chairs,  he  took  it  up,  without  putting  away 
the  vacant  chair,  and  sat  droning  on   it,  and 


slowly  shaking  his  head  at  the  vacant  chair,  for 
a  long,  long  time.  The  expression  he  commu- 
nicated to  the  instrument  at  first,  though  mon- 
strously pathetic  and  bland,  was  nothing  to  the 
expression  he  communicated  to  his  own  face, 
and  bestowed  upon  the  emi)ty  chair :  which  was 
so  sincere,  that  he  was  obliged  to  have  recourse 
to  Captain  Cuttle's  remedy  more  than  once,  and 
to  rub  his  face  with  his  sleeve.  By  degrees, 
however,  the  violoncello,  in  unison  with  his  own 
frame  of  mind,  glided  melodiously  into  the  Har- 
monious Blacksmith,  which  he  played  over  and 
over  again,  until  his  ruddy  and  serene  face 
gleamed  like  true  metal  on  the  anvil  of  a  veri- 
table blacksmith.  In  fine,  the  violoncello  and 
the  empty  chair  were  the  companions  of  his 
bachelorhood  until  nearly  midnight ;  and  when 
he  took  his  supper,  the  violoncello  set  up  on  end 
in  the  sofa  corner,  big  with  the  latent  harmony 
of  a  whole  foundry  full  of  harmonious  black- 
smiths, seemed  to  ogle  the  empty  chair  out  of 
its  crooked  eyes  with  unutterable  intelligence. 

Wren  Harriet  left  the  house,  the  driver  of  her 
hired  coach,  taking  a  course  that  was  evidently 
no  new  one  to  him,  went  in  and  out  by  by-ways, 
through  that  part  of  the  suburbs,  until  he  arrived 
at  some  open  ground,  where  there  were  a  few 
quiet  little  old  houses  standing  among  gardens. 
At  the  garden-gate  of  one  of  these  he  stopped, 
and  Harriet  alighted. 

Her  gentle  ringing  at  the  bell  was  responded 
to  by  a  dolorous-looking  woman,  of  light  com- 
plexion, with  raised  eyebrows,  and  head  droop- 
ing on  one  side,  who  curtsied  at  sight  of  her, 
and  conducted  her  across  the  garden  to  the 
house. 

"  How  is  your  patient,  nurse,  to-night?"  said 
Harriet. 

'•  In  a  jioor  way,  miss,  I  am  afraid.  Oh,  how- 
she  do  remind  me,  sometimes,  of  my  uncle's 
Betsey  Jane  !"  returned  the  woman  of  the  light 
complexion,  in  a  sort  of  doleful  rapture. 

'•  In  what  respect  ?  "  asked  Harriet. 

"  Miss,  in  all  respects,"  replied  the  other, 
"  except  that  she's  grown  up,  and  Betsey  Jane, 
when  at  death's  door,  was  but  a  child." 

"  But  you  have  told  me  she  recovered,"  ob- 
served Harriet  mildly  ;  "  so  there  is  the  more 
reason  for  liopc,  Mrs.  Wickam." 

'•  Ah,  miss,  hope  is  an  excellent  thing  for  such 
as  has  the  sjiirits  to  bear  it  ! "  said  Mrs.  Wickam, 
shaking  her  heail.    "  My  own  spirits  is  not  equal      i 
to  it,  but  1  don't  owe  it  any  grudge.     I  envies      i 
them  that  is  so  blessed  ! "  \ 

"  You  should  try  to  be  more  cheerful,"  re- 
marked Harriet. 

"  Thank    you,   miss,    I'm    sure,"   said    Mrs. 
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Wickam  grimly.  "  If  I  was  so  inclined,  the 
loneliness  of  this  situation — you'll  excuse  my 
speaking  so  free — would  put  it  out  of  my  power 
in  four-and-twenty  hours;  but  I  an't  at  all.  I'd 
rather  not.  The  little  spirits  that  I  ever  had,  I 
was  bereaved  of  at  Brighton  some  few  years  ago, 
and  I  think  I  feel  myself  the  better  for  it." 

In  truth,  this  was  the  very  Mrs.  Wickam 
who  had  superseded  Mrs.  Richards,  as  the  nurse 
of  little  Paul,  and  who  considered  herself  to 
have  gained  the  loss  in  question  under  the  roof 
of  the  amiable  Pipchin.  The  excellent  and 
thoughtful  old  system,  hallowed  by  long  pre- 
scription, which  has  usually  picked  out  from  the 
rest  of  mankind  the  most  dreary  and  uncomfort- 
able people  that  could  possibly  be  laid  hold  of, 
to  act  as  instructors  of  youth,  finger-posts  to  the 
virtues,  matrons,  monitors,  attendants  on  sick 
beds,  and  the  like,  had  established  Mrs.  Wickam 
in  very  good  business  as  a  nurse,  and  had  led 
to  her  serious  qualities  being  particularly  com- 
mended by  an  admiring  and  numerous  connec- 
tion. 

Mrs.  Wickam,  with  her  eyebrows  elevated, 
and  her  head  on  one  side,  lighted  the  way  up- 
stairs to  a  clean,  neat  chamber,  opening  on 
another  chamber  dimly  lighted,  where  there  was 
a  bed.  In  the  first  room  an  old  woman  sat 
mechanically  staring  out  at  the  open  window 
on  the  darkness.  In  the  second,  stretched  upon 
the  bed,  lay  the  shadow  of  a  figure  that  had 
spurned  the  wind  and  rain  one  wintry  night ; 
liardly  to  be  recognised  now,  but  by  the  long 
black  hair  that  showed  so  very  black  against  the 
colourless  face,  and  all  the  white  things  about  it. 

Oh,  the  strong  eyes,  and  the  weak  frame  ! 
The  eyes  that  turned  so  eagerly  and  brightly  to 
the  door  when  Harriet  came  in  ;  the  feeble  head 
that  could  not  raise  itself,  and  moved  so  slowly 
round  upon  its  pillow  ! 

"  Alice  ! "  said  the  visitor's  mild  voice,  "  am 
I  late  to-night  ?  " 

"  You  always  seem  late,  but  are  always  early." 

Harriet  had  sat  down  by  the  bedside  now,  and 
put  her  hand  upon  the  thin  hand  lying  there. 

"  You  are  better  ?  " 

I\Irs.  Wickam,  standing  at  the  foot  of  the  bed, 
like  a  disconsolate  spectre,  most  decidedly  and 
forcibly  shook  her  head  to  negative  this  position. 

_"  It  matters  very  little  ! "  said  Alice  with  a 
faint  smile.  "  Better  or  worse  to-day  is  but  a 
day's  difference — perhaps  not  so  much." 

Mrs.  Wickam,  as  a  serious  character,  ex- 
pressed her  approval  with  a  groan  ;  and  having 
made  some  cold  dabs  at  the  bottom  of  the  bed- 
clothes, as  feeling  for  the  patient's  feet,  and 
expecting   to   find    them   stony,  went   clinking 


among  the  medicine  bottles  on  the  table,  as  who 
should  say,  "  While  we  are  here,  let  us  repeat 
the  mixture  as  before."    ' 

"  No,"  said  Alice,  whispering  to  her  visitor, 
"  evil  courses  and  remorse,  travel,  want,  and 
weather,  storm  within  and  storm  without,  have 
worn  my  life  away.   It  will  not  last  much  longer." 

She  drew  the  hand  up  as  she  spoke,  and  laid 
her  face  against  it. 

"  I  lie  here,  sometimes,  thinking  I  should  like 
to  live  until  I  had  had  a  little  time  to  show  you 
how  grateful  I  could  be  !  It  is  a  weakness,  and 
soon  passes.  Better  for  you  as  it  is.  Better 
for  me  ! " 

How  different  her  hold  upon  the  hand  to  what 
it  had  been  when  she  took  it  by  the  fireside  on 
the  bleak  winter  evening  !  Scorn,  rage,  defiance, 
recklessness,  look  here  !     This  is  the  end. 

Mrs.  Wickam,  having  clinked  sufficiently 
among  the  bottles,  now  produced  the  mixture. 
Mrs.  Wickam  looked  hard  at  her  patient  in  the 
act  of  drinking,  screwed  her  mouth  up  tight,  her 
eyebrows  also,  and  shook  her  head,  expressing 
that  tortures  shouldn't  make  her  say  it  was  a 
hopeless  case.  Mrs.  Wickam  then  sprinkled  a 
little  cooling  stuff  about  the  room,  with  the  air 
of  a  female  grave-digger,  who  was  strewing  ashes 
on  ashes,  dust  on  dust — for  she  was  a  serious 
character — and  withdrew  to  partake  of  certain 
funeral  baked  meats  down-stairs. 

"  How  long  is  it,"  asked  Alice,  "  since  I  went 
to  you  and  told  you  what  I  had  done,  and  when 
you  were  advised  it  was  too  late  for  any  one  to 
follow  ?  " 

"  It  is  a  year  and  more,"  said  Harriet. 

"  A  year  and  more,"  said  Alice,  thoughtfully 
intent  upon  her  face.     "  Months  upon  months 
since  you  brought  me  here  !" 
.  Harriet  answered  "  Yes." 

"  Brought  me  here  by  force  of  gentleness  and 
kindness.  Me  !  "  said  Alice,  shrinking  with  her 
face  behind  the  hand,  "  and  made  me  human  by 
woman's  looks  and  words,  and  angel's  deeds  !" 

Harriet,  bending  over  her,  composed  and 
soothed  her.  By-and-by  Alice,  lying  as  before, 
with  the  hand  against  her  face,  asked  to  have 
her  motiier  called. 

Harriet  called  to  her  more  than  once ;  but  the 
old  woman  was  so  absorbed,  looking  out  at  the 
open  window  on  the  darkness,  that  she  did  not 
hear.  It  was  not  until  Harriet  went  to  her  and 
touched  her  that  she  rose  up,  and  came. 

"  Mother,"  said  Alice,  taking  the  hand  again, 
and  fixing  her  lustrous  eyes  lovingly  upon  her 
visitor,  while  she  merely  addressed  a  motion  of 
her  finger  to  the  old  woman,  "  tell  her  what  you 
know." 
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"To-night,  my  deary?" 

"  Ay,  mother,"  answered  AUce  faintly  and 
solemnly,  "  to-night  !  " 

The  old  woman,  whose  wits  appeared  dis- 
ordered by  alarm,  remorse,  or  grief,  came  creep- 
ing along  the  side  of  the  bed,  opposite  to  that 
on  which  Harriet  sat ;  and  kneeling  down,  so 
as  to  bring  her  withered  face  on  a  level  with  the 
coverlet,  and  stretching  out  her  hand,  so  as  to 
touch  her  daughter's  arm,  began  : 

"  My  handsome  gal " 

Heaven,  what  a  cry  was  that  with  which  she 
stopped  there,  gazing  at  the  poor  form  lying  on 
the  bed ! 

"  Changed  long  ago,  mother !  Withered  long 
ago,"  said  Alice,  without  looking  at  her.  "  Don't 
grieve  for  that  now." 

"  — My  daughter,"  faltered  the  old  woman, 
"my  gal  who'll  .soon  get  better,  and  shame  'em 
all  with  her  good  looks." 

Alice  smiled  mournfully  at  Harjriet,  and 
fondled  her  hand  a  little  closer,  but  said 
nothing. 

"  Who'll  soon  get  better,  I  say,"  repeated  the 
old  woman,  menacing  the  vacant  air  with  her 
shrivelled  fist,  "  and  who'll  shame  'em  all  with 
her  good  looks — she  will.  I  say  she  will !  she 
shall !  " — as  if  she  were  in  passionate  contention 
with  some  unseen  opponent  at  the  bedside,  who 
contradicted  her—"  my  daughter  has  been  turned 
away  from,  and  cast  out,  but  she  could  boast 
relationship  to  proud  folks  too,  if  she  chose. 
Ah  !  To  proud  folks  !  There's  relationship 
without  your  clergy  and  your  wedding-rings — 
they  may  make  it,  but  they  can't  break  it — 
and  my  daughter's  well  related.  Show  me  Mrs. 
Dombey,  and  I'll  show  you  my  Alice's  first 
cousin." 

Harriet  glanced  from  the  old  woman  to  the 
lustrous  eyes  intent  upon  her  face,  and  derived 
corroboration  from  them. 

"  What ! "  cried  the  old  woman,  her  nodding 
head  bridling  with  a  ghastly  vanity.  "  Though 
I  am  old  and  ugly  now, — much  older  by  life  and 
habit  than  years,  thougli,  1  was  once  as  young 
as  any.  Ah  !  as  pretty,  too,  as  many  !  I  was 
a  fresh  country  wench  in  my  time,  darling," 
stretching  out  her  arm  to  Harriet  across  the  bed, 
"  and  looked  it,  too.  Down  in  my  country,  Mrs. 
Dombey's  father  and  his  brollier  were  the  gayest 
gentlemen  and  the  best  liked  that  come  a  visit- 
mg  from  London — they  have  long  been  dead, 
though  !  Lord,  Lord,  this  long  while  !  The 
brother,  who  was  my  Ally's  father,  longest  of  the 
two." 

She  raised  her  head  a  little,  and  peered  at  her 
daughter's  face;  as  if,  from  tlie  remembrance  of 


her  own  youth,  she  had  flown  to  the  remem- 
brance of  her  child's.  Then  suddenly  she  laid 
her  face  down  on  the  bed,  and  shut  her  head 
up  in  her  hands  and  arms. 

"  They  were  as  like,"  said  the  old  woman, 
without  looking  up,  "as  you  could  see  two 
brothers,  so  near  an  age — there  wasn't  much 
more  than  a  year  between  them,  as  I  recollect — 
and  if  you  could  have  seen  my  gal,  as  I  have 
seen  her  once,  side  by  side  with  the  other's 
daughter,  you'd  have  seen,  for  all  the  difference 
of  dress  and  life,  that  they  were  like  each  other. 
Oh  !  is  the  likeness  gone,  and  is  it  my  gal — only 
my  gal — that's  to  change  so  ?  " 

"  We  shall  all  change,  mother,  in  our  turn," 
said  Alice. 

"  Turn  !  "  cried  the  old  woman,  "  but  why  not 
hers  as  soon  as  my  gal's?  The  mother  must 
have  changed — she  looked  as  old  as  me,  and 
full  as  wrinkled  through  her  paint — but  she  was 
handsome.  What  have  /  done,  I,  what  have  1 
done  worse  than  her,  that  only  my  gal  is  to  lie 
there  fading  ?  " 

With  another  of  those  wild  cries,  she  went 
running  out  into  the  room  from  which  she  had 
come ;  but  immediately,  in  her  uncertain  mood, 
returned,  and,  creeping  up  to  Harriet,  said  : 

"  That's  what  Alice  bade  me  tell  you,  deary. 
That's  all.  I  found  it  out  when  I  began  to  ask 
who  she  was,  and  all  about  her,  away  in  War- 
wickshire there,  one  summer-time.  Such  rela- 
tions was  no  good  to  me  then.  They  wouldn't 
have  owned  me,  and  had  nothing  to  give  me. 
I  should  have  asked  'em,  maybe,  for  a  little 
money  afterwards,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  my  Alice  ; 
she'd  a'most  have  killed  me  if  I  had,  I  think. 
She  was  as  proud  as  t'other  in  her  way,"  said 
the  old  woman,  touching  tire  face  of  her  daughter 
fearfully,  and  withdrawing  her  hand,  "for  all 
she's  so  quiet  now ;  but  slie'll  shame  'em  with 
her  gootl  looks  yet.  Ha,  ha  :  Slie'W  siiame  'em, 
will  my  handsome  daughter  !  " 

Her  laugh,  as  she  retreated,  was  worse  than 
her  cry  ;  worse  tlian  the  burst  of  imbecile  lamenta- 
tion in  which  it  ended  ;  worse  than  the  doting 
air  with  which  she  sat  down  in  her  old  seat,  and 
stared  out  at  the  darkness. 

'l"hc  eyes  of  Alice  had  all  this  time  been  fixed 
on  Harriet,  whose  ham!  she  had  never  released. 
She  said  now ; 

"  I  have  felt,  lying  here,  tluit  I  should  like 
you  to  know  this.  It  might  explain,  I  have 
thought,  something  that  used  to  help  to  harden 
me.  I  had  heard  so  much,  in  my  wrong-doing, 
of  my  neglected  duty,  that  I  took  up  with  the 
belief  that  duty  had  not  been  done  to  mc,  and 
that,  as  the  seed  was  sown,  the  harvest  grew.     I 
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somehow  made  it  oat  that,  when  ladies  Iiad  bad 
liomes  and  mothers,  they  went  wrong  in  their 
way  too ;  but  that  their  way  was  not  so  foul  a 
one  as  mine,  and  they  had  need  to  bless  God  for 
it.  That  is  all  past.  It  is  like  a  dream  now, 
which  I  cannot  quite  remember  or  understand. 
It  has  been  more  and  more  like  a  dream,  every 
(lay,  since  you  began  to  sit  here,  and  read  to 
nie.  I  only  tell  it  you  as  I  can  recollect  it. 
Will  you  read  to  me  a  little  more  ?  " 

Harriet  was  withdrawing  her  hand  to  open  the 
book,  when  Alice  detained  it  for  a  moment. 

"  You  will  not  forget  my  mother  ?  I  forgive 
her,  if  I  have  any  cause.  I  know  that  she  for- 
gives me,  and  is  sorry  in  her  heart.  You  will 
not  forget  her  ?  " 

"  Never,  Alice  !  " 

"  A  moment  yet.  Lay  my  head  so,  aear, 
that  as  you  read,  I  may  see  the  words  in  your 
kind  face." 

Harriet  complied  and  read — read  the  eternal 
book  for  all  the  weary  and  the  heavy-laden  ;  for 
all  the  wretched,  fallen,  and  neglected  of  this 
earth — read  the  blessed  history,  in  which  the 
blind,  lame,  palsied  beggar,  the  criminal,  the 
woman  stained  witli  shame,  the  shunned  of  all 
our  dainty  clay,  has  each  a  portion  that  no 
human  pride,  indifference,  or  sophistry  through 
all  the  ages  that  this  world  shall  last,  can  take 
away,  or  by  the  thousandth  atom  of  a  grain 
reduce — read  the  ministry  of  Him  who,  through 
the  round  of  human  life,  and  all  its  hopes  and 
griefs,  from  birth  to  death,  from  infancy  to  age, 
liad  sweet  compassion  for,  and  interest  in,  its 
every  scene  and  stage,  its  every  suffering  and 
sorrow. 

"  I  shall  come,"  said  Harriet  when  she  shut 
the  book,  "  very  early  in  the  morning." 

The  lustrous  eyes,  yet  fixed  upon  her  face, 
closed  for  a  moment,  then  opened ;  and  Alice 
kissed  and  blessed  her. 

The  same  eyes  followed  her  to  the  door;  and 
in  their  light,  and  on  the  tranquil  f.ice,  there  was 
a  smile  when  it  was  closed. 

They  never  turned  away.  She  laid  her  hand 
upon  her  breast,  murmuring  the  sacred  name 
that  had  been  read  to  her ;  and  life  passed  from 
her  face,  like  light  removed. 

Nothing  lay  there,  any  longer,  but  the  ruin  of 
the  mortal  house  on  which  the  rain  had  beaten, 
and  the  black  hair  that  had  fluttered  in  the 
wintry  wind. 


CHAPTER  LIX. 


RETRIBUTION. 


HANGES  have  come  again  upon  tlie 
great  house  in  the  long  dull  street, 
once  the  scene  of  Florence's  child- 
hood and  loneliness.     It  is  a  great 
house  still,  proof  against  wind  and 
weather,   without   breaches   in   the 
roof,   or   shattered    windows,  or  dilapi- 
dated walls;  but  it  is  a  ruin  none  the 
less,  and  the  rats  fly  from  it. 

Mr.  Towlinson  and  company  are,  at  first, 
incredulous  in  respect  of  the  shapeless  rumours 
that  they  hear.  Cook  says  our  people's  credit 
ain't  so  easy  shook  as  that  comes  to,  thank  God ; 
and  Mr.  Towlinson  expects  to  hear  it  reported, 
next,  that  the  Bank  of  England's  a-going  to  break, 
or  the  jewels  in  the  Tower  to  be  sold  up.  But, 
next  come  the  Gazette  and  Mr.  Perch  :  and  Mr. 
Perch  brings  Mrs.  Perch  to  talk  it  over  in  the 
kitchen,  and  to  spend  a  pleasant  evening. 

As  soon  as  there  is  no  doubt  about  it,  Mr. 
Towlinson's   main   anxiety   is    that   the   failure 
round  one — not  less  than  a 
pound.      Mr.   Perch    don't 
a  hundred  thousand  pound 
The  women,  led  by  Mrs- 


should  be  a  good 
hundred  thousand 
think  him.self  that 
will  nearly  cover  it. 


Perch  and  cook,  often  repeat  "  a  hun-dred  thou- 
sand pound!"  with  awful  satisfaction — as  if 
handling  the  words  were  like  handling  the 
money  ;  and  the  housemaid,  who  has  her  eye  on 
Mr.  Towlinson,  wishes  she  had  only  a  hundredth 
part  of  the  sum  to  bestow  on  the  man  of  her 
choice.  Mr.  Towlinson,  still  mindful  of  his  old 
wrong,  opines  that  a  foreigner  would  hardly 
know  what  to  do  with  so  much  money,  unless 
he'spent  it  on  his  whiskers  ;  which  bitter  sarcasm 
causes  the  housemaid  to  withdraw  in  tears. 

But  not  to  remain  long  absent ;  for  cook,  who 
has  the  reputation  of  being  extremely  good- 
hearted,  says,  whatever  they  do,  let  'em  stand  by 
one  another  now,  Towlinson,  for  there's  no 
telling  how  soon  they  may  be  divided.  They 
have  been  in  that  house  (says  cook)  through  a 
funeral,  a  wedding,  and  a  running  away;  and 
let  it  not  be  said  that  they  couldn't  agree  among 
themselves  at  such  a  time  as  the  present.  Mrs. 
Perch  is  immensely  affected  by  this  moving 
address,  and  openly  remarks  that  cook  is  an 
angel.  Mr.  Towlinson  rephes  to  cook.  Far  be 
it  from  him  to  stand  in  the  way  of  that  good 
feeling  which  he  could  wish  to  see  ;  and  ad- 
journing in  quest  of  the  housemaid,  and  presently 
returning  with  tliat  young  lady  on  his  arm, 
intorms  the  kitchen   that  foreigners  is  only  his 
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fun,  and  that  him  and  Anne  have  now  resolved 
to  take  one  another  for  better  for  worse,  and  to 
settle  in  Oxford  Market  in  the  general  green- 
grocery and  herb  and  leech  line,  where  your 
kind  favours  is  particular  requested.  This  an- 
nouncement is  received  with  acclamation ;  and 
Mrs.  Perch,  projecting  her  soul  into  futurity, 
says  "  Girls  "  in  cook's  ear,  in  a  solemn  whisper. 

Misfortune  in  the  family  without  feasting,  in 
these  lower  regions,  couldn't  be.  Therefore 
cook  tosses  up  a  hot  dish  or  two  for  supper,  and 
Mr.  Towlinson  compounds  a  lobster  salad,  to 
be  devoted  to  the  same  hospitable  purpose. 
Even  Mrs.  Pipchin,  agitated  by  the  occasion, 
rings  her  bell,  and  sends  down  word  that  she 
requests  to  have  that  little  bit  of  sweetbread 
that  was  left,  warmed  up  for  her  supper,  and 
sent  to  her  on  a  tray  with  about  a  quarter  of  a 
tumblerful  of  mulled  sherry  ;  for  she  feels  poorly. 

There  is  a  little  talk  about  Mr.  Dombey,  but 
very  little.  It  is  chiefly  speculation  as  to  how 
long  he  has  known  that  this  was  going  to  happen. 
Cook  says  shrewdly,  "  Oh,  a  long  time,  bless 
you  !  Take  your  oath  of  that."  And  reference 
being  made  to  Mr.  Perch,  he  confirms  her  view 
of  the  case.  Somebody  wonders  what  he'll  do, 
and  whether  he'll  go  out  in  any  situation.  Mr. 
Towlinson  thinks  not,  and  hints  at  a  refuge  in 
one  of  them  genteel  almshouses  of  the  better 
kind.  "  Ah  !  where  he'll  have  his  little  garden, 
you  know,'l  says  cook  plaintively,  "  and  bring  up 
sweet-peas  in  the  spring."  "  E.xactly  so,"  says 
Mr.  Towlinson,  "  and  be  one  of  the  Brethren  of 
something  or  another."  "  We  are  all  brethren," 
says  Mrs.  Perch  in  a  pause  of  her  drink.  "Ex- 
cept the  sisters,"  says  Mr.  Perch.  "  How  are 
the  mighty  fallen  !  "  remarks  cook.  "  Pride  shall 
have  a  fall,  and  it  always  was  and  will  be  so  !" 
obsen/es  the  housemaid. 

It  is  wonderful  how  good  they  feel  in  making 
these  reflections;  and  what  a  Christian  unani- 
mity they  are  sensible  of,  in  bearing  the  common 
shock  with  resignation.  There  is  only  one  in- 
terruption to  this  excellent  state  of  mind,  which 
is  occasioned  by  a  young  kitchen-maid  of  in- 
ferior rank — in  black  stockings — who,  having 
sat  with  her  mouth  open  for  a  long  time,  unex- 
pectedly discharges  from  it  words  to  this  effect, 
"  Suppose  the  wages  shouldn't  be  paid  !  "  The 
coinpany  sit  for  a  moment  speechless  ;  but  cook, 
recovering  first,  turns  upon  the  young  woman, 
and  requests  to  know  how  she  dares  insult  the 
family,  whose  bread  she  eats,  by  such  a  dis- 
honest supposition,  and  whether  she  thinks  that 
anybody,  with  a  scrap  of  lionour  left,  could  de- 
prive poor  servants  of  their  pittance?  "  Because, 
if  tliat  is  your  religious  feelings,  Mary  Daws," 


says  cook  warmly,  "  I  don't  know  where  you 
mean  to  go  to." 

Mr.  Towlinson  don't  know  either;  nor  any- 
body ;  and  the  young  kitchen-maid,  appearing 
not  to  know  exactly  herself,  and  scouted  by  the 
general  voice,  is  covered  with  confusion,  as  with 
a  garment. 

After  a  few  days,  strange  people  begin  to  call 
at  the  house,  and  to  make  appointments  witli 
one  another  in  the  dining-room,  as  if  they  lived 
there.  Especially,  there  is  a  gentleman  of  a 
Mosaic-Arabian  cast  of  countenance,  with  a  very 
massive  watch-guard,  who  whistles  in  the  drawing- 
room,  and,  wliile  he  is  waiting  for  the  other  gen- 
tleman, who  always  has  pen  and  ink  in  his  pocket, 
asks  Mr.  Towlinson  (by  the  easy  name  of  "  Old 
Cock")  if  he  happens  to  know  what  the  figure  of 
them  crimson  and  gold  hangings  might  have 
been  when  new  bought.  The  callers  and  ap- 
pointments in  the  dining-room  become  more 
numerous  every  day,  and  every  gentleman  seems 
to  have  pen  and  ink  in  his  pocket,  and  to  have 
some  occasion  to  use  it.  At  last  it  is  said  that 
there  is  going  to  be  a  Sale ;  and  tiien  more 
people  arrive,  with  pen  and  ink  in  their  pockets, 
commanding  a  detachment  of  men  with  carpet 
caps,  who  immediately  begin  to  pull  up  tlie  car- 
pets, and  knock  the  furniture  about,  and  to  print 
off  thousands  of  impressions  of  their  shoes  upon 
the  hall  and  staircase. 

The  council  down-stairs  are  in  full  conclave 
all  this  time,  and,  having  nothing  to  do,  perform 
jjerfect  feats  of  eating.  At  length  they  are  one 
day  summoned  in  a  body  to  Mrs.  Pipchin's 
room,  and  thus  addressed  by  the  fair  Peruvian : 

'•  Your  master's  in  difficulties,"  says  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin  tartly.     "  You  know  that,  I  suppose  ?  " 

Mr.  Towlinson,  as  spokesman,  admits  a  gene- 
ral knowledge  of  the  fact. 

"And  you're  all  on- the  look-out  for  your- 
selves, I  warrant  you,"  says  Mrs.  Pipchin,  shak- 
ing her  head  at  them. 

A  shrill  voice  from  the  rear  exclaims,  "  No 
more  than  yourself  !  " 

"  That's  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Im])udence,  is 
it  ?"  says  the  ireful  Pipciiin,  looking  with  a  fiery 
eye  over  the  intermediate  heads. 

"  Yes,  Mrs.  Pipchin,  it  is,"  replies  cook,  ad- 
vancing.    '•■  And  what  then,  pray  ?  " 

"  Why,  then  you  may  go  as  soon  as  you  like," 
says  Mrs.  Pipchin.  "The  sooner  the  better, 
and  I  ho])e  I  shall  never  see  your  face  again." 

With  this  the  doughty  Pipchin  produces  a. 
canvas  bag  ;  and  tells  her  wages  out  to  that  day, 
and  a  month  beyond  it ;  and  clutches  the  money 
light  until  a  receipt  for  the  same  is  duly  signed, 
to  the  last  up-strokc ;  when  she  grudgingly  lets 
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it  go.  This  form  of  proceeding  Mrs.  Pipchin 
repeats  with  every  member  of  the  household, 
until  all  are  paid. 

"  Now,  those  that  choose  can  go  about  their 
business,"  says  Mrs.  Pipchin,  "  and  those  that 
choose  can  stay  here  on  board  wages  for  a  week 
or  so,  and  make  themselves  useful.  Except," 
says  the  inflammable  Pipchin,  "  that  slut  of  a 
cook,  who'll  go  immediately." 

"  That,"  says  cook,  "  she  certainly  will  !     1 


wish  you  good  day,  Mrs.  Pipchin,  and  sincerely 
wish  I  could  compliment  you  on  the  sweetness 
of  your  appearance  !  " 

"Get  along  with  you!"  says  Mrs.  Pipchin, 
stamping  her  foot. 

Cook  sails  off  with  an  air  of  beneficent  dig- 
nity, highly  exasperating  to  Mrs.  Pipchin,  and  is 
shortly  joined  below-stairs  by  the  rest  of  the 
confederation. 

Mr.  Towlinson   then   says  that,   in  the   first 


•  VES,   MK.-i.    i'lI'CHlN,   IT   iS,      REPLIES   COOK,   ADVAT^CING.      "AND   WHAT  THE.V,   PRAY 


)jlace,  he  would  beg  to  propose  a  little  snack  of 
something  to  eat ;  and  over  that  snack  would 
desire  to  offer  a  suggestion  which  he  thinks  will 
meet  the  position  in  which  they  find  them- 
;;elves.  The  refreshment  being  produced,  and 
very  heartily  partaken  of,  Mr.  Towlinson's  sug- 
gestion is,  in  effect,  that  cook  is  going,  and  that 
if  we  are  not  true  to  ourselves,  nobody  will  be 
true  to  us.  That  they  have  lived  in  that  house 
a  long  time,  and  exerted  themselves  very  much 
to  be  sociable  together.     (At  this,  cook  says, 


with  emotion,  "  Hear,  hear  !  "  and  Mrs.  Perch, 
who  is  there  again,  and  full  to  the  throat,  sheds 
tears.)  And  that  he  thinks,  at  the  present  time, 
the  feeling  ought  to  be,  "  Go  one,  go  all !"  The 
housemaid  is  much  affected  by  this  generous 
sentiment,  and  warmly  seconds  it.  Cook  says 
she  feels  it's  right,  and  only  hopes  it's  not  done 
as  a  compliment  to  her,  but  from  a  sense  of 
duty.  Mr.  Towlinson  replies,  from  a  sense  of 
duty  :  and  that  now  he  is  driven  to  express  his 
opinions,  he  will  openly  say,  that  he  does  not 
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think  it  over-respectable  to  remain  in  a  house 
where  Sales  and  such-like  are  carrying  forwards. 
The  housemaid  is  sure  of  it ;  and  relates,  in 
confirmation,  that  a  strange  man,  in  a  carpet 
cap,  offered,  this  very  morning,  to  kiss  her  on 
the  stairs.  Hereupon  Mr.  Towlinson  is  starting 
from  his  chair,  to  seek  and  "  smash  "  the  offender  ; 
when  he  is  laid  hold  on  by  the  ladies,  who  be- 
seech him  to  calm  himself,  and  to  reflect  that  it 
is  easier  and  wiser  to  leave  the  scene  of  such  in- 
decencies at  once.  Mrs.  Perch,  presenting  the 
case  in  a  new  light,  even  shows  that  delicacy 
towards  Mr.  Dombey,  shut  up  in  his  own  rooms, 
imperatively  demands  precipitate  retreat.  "  For 
what,"  says  the  good  woman,  "  must  his  feelings 
1)6,  if  he  was  to  come  upon  any  of  the  poor  ser- 
vants that  he  once  deceived  into  thinking  him 
immensely  rich !  "  Cook  is  so  struck  by  this 
moral  consideration,  that  Mrs.  Perch  improves 
it  with  several  pious  axioms,  original  and 
selected.  It  becomes  a  clear  case  that  they 
must  all  go.  Boxes  are  packed,  cabs  fetched, 
and  at  dusk  that  evening  there  is  not  one  mem- 
ber of  the  party  left. 

The  house  stands,  large  and  weather-proof, 
in  the  long  dull  street ;  but  it  is  a  ruin,  and  the 
rats  fly  from  it. 

The  men  in  the  carpet  caps  go  on  tumbling 
the  furniture  about ;  and  the  gentlemen  with  the 
pens  and  ink  make  out  inventories  of  it,  and  sit 
upon  pieces  of  furniture  never  made  to  be  sat 
upon,  and  eat  bread  and  cheese  from  the  public- 
house  on  other  pieces  of  furniture  never  made 
to  be  eaten  on,  and  seem  to  have  a  delight  in 
appropriating  precious  articles  to  strange  uses. 
Chaotic  combinations  of  furniture  also  take 
place.  Mattresses  and  bedding  appear  in  the 
tlining-roorn ;  the  glass  and  china  get  into  the 
conservatory ;  the  great  dinner  service  is  set  out 
in  heaps  on  tlie  long  divan  in  the  large  drawing- 
room  ;  and  the  stair-wires,  matle  into  fasces, 
decorate  the  marble  cliimney-pieces.  Finally, 
a  rug,  with  a  printed  bill  upon  it,  is  hung  out 
from  the  balcony ;  and  a  similar  appendage 
graces  either  side  of  the  hall-door. 

Then,  all  day  long,  there  is  a  retinue  of 
mouldy  gigs  and  chaise-carts  in  the  street ;  and 
herds  of  shabby  vampires,  Jew  and  Christian, 
overrun  the  house,  sounding  the  plate-glass 
mirrors  with  their  knuckles,  striking  discordant 
octaves  on  the  grand  piano,  drawing  wet  fore- 
fingers over  the  pictures,  breathing  on  the 
blades  of  the  best  dinner  knives,  punching  the 
squabs  of  chairs  and  sofas  with  their  dirty  fists, 
tousling  the  feather  beds,  opening  and  shutting 
all  the  drawers,  balancing  the  silver  spoons  and 
forks,  looking  into  the  very  threads  of  the  drapery 


and  linen,  and  disparaging  everything.  There 
is  not  a  secret  place  in  the  whole  house.  Fluffy 
and  snuffy  strangers  stare  into  the  kitchen  range 
as  curiously  as  into  the  attic  clothes-press. 
Stout  men,  with  napless  hats  on,  look  out  of 
the  bedroom  windows,  and  cut  jokes  with 
friends  in  the  street.  Quiet,  calculating  spirits 
withdraw  into  the  dressing-rooms  with  cata- 
logues, and  make  marginal  notes  thereon  with 
stumps  of  pencils.  Two  brokers  invade  the 
very  fire-escape,  and  take  a  panoramic  survey  of 
the  neighbourhood  from  the  toj)  of  the  house. 
The  swarm  and  buzz,  and  going  up  ami  down, 
endure  for  days.  The  Capital  Modern  House- 
hold Furniture,  &c.,  is  on  view. 

Then  there  is  a  palisade  of  tables  made  in  the 
best  drawing-room  ;  and  on  the  capital,  French- 
polished,  extending,  telescopic  range  of  Spanisf. 
mahogany  dining-tables,  with  turned  legs,  the 
pulpit  of  the  Auctioneer  is  erected ;  and  the 
herds  of  shabby  vampires,  Jew  and  Christian, 
the  strangers  fluffy  and  snuffy,  and  the  stout 
men  with  the  napless  hats,  congregate  about  it, 
and  sit  upon  everything  within  reach,  mantel- 
pieces included,  and  begin  to  bid.  Hot,  hum- 
ming, and  dusty  are  the  rooms  all  day  ;  and — 
high  above  the  heat,  hum,  and  dust — the  head 
and  shoulders,  voice  and  hammer,  of  the  Auc- 
tioneer are  ever  at  work.  The  men  in  the 
carpet  caps  get  flustered  and  vicious  with  tum- 
bling the  IjOts  about,  and  still  the  Lots  are 
going,  going,  gone ;  still  coming  on.  Some- 
times there  is  joking  and  a  general  roar.  This 
lasts  all  day,  and  three  days  following.  The 
Capital  Modern  Household  Furniture,  &c.,  is 
on  sale. 

Then  the  mouldy  gigs  and  chaise-carts  re- 
appear ;  and  with  them  come  spring  vans  and 
waggons,  and  an  army  of  porters  with  knots. 
All  day  long,  the  men  with  carpet  caps  are 
screwing  at  screw-drivers  and  bed-winches,  or 
staggering  by  the  dozen  together  on  the  stair- 
case under  heavy  burdens,  or  upheaving  perfect 
rocks  of  Spanish  mahogany,  best  rosewood,  or 
plate  glass,  into  the  gigs  and  chaise-carts,  vans 
and  waggons.  All  sorts  of  vehicles  of  burden 
are  in  attendance,  from  a  tilted  waggon  to  a 
wheelbarrow.  Poor  Paul's  little  bedstead  is 
carried  off  in  a  donkey-tandem.  For  nearly  a 
whole  week  the  Capital  Modern  Household 
Furniture,  &c.,  is  in  course  of  removal. 

At  last  it  is  all  gone.  Nothing  is  left  about 
the  house  but  scattered  leaves  of  catalogues, 
littered  scraps  of  straw  and  hay,  and  a  battery 
of  pewter  pots  behind  the  hall-door.  The  men 
with  the  carpet  caps  gather  up  their  screw- 
drivers  and    bed-winches   into    bags,  shoulder 
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them,  and  walk  off.  One  of  the  pen-and-ink 
gentlemen  goes  over  the  house  as  a  last  atten- 
tion ;  sticking  up  bills  in  the  windows  respect- 
ing the  lease  of  this  desirable  family  mansion, 
and  shutting  the  shutters.  At  length  he  follows 
the  men  with  the  carpet  caps.  None  of  the  in- 
vaders remain.  The  house  is  a  ruin,  and  the 
rats  fly  from  it. 

Mrs.  Pipchin's  apartments,  together  with 
those  locked  rooms  on  the  ground-floor  where 
the  window  blinds  are  drawn  down  close,  have 
been  spared  the  general  devastation.  Mrs. 
Pipchin  has  remained  austere  and  stony  during 
the  proceedings,  in  her  own  room  ;  or  has  occa- 
sionally looked  in  at  the  sale  to  see  what  the 
goods  are  fetching,  and  to  bid  for  one  particular 
easy-chair.  Mrs.  Pipchin  has  been  the  highest 
bidder  for  the  easy-chair,  and  sits  upon  her  jiro- 
perty  when  Mrs.  Chick  comes  to  see  her. 

"  How  is  my  brother,  Mrs.  Pipchin  ? "'  says 
Mrs.  Chick. 

"  I  don't  know  any  more  than  the  deuce," 
says  Mrs.  Pipchin.  "He  never  does  me  the 
Iionour  to  speak  to  me.  He  has  his  meat  and 
drink  put  in  the  next  room  to  his  own  ;  and 
what  he  takes,  he  comes  out  and  takes  when 
there's  nobody  there.  It's  no  use  asking  me. 
I  know  no  more  about  him  than  the  man  in  the 
south  who  burnt  his  mouth  by  eating  cold  plum 
porridge." 

This  the  acrimonious  Pipchin  says  with  a 
flounce. 

"But  good  gracious  me! "cries  Mrs.  Chick 
Ijlandly,  "how  long  is  this  to  last?  If  my 
brother  will  not  make  an  effort,  Mrs.  Pipchin, 
what  is  to  become  of  him  ?  I  am  sure  I  should 
have  thought  he  had  seen  enough  of  the  conse- 
quences of  not  making  an  effort,  by  this  time, 
to  be  warned  against  that  fatal  error." 

"  Hoity-toity  ! "  says  Mrs.  Pipchin,  rubbing 
her  nose.  "  There's  a  great  fuss,  I  think,  about 
it.  It  ain't  so  wonderful  a  case.  People  have 
had  misfortunes  before  now,  and  been  obliged 
to  part  with  their  furniture.     I'm  sure  /have  !  " 

"  My  brother,"  pursues  Mrs.  Chick  pro- 
foundly, "  is  so  pecuhar — so  strange  a  man.  He 
is  the  most  peculiar  man  /  ever  saw.  Would 
any  one  believe  that  when  he  received  news  of 
the  marriage  and  emigration  of  that  unnatural 
child — it's  a  comfort  to  me,  now,  to  remember 
that  I  always  said  there  was  something  extra- 
ordinary about  that  child  :  but  nobody  minds 
me — would  anybody  believe,  I  say,  that  he 
should  then  turn  round  upon  me,  and  say  he 
had  supposed,  from  my  manner,  that  she  had 
come  to  my  house  ?  Why,  my  gracious  !  And 
Yvould  anybody  believe  that  when  I  merely  say 


to  him,  '  Paul,  I  may  be  very  foolish,  and  I  have 
no  doubt  I  am,  but  I  cannot  understand  how 
your  affairs  can  have  got  into  this  state,'  he 
should  actually  fly  at  me,  and  request  that  I  will 
come  to  see  him  no  more  until  he  asks  me? 
Why,  my  goodness  !  " 

"  Ah  !  "  says  Mrs.  Pipchin.  '■'  It's  a  pity  he 
hadn't  a  little  more  to  do  with  mines.  They'd 
have  tried  his  temper  for  him.'" 

"And  what,"  resumes  Mrs.  Chick,  quite  re- 
gardless of  Mrs.  Pipchin's  observations,  "  is  it 
to  end  in  ?  That's  what  I  want  to  know.  What 
does  my  brother  mean  to  do  ?  He  must  do 
something.  It's  of  no  use  remaining  shut  up  in 
his  own  rooms.  Business  won't  come  to  him. 
No.  He  must  go  to  it.  Then  why  don't  he 
go  ?  He  knows  where  to  go,  I  suppose,  having 
lieen  a  man  of  business  all  his  life.  Very  good. 
Then  why  not  go  there  ?  " 

Mrs.  Chick,  after  forging  this  powerful  chain  of 
reasoning,  remains  silent  fora  minute  to  admire  it. 

"  Besides,"  says  the  discreet  lady,  with  an 
argumentative  air,  "  who  ever  heard  of  such 
obstinacy  as  his  staying  shut  up  here  through  all 
these  dreadful  disagreeables?  It's  not  as  if  there 
was  no  place  for  him  to  go  to.  Of  course  he 
could  have  come  to  our  house.  He  knows  he 
is  at  home  there,  I  suppose  ?  Mr.  Chick  has 
perfectly  bored  about  it,  and  I  said  with  my 
own  lips,  '  Why,  surely,  Paul,  you  don't  imagine 
that  because  your  affairs  have  got  into  this 
state,  you  are  the  less  at  home  to  such  near 
relatives  as  ourselves  ?  You  don't  imagine  that 
we  are  like  the  rest  of  the  world?'  But  no  ; 
here  he  stays  all  through,  and  here  he  is.  Why, 
good  gracious  me,  suppose  the  house  was  to  be 
let !  what  would  he  do  then  ?  He  couldn't  re- 
main here  then.  If  he  attempted  to  do  so, 
there  would  be  an  ejectment,  and  action  for 
Doe,  and  all  sorts  of  things ;  and  then  he  vmst 
go.  Then  why  not  go  at  first  instead  of  at  last? 
And  that  brings  me  back  to  what  I  said  just 
now,  and  I  naturally  ask  what  is  to  be  the  end 
of  it?" 

"I  know  what's  to  be  the  end  of  it,  as  far  as 
/  am  concerned,"  replies  Mrs.  Pipchin,  "  and 
that's  enough  for  me.  I'm  going  to  take  w/jself 
off*in  a  jiffy." 

"  In  a  which,  Mrs.  Pipchin  ? "  says  Mrs. 
Chick. 

"  In  a  jiffy,"  retorts  Mrs.  Pipchin  sharply. 

'•'  Ah,  well !  really,  I  can't  blame  you,  Mrs. 
Pipchin,"  says  Mrs.  Chick  with  frankness. 

"  It  would  be  pretty  much  the  same  to 
me  if  you  could,"  replies  the  sardonic  Pip- 
chin. "  At  any  rate,  I'm  going.  I  can't 
stop  here.     I   should  be  dead  in  a   week.     I 


THE  RATS  ALL  GONE. 


427 


had  to  cook  my  own  pork  chop  yesterday,  and 
I'm  not  used  to  it.  My  constitution  will  be 
giving  way  next.  Besides,  I  had  a  very  fair 
■connection  at  Brighton  when  I  came  here — httle 
Vankey's  folks  alone  were  worth  a  good  eighty 
pounds  a  year  to  me — and  I  can't  afford  to 
throw  it  away.  I've  written  to  my  niece,  and 
she  expects  me  by  this  time." 

"  Have  you  spoken  to  mv  brother?  "  inquires 
Mrs.  Chick. 

"  Oh  yes,  it's  very  easy  to  say  speak  to  him," 
retorts  Mrs.  Pipchin.  "  How  is  it  done  ?  I 
called  out  to  him  yesterday  that  I  was  no  use 
here,  and  that  he  had  better  let  me  send  for 
Mrs.  Richards.  He  grunted  something  or  other 
that  meant  yes,  and  I  sent.  Grunt,  indeed ! 
If  he  had  been  Mr.  Pipchin,  he'd  have  had  some 
reason  to  grunt.  Yah  !  I've  no  patience  with 
it!" 

Here  this  exemplary  female,  who  has  pumped 
up  so  much  fortitude  and  virtue  from  the  depths 
of  the  Peruvian  mines,  rises  from  her  cushioned 
property  to  see  Mrs.  Chick  to  the  door.  Mrs. 
Chick,  deploring  to  the  last  the  peculiar  cha- 
racter of  her  brother,  noiselessly  retires,  much 
occupied  with  her  own  sagacity  and  clearness  of 
head. 

In  the  dusk  of  the  evening,  Mr.  Toodle, 
being  off  duty,  arrives  with  Polly  and  a  box, 
and  leaves  them,  with  a  sounding  kiss,  in  the 
hall  of  the  empty  house,  the  retired  character  of 
which  affects  Mr.  Toodle's  spirits  strongly. 

"  I  tell  you  what,  Polly  my  dear,"  says  Mr. 
Toodle.  "  Being  now  an  ingein-driver,  and 
well  to  do  in  the  world,  I  shouldn't  allow  of 
your  coming  here  to  be  made  dull-like,  if  it 
warn't  for  favours  past.  But  favours  past,  Polly, 
is  never  to  be  forgot.  To  them  which  is  in  ad- 
versity, besides,  your  face  is  a  cord'I.  So  let's 
have  another  kiss  on  it,  my  dear.  You  wish  no 
better  than  to  do  a  right  act,  I  know  ;  and  my 
views-  is,  that  it's  right  and  dutiful  to  do  this. 
CiOoA  night,  Polly  !  " 

Mrs.  Pipchin  by  this  time  looms  dark  in  her 
black  bombazine  skirts,  black  bonnet,  and 
shawl ;  and  has  lier  personal  property  packed 
up ;  and  has  her  chair  (late  a  favourite  chair  of 
Mr.  Dombey's,  and  the  dead  bargain  of  the 
sale)  ready  near  the  street-door  ;  and  is  only 
waiting  for  a  fly  van,  going  to-night  to  Brigliton 
on  private  service,  which  is  to  call  for  her  by 
private  contract,  and  convey  her  home. 

Presently  it  comes.  Mrs.  Pipchin's  wardrobe 
being  handed  in  and  stowed  away,  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin's  chair  is  next  handed  in,  and  placed  in  a 
convenient  comer  among  certain  trusses  of 
hay ;   it   being   (he  intention   of    the   amiable 


woman  to  occupy  the  chair  during  her  journey. 
Mrs.  Pipchin  herself  is  next  handed  in,  and 
grimly  takes  her  seat.  There  is  a  snaky  gleam 
in  her  hard  grey  eye,  as  of  anticipated  rounds  of 
buttered  toast,  relays  of  hot  chops,  worryings 
and  queUings  of  young  children,  sharp  snap- 
pings  at  poor  Berry,  and  all  the  other  delights 
of  her  Ogress's  casUe.  Mrs.  Pijjchin  almost 
laughs  as  the  fly  van  drives  off,  and  she  com- 
poses her  black  bombazine  skirts,  and  settles 
herself  among  the  cushions  of  her  easy-chair. 

The  house  is  such  a  ruin  that  the  rats  have 
fled,  and  there  is  not  one  left.  . 

But  Polly,  though  alone  in  the  deserted  man- 
sion— for  there  is  no  companionship  in  the  shut- 
up  rooms  in  which  its  late  master  hides  his  head 
— is  not  alone  long.  It  is  night ;  and  she  is 
sitting  at  work  in  the  housekeeper's  room,  try- 
ing to  forget  what  a  lonely  house  it  is,  and  what 
a  history  belongs  to  it ;  when  there  is  a  knock 
at  the  hall-door,  as  loud  sounding  as  any  knock 
can  be,  striking  into  such  an  empty  place. 
Opening  it,  she  returns  across  the  echoing  hall, 
accompanied  by  a  female  figure  in  a  close  black 
bonnet.  It  is  Miss  Tox,  and  Miss  To.x's  eyes 
are  red. 

"  Oh,  Polly,"  says  Miss  Tox,  "when  I  looked 
in  to  have  a  little  lesson  with  the  children  just 
now,  I  got  the  message  that  you  left  for  me  ; 
and,  as  soon  as  I  could  recover  my  spirits  at  all, 
I  came  on  after  you.  Is  there  no  one  here  but 
you  ?  " 

"Ah!  not  a  soul,"  says  Polly. 

"  Have  you  seen  him  ?  "  whispers  Miss  Tox. 

"  Bless  you,"  returns  Polly,  "  no  ;  he  has  not 
been  seen  this  many  a  day.  They  tell  me  he 
never  leaves  his  room." 

"  Is  he  said  to  be  ill  ?  "  inquires  Miss  Tox. 

"  No,  ma'am,  not  that  I  know  of,"  returns 
Polly,  "  except  in  his  mind.  He  must  be  very 
bad  there,  poor  gentleman  !  " 

Miss  To.x's  sympathy  is  such  that  she  can 
scarcely  speak.  She  is  no  chicken,  but  she  has 
not  grown  tough  with  age  and  celibacy.  Her 
heart  is  very  tender,  her  compassion  very 
genuine,  lier  homage  very  real.  Beneath  the 
locket  with  the  fishy  eye  in  it.  Miss  Tox  bears 
better  ciualitics  than  many  a  less  whimsical  out- 
side ;  sucii  qualities  as  will  outlive,  by  many 
courses  of  the  sun,  the  best  outsides  and 
brightest  husks  that  fall  in  the  harvest  of  the 
Great  Reaper. 

It  is  long  before  Miss  Tox  goes  away,  and  be- 
fore Polly,  with  a  candle  flaring  on  the  blank 
stairs,  looks  after  her,  for  company,  down  the 
street,  and  feels  unwilling  to  go  back  into  the 
dreary  house,  and  jar  its  emptiness  with  the 
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heavy  fastenings  of  the  door,  and  gHde  away  to 
bed.  But  all  this  Polly  does  ;  and  in  the  morn- 
ing sets  in  one  of  those  darkened  rooms  such 
matters  as  she  has  been  advised  to  prepare,  and 
then  retires,  and  enters  them  no  more  until  next 
morning  at  the  same  hour.  There  are  bells 
there,  but  they  never  ring ;  and  though  she  can 
sometimes  hear  a  footfall  going  to  and  fro,  it 
never  comes  out. 

Miss  Tox  returns  early  in  the  day.  It  then 
begins  to  be  Miss  Tox's  occupation  to  prepare 
little  dainties — or  what  are  such  to  her — to  be 
carried  into  these  rooms  next  morning.  She 
derives  so  much  satisfaction  from  the  pursuit, 
that  she  enters  on  it  regularly  from  that  time  : 
and  brings  daily,  in  her  little  basket,  various 
choice  condiments  selected  from  the  scanty 
stores  of  the  deceased  owjier  of  the  powdered 
head  and  pigtail.  She  likewise  brings,  in  sheets 
of  curl-paper,  morsels  of  cold  meats,  tongues  of 
sheep,  halves  of  fowls,  for  her  own  dinner  ;  and 
sharing  these  collations  with  Polly,  passes  the 
greater  part  of  her  time  in  the  ruined  house  that 
the  rats  have  fled  from  :  hiding  in  a  fright  at 
every  sound,  stealing  in  and  out  like  a  criminal ; 
only  desiring  to  be  true  to  the  fallen  object  of 
her  admiration,  unknown  to  him,  unknown  to 
all  the  world,  but  one  poor  simple  woman. 

The  major  knows  it ;  but  no  one  is  the  wiser 
for  that,  though  the  major  is  much  the  merrier. 
The  major,  in  a  fit  of  curiosity,  has  charged  the 
native  to  watch  the  house  sometimes,  and  find 
out  what  becomes  of  Donibey.  The  native  has 
reported  Miss  Tox's  fidelity,  and  the  major  has 
nearly  choked  himself  dead  with  laughter.  He 
is  permanently  bluer  from  that  hour,  and  con- 
stantly wheezes  to  himself,  his  lobster  eyes  start- 
ing out  of  his  head,  "  Damme,  sir,  the  woman's 
a  born  idiot !  " 

And  the  ruined  man.  How  does  he  pass  the 
hours  alone  ? 

"  Let  him  remember  it  in  that  room,  years  to 
come!"  He  did  remember  if.  It  was  heavy 
on  his  mind  now ;  heavier  than  all  the  rest. 

"  Let  him  remember  it  in  that  room,  years  to 
come  !  The  rain  that  falls  upon  the  roof,  the 
wind  that  mourns  outside  the  door,  may 
have  foreknowledge  in  their  melancholy  sound. 
Let  him  remember  it  in  that  room,  years  to 
come  !" 

He  did  remember  it.  In  the  miserable  night 
he  thought  of  it ;  in  the  dreary  day,  the  wretched 
dawn,  the  ghostly  memory-haunted  twilight.  He 
did  remember  it.  In  agony,  in  sorrow,  in  re- 
morse, in  despair  !  "  Papa  !  papa  !  Speak  to 
me,  dear  papa  !  "  He  heard  the  words  again, 
and   saw  the  face.     He  saw  it   fall    upon  the 


trembling  hands,  and  heard  the  one  prolonged 
low  cry  go  upward. 

He  was  fallen,  never  to  be  raised  up  any 
more.  For  the  night  of  his  worldly  ruin  there 
was  no  to-morrow's  sun  ;  for  the  stain  of  his  do- 
mestic shame  there  was  no  purification  ;  nothing, 
thank  Heaven,  could  bring  his  dead  child  back 
to  life.  But  that  which  he  might  have  made  so 
different  in  all  the  past — which  might  have 
made  the  past  itself  so  different,  though  this  he 
hardly  thought  of  now — that  which  was  his  own 
work,  that  which  he  could  so  easily  have  wrought 
into  a  blessing,  and  had  set  himself  so  steadily 
for  years  to  form  into  a  curse ;  that  was  the 
sharp  grief  of  his  soul. 

Oh  !  He  did  remember  it !  The  rain  that 
fell  upon  the  roof,  the  wind  that  mourned  out- 
side the  door  that  night,  had  had  foreknowledge 
in  their  melancholy  sound.  He  knew,  now, 
what  he  had  done.  He  knew,  now,  that  he  had 
called  down  that  upon  his  head,  which  bowed 
it  lower  than  the  heaviest  stroke  of  fortune.  He 
knew,  now,  what  it  was  to  be  rejected  and 
deserted ;  now,  when  every  loving  blossom  he 
had  withered  in  his  innocent  daughter's  heart 
was  snowing  down  in  ashes  on  him. 

He  thought  of  her  as  she  had  been  that  night 
when  he  and  his  bride  came  home.  He  thought 
of  her  as  she  had  been  in  all  the  home  events  of 
the  abandoned  house.  He  thought,  now,  that 
of  all  around  him,  she  alone  had  never  changed. 
His  boy  had  faded  into  dust,  his  proud  wife  had 
sunk  into  a  polluted  creature,  his  flatterer  and 
friend  had  been  transformed  into  the  worst  of 
villains,  his  riches  had  melted  away,  the  very 
walls  that  sheltered  him  looked  on  him  as  a 
stranger ;  she  alone  had  turned  the  same  mild, 
gentle  look  upon  him  always.  Yes,  to  the  latest 
and  the  last.  She  had  never  changed  to  him — 
nor  had  he  ever  changed  to  her — and  she  was 
lost. 

As,  one  by  one,  they  fell  away  before  his.mind 
— his  baby-liope,  his  wife,  his  friend,  his  fortune 
— oh,  how  the  mist,  through  which  he  had  seen 
her,  cleared,  and  showed  him  her  true  self !  Oh, 
how  much  better  than  this  that  he  had  loved  her 
as  he  had  his  boy,  and  lost  her  as  he  had  his 
boy,  and  laid  them  in  their  early  grave  together  ! 

In  his  pride — for  he  was  proud  yet — he  let 
the  world  go  from  him  freely.  As  it  fell  away, 
he  shook  it  off.  Whether  he  imagined  its  face 
as  expressing  pity  for  him,  or  indifference  to  him, 
he  shunned  it  alike.  It  was  in  the  same  degree 
to  be  avoided,  in  either  aspect.  He  had  no 
idea  of  anyone  companion  in  his  misery,  but  the 
one  he  had  driven  away.  What  he  would  have 
said  to  her,  or  what  consolation  submitted  to 
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receive  from  her,  he  never  pictured  to  himself. 
But  he  always  knew  she  would  have  been  true 
to  him,  if  he  had  suffered  her.  He  always  knew 
she  would  have  loved  him  better  now  than  at 
any  other  time  :  he  was  as  certain  that  it  was  in 
her  nature,  as  he  was  that  there  was  a  sky  above 
him ;  and  he  sat  thinking  so,  in  his  loneliness, 
from  hour  to  hour.  Day  after  day  uttered  this 
speech  ;  night  after  night  showed  him  this  know- 
ledge. 

It  began,  beyond  all  doubt  (however  slowly 
it  advanced  for  some  time),  in  the  receipt  of  her 
young  husband's  letter,  and  the  certainty  that 
she  was  gone.  And  yet — so  proud  he  was  in 
his  ruin,  or  so  reminiscent  of  her  only  as  some- 
thing that  might  have  been  his,  but  was  lost  be- 
yond redemption — that  if  he  could  have  heard 
her  voice  in  an  adjoining  room,  he  would  not 
have  gone  to  her.  If  he  could  have  seen  her  in 
tlie  street,  and  she  had  done  no  more  than  look 
at  him  as  she  had  been  used  to  look,  he  would 
have  passed  on  with  his  old  cold,  unforgiving 
foce,  and  not  addressed  her,  or  relaxed  it, 
though  his  heart  should  have  broken  soon  after- 
wards. However  turbulent  his  thoughts,  or 
harsh  his  anger  had  been,  at  tirst,  concerning 
her  marriage,  or  her  husband,  that  was  all  past 
now.  He  chiefly  thouglit  of  what  might  have 
been,  and  what  was  not.  What  was,  was  all 
summed  up  in  this  :  that  she  was  lost,  and  he 
bowed  down  with  sorrow  and  remorse. 

And  now  he  felt  that  he  had  had  two  children 
born  to  him  in  that  house,  and  that  between  him 
and  the  bare,  wide,  empty  walls  there  was  a  tie, 
mournful,  but  hard  to  rend  asunder,  connected 
with  a  double  childhood,  and  a  double  ioss. 
He  had  thought  to  leave  the  house — knowing  he 
must  go,  not  knowing  whither — upon  the  even- 
ing of  the  day  on  which  this  feeling  first  struck 
root  in  his  breast ;  but  he  resolved  to  stay  another 
night,  and  in  the  night  to  ramble  through  the 
rooms  once  more. 

He  came  out  of  his  solitude  when  it  was  the 
dead  of  night,  and,  with  a  candle  in  his  hand, 
went  softly  up  the  stairs.  Of  all  the  footmarks 
there,  making  them  as  common  as  the  common 
street,  there  was  not  one,  he  thought,  but  had 
seemed  at  the  time  to  set  itself  upon  his  brain 
while  he  had  kept  close  listening.  He  looked 
at  their  number,  and  their  hurry  and  contention 
— foot  tteading  foot  out,  and  upward  track  and 
downward  jostling  one  another — and  thought, 
with  absolute  dread  and  \vonder,  how  much  he 
must  have  suffered  during  that  trial,  and  what  a 
changed  man  he  had  cause  to  be.  He  thought, 
besides,  oh,  was  there,  somewhere  in  llie  world, 
a  light  footstep  that  might  have  worn  out  in  a 


moment  half  those  marks  ? — and  bent  his  head 
and  wept  as  he  went  up. 

He  almost  saw  it  going  on  before.  He 
stopped,  looking  up  towards  the  sky-light  ;  and 
a  figure,  childish  itself,  but  carrying  a  child,  and 
singing  as  it  went,  seemed  to  be  there  again. 
Anon,  it  was  the  same  figure,  alone,  stopping  for 
an  instant,  \vith  suspended  breath ;  the  bright 
hair  clustering  loosely  round  its  tearful  face  ;  and 
looking  back  at  him. 

He  wandered  through  the  rooms :  lately  so 
luxurious  ;  now  so  bare  and  dismal,  and  so 
changed,  apparently,  even  in  their  shape  and  size. 
The  press  of  footsteps  was  as  thick  here ;  and 
the  same  consideration  of  the  suflering  he  had 
had  perplexed  and  terrified  him.  He  began  to 
fear  that  all  this  intricacy  in  his  brain  would 
drive  hmi  mad ;  and  that  his  thoughts  already 
lost  coherence  as  the  footprints  did,  and  were 
pieced  on  to  one  another,  with  the  same  track- 
less involutions,  and  varieties  of  indistinct 
shapes. 

He  did  not  so  much  as  know  in  whicli  of 
these  rooms  she  had  lived  when  she  was  alone. 
He  was  glad  to  leave  them,  and  go  wandering 
higher  up.  Abundance  of  associations  were 
here,  connected  with  his  false  wife,  his  false 
friend  and  servant,  his  false  grounds  of  pride  ; 
but  he  put  them  all  by  now,  and  only  recalled 
miserably,  weakly,  fondly,  his  two  children. 

Everywhere,  the  footsteps  !  They  had  had 
no  respect  for  the  old  room  high  up,  where  the 
little  bed  had  been  ;  he  could  hardly  find  a  clear 
space  there  to  throw  himself  down,  on  the  floor, 
against  the  wall,  poor  broken  man,  and  let  his 
tears  flow  as  they  would.  He  had  shed  so  many 
tears  here,  long  ago,  that  he  was  less  ashamed 
of  his  weakness  in  thi^  place  than  in  any  other 
— perhaps,  with  that  consciousness,  had  made 
e.Kcuses  to  himself  for  coming  here.  Here,  with 
stooping  shoulders  and  his  chin  diojiped  on  his 
breast,  he  had  come.  Here,  thrown  upon  the 
bare  boards,  in  the  dead  of  night,  lie  wept,  alone 
— a  proud  man,  even  then  ;  who,  if  a  kind  hand 
could  have  been  stretched  out,  or  a  kind  face 
could  have  looked  in,  would  have  risen  up,  and 
turned  awa)',  and  gone  down  to  his  cell. 

When  the  day  broke  he  was  shut  up  in  Ins 
rooms  again.  He  had  meant  to  go  away  to-day, 
but  clung  to  this  tie  in  the  house  as  the  last  and 
only  thing  left  to  him.  He  would  go  to-morrow. 
To-morrow  came.  He  would  go  to-morrow. 
Every  night,  within  the  knowledge  of  no  human 
creature,  he  came  forth,  and  wandered  through 
the  despoiled  house  like  a  ghost.  Many  a  morn- 
ing, when  the  day  broke,  his  altered  face,  droop- 
ing behind  the  closed  blind  in  his  window,  im- 
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perfectly  transparent  to  the  light  as  yet,  pondered 
on  the  loss  of  his  two  children.  It  was  one 
child  no  more.  He  reunited  them  in  his  thoughts, 
and  they  were  never  asunder.  Oh  that  he  could 
have  united  them  in  his  past  love,  and  in  death, 
and  that  one  had  not  been  so  much  worse  than 
dead  ! 

Strong  mental  agitation  and  disturbance  was 
no  novelty  to  him,  even  before  his  late  sufferings. 
It  never  is  to  obstinate  and  sullen  natures ;  for 
they  struggle  hard  to  be  such.  Ground,  long 
undermined,  will  often  fall  down  in  a  moment ; 
what  was  undermined  here  in  so  many  ways, 
weakened,  and  crumbled,  little  by  little,  more 
and  more,  as  the  hand  moved  on  the  dial. 

At  last  he  began  to  think  he  need  not  go  at 
all.  He  might  j'et  give  up  what  his  creditors 
had  spared  him  (that  they  liad  not  spared  him 
more  was  his  own  act),  and  only  sever  the  tie 
between  him  and  the  ruined  house,  by  severing 
that  other  link 

It  was  then  that  his  footfall  was  audible  in  the 
late  housekeeper's  room,  as  he  walked  to  and 
fro ;  but  not  audible  in  its  true  meaning,  or  it 
would  have  had  an  appalling  sound. 

The  world  was  yzxj  busy  and  restless  about 
him.  He  became  aware  of  that  again.  It  was 
whispering  and  babbling.  It  was  never  quiet. 
This,  and  the  intricacy  and  complication  of  the 
footsteps,  harassed  him  to  death.  Objects  be- 
gan to  take  a  bleared  and  russet  colour  in  his 
eyes.  Dombey  and  Son  was  no  more — his 
children  no  more.  This  must  be  thought  of  well 
to-morrow. 

He  thought  of  it  to-moiTow  ;  and  sitting  think- 
ing in  his  chair,  saw,  in  the  glass,  from  time  to 
time,  this  picture  : 

A  spectral,  haggard,  wasted  likeness  of  him- 
self brooded  and  brooded  over  the  empty  fire- 
place. Now  it  lifted  up  its  head,  examining  the 
lines  and  hollows  in  its  face ;  now  hung  it  down 
again,  and  brooded  afresh.  Now  it  rose  and 
walked  about ;  now  passed  into  the  next  room, 
and  came  back  with  something  from  the  dress- 
ing-table in  its  breast.  Now  it  was  looking  at 
the  bottom  of  the  door,  and  thinking. 

—Hush  !  what  ? 

It  was  thinking  that  if  blood  were  to  trickle 
that  way,  and  to  leak  out  into  the  hall,  it  must 
be  a  long  time  going  so  far.  It  would  move  so 
stealthily  and  slowly,  creeping  on,  with  here  a 
lazy  little  pool,  and  there  a  start,  and  then 
another  little  pool,  that  a  desperately-wounded 
man  could  only  be  discovered  through  its  means, 
either  dead  or  dying.  When  it  had  thought  of 
this  a  long  while,  it  got  up  again,  and  walked  to 
and  fro  with  its  hand  in  its  breast.     He  t^lanced 


at  it  occasionally,  very  curious  to  watch  iis 
motions,  and  he  marked  how  wicked  and  mur- 
derous that  hand  looked. 

Now  it  was  thinking  again!  What -was  it 
thinking  ? 

Whether  they  would  tread  in  the  blood  when 
it  crept  so  far,  and  carry  it  about  the  house 
among  those  many  prints  of  feet,  or  even  out 
into  the  street. 

It  sat  down,  with  its  eyes  upon  the  empty 
fire-place,  and,  as  it  lost  itself  in  thought,  there 
shone  into  the  room  a  gleam  of  light ;  a  ra\-  of 
sun.  It  was  quite  unmindful,  and  sat  thinking. 
Suddenly  it  rose,  with  a  terrible  face,  and  that 
guilty  hand  grasping  what  was  in  its  breast. 
Then  it  was  arrested  by  a  cry — a  wild,  loud, 
piercing,  loving,  rapturous  cry — and  he  only  saw 
his  own  reflection  in  the  glass,  and  at  his  knees 
his  daughter. 

Yes.  His  daughter.  Look  at  her !  Look 
here  !  Down  upon  the  ground,  clinging  to  him, 
calling  to  him,  folding  her  hands,  praying  to  him. 

"  Papa  !  Dearest  papa  !  Pardon  me,  forgive 
me  !  I  have  come  back  to  ask  forgiveness  on 
m.y  knees.  I  never  can  be  happy  more,  with- 
out it  !  ■' 

Unchanged  still.  Of  all  the  world,  unchanged. 
Raising  the  same  face  to  his  as  on  that  mise- 
rable night.     Asking  his  forgiveness  ! 

"  Dear  papa,  oh,  don't  look  strangely  on  me ! 
I  never  meant  to  leave  you.  I  never  thought 
of  it,  before  or  afterwards.  I  was  frightened 
when  I  went  away,  and  could  not  think.  Papa 
dear,  I  am  changed.  I  am  penitent.  I  know 
my  fault.  I  know  my  duty  better  now.  Papa, 
donit  cast  me  oft",  or  I  shall  die  ! " 

He  tottered  to  his  chair.  He  felt  her  draw 
his  arms  about  her  neck  :  he  felt  her  put  her 
own  round  his ;  he  felt  her  kisses  on  his  face ; 
he  felt  her  wet  cheek  laid  against  his  own ;  he 
felt — oh,  how  deeply  ! — all  that  he  had  done. 

Upon  the  breast  that  he  had  bruised,  against 
the  heart  that  he  had  almost  broken,  she  laid 
his  face,  now  covered  with  his  hands,  and  said, 
sobbing : 

"  Papa  love,  I  am  a  mother.  I  have  a  child 
who  will  soon  call  "Walter  by  the  name  by  which 
I  call  you.  When  it  was  born,  and  when  I 
knew  how  much  I  loved  it.  I  knew  what  I  had 
done  in  leaving  you.  Forgive  me,  dear  papa ! 
Oh,  say  God  bless  me,  and  my  little  child  ! " 

He  would  have  said  it,  if  he  could.  He  would 
have  raised  his  hands  and  besought  her  for  par- 
don, but  she  caught  them  in  her  own,  and  put 
them  down,  hurriedly. 

"  My  little  child  was  born  at  sea,  papa.  I 
prayed  to  God  (and  so  did  Walter  for  me)  to 
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spare  me,  that  I  might  come  home.  The  moment 
I  could  land,  I  came  back  to  you.  Never  let  us 
be  parted  any  more,  papa.  Never  let  us  be 
parted  any  more  !  " 

His  head,  now  grey,  was  encircled  by  her 
arm  \  and  he  groaned  to  think  that  never,  never 
had  it  rested  so  before. 

"  You  will  come  home  with  me,  papa,  and  see 
my  baby.  A  boy,  papa.  His  name  is  Paul.  1 
think — I  hope — he's  like " 

Her  tears  stopped  her. 

"  Dear  papa,  for  the  sake  of  my  child,  for  the 
sake  of  the  name  we  have  given  him,  for  my 
sake,  pardon  Walter.  He  is  so  kind  and  tender 
to  me.  I  am  so  happy  with  him.  It  was  not 
his  fault  that  we  were  married.  It  was  mine.  I 
loved  him  so  much." 

She  clung  closer  to  him,  more  endearing  and 
more  earnest. 

"  He  is  the  darling  of  my  heart,  papa.  I 
would  die  for  him.  He  will  love  and  honour 
you  as  I  will.  We  will  teach  our  litde  child  to 
love  and  honour  you  ;  and  we  will  tell  him,  when 
he  can  understand,  that  you  had  a  son  of  that 
name  once,  and  that  he  died,  and  you  were  very 
sorry  ;  but  that  he  is  gone  to  Heaven,  where  we 
all  hope  to  see  him  when  our  time  for  resting 
comes.  Kiss  me,  papa,  as  a  promise  that  you 
will  be  reconciled  to  Walter — to  my  dearest 
husband — to  the  father  of  the  little  child  who 
taught  me  to  come  back,  papa.  "Who  taught 
me  to  come  back  ! " 

As  she  clung  closer  to  him,  in  another  burst 
of  tears,  he  kissed  her  on  her  lipsj  and,  lifting 
lip  his  eyes,  said,  "  Oh,  my  God,  forgive  me,  for 
I  need  it  very  much  !" 

With  that  he  dropped  his  head  again,  lament- 
ing over  and  caressing  her,  and  there  was  not  a, 
sound  in  all  the  house  for  a  long,  long  time ; 
they  remaining  clasped  in  one  another's  arms, 
in  the  glorious  sunsliine  that  had  crept  in  with 
Florence. 

He  dressed  himself  for  going  out,  with  a  docile 
submission  to  her  entreaty ;  and  walking  with  a 
feeble  gait,  antl  looking  back,  with  a  tremble,  at 
the  room  in  which  he  had  been  so  long  shut  up, 
and  where  he  had  seen  the  picture  in  the  glass, 
passed  out  with  her  into  the  hall.  Florence, 
hardly  glancing  round  her,  lest  she  should  re- 
mind him  freshly  of  their  last  parting — for  their 
feet  were  on  the  very  stones  where  he  had  struck 
her  in  his  madness — and  keeping  close  to  him, 
with  her  eyes  upon  his  face,  and  his  arm  about 
her,  led  him  out  to  a  coach  that  was  waiting  at 
the  door,  and  canied  him  away. 

Then,  Miss  Tox  and  Polly  came  out  of  their 
concealment,  and  e.\ultcd  tearfully.     And  then 


they  packed  his  clothes,  and  books,  and  so 
forth,  with  great  care ;  and  consigned  them  in 
due  course  to  certain  persons  sent  by  Florence 
in  the  evening  to  fetch  them.  And  then  they 
took  a  last  cup  of  tea  in  the  lonely  house. 

"  And  so  Dombey  and  Son,  as  I  observed 
upon  a  certain  sad  occasion,"  said  Miss  Tox, 
winding  up  a  host  of  recollections,  '"  is  indeed  a 
daughter,  Polly,  after  all." 

"  And  a  good  one  !"  exclaimed  Polly. 

'•  You  are  right,"  said  Miss  To.x;  *'and  it's  a 
credit  to  you,  Polly,  that  you  were  always  her 
friend  when  she  was  a  little  child.  You  were 
her  friend  long  before  I  was,  Polly,"  said  Miss 
Tox;  "and  you're  a  good  creature.     Robin  !" 

Miss  Tox  addressed  herself  to  a  bullet-headed 
young  man,  who  appeared  to  be  in  but  indifferent 
circumstances,  and  in  depressed  spirits,  and  who 
was  sitting  in  a  remote  corner.  Rising,  he  dis- 
closed to  view  the  form  and  features  of  the 
Grinder. 

"  Robin,"  said  Miss  To.x,  "  I  have  just  ob- 
served to  your  mother,  as  you  may  have  heard, 
that  she  is  a  good  creature." 

"  x\nd  so  she  is,  miss,"  quoth  the  Grinder 
with  some  feeling. 

"  Very  well,  Robin,"  said  Miss  Tox,  "  I  am 
glad  to  hear  you  say  so.  Now,  Robin,  as  I  am 
going  to  give  you  a  trial,  at  your  urgent  request, 
as  my  domestic,  with  a  view  to  your  restoration 
to  respectability,  I  will  take  this  impressive 
occasion  of  remarking  that  I  hope  you  will 
never  forget  that  you  have,  and  have  always 
had,  a  good  mother,  and  that  you  will  endeavour 
so  to  conduct  yourself  as  to  be  a  comfort  to 
her." 

"  Upon  my  soul  I  will,  miss,"  returned  the 
Grinder.  "  I  have  come  through  a  good  deal, 
and  my  intentions  is  now  as  straightfor'ard,  miss, 
as  a  cove's " 

"  I  must  get  you  to  break  yourself  of  that 
word,  Robin,  if  you  please,''  interposed  Miss 
Tox  ])olitely. 

"  If  you  please,  miss,  as  a  chap's " 

"Thankee,  Robin,  no,"  returned  Miss  Tox. 
"  I  should  prefer  individual." 

"  As  a  indiwiddle's — — "  said  the  Grinder. 

"  Much  better,"  remarked  Miss  Tox  com- 
placently ;  "  infinitely  more  expressive  !  " 

"  — Can  be,"  pursued  Rob.  "  If  I  hadn't  been 
and  got  made  a  Grinder  on,  miss  and  mother, 
which  was  a  most  unfortunate  circumstance  for 
a  young  co — indiwiddle " 

'•  Very  good  indeed,"  observed  Miss  Tox  ap- 
provingly. 

'• — And  if  I. hadn't  been  led  away  by  birds, 
and  then  fallen  into  a  bad  service,"  said  the 


432 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


Grinder,  "  I  hope  I  might  have  done  better. 
But  it's  never  too  late  for  a " 

"  Indi "  suggested  Miss  Tox. 

"  — widdle,"  said  the  Grinder,  "  to  mend ; 
and  I  hope  to  mend,  miss,  with  your  kind  trial ; 


and  wishing,   mother,  my  love   to   father,   and 
brothers  and  sisters,  and  saying  of  it." 

"  I  am  very  glad  indeed  to  hear  it,"  observed 
Miss  Tox.  "  Will  you  take  a  little  bread-and- 
butter  and  a  cup  of  tea  before  we  go,  Robin?" 


"OH,  MV  GOD,  FORGIVE  ME,  FOR  I  NEED  IT  VERV  MUCH  I'' 


"  Thankee,  miss,"  returned  the  Grinder  ;  who 
immediately  began  to  use  his  own  personal 
grinders  in  a  most  remarkable  manner,  as  if  he 
had  been  on  very  short  allowance  for  a  consider- 
able period. 

Miss  Tox  being,  in  good  time,  bonneted  and 


shawled,  and  Polly  too,  Rob  hugged  his  mother, 
and  followed  his  new  mistress  away  ;  so  much 
to  the  hopeful  admiration  of  Polly,  that  some- 
thing in  her  eyes  made  luminous  rings  round 
the  gas-lamps  as  she  looked  after  him.  Polly 
th.en  put  out  her  light,  locked  the  house-door. 
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delivered  the  key  at  an  agent's  hard  by,  and 
went  home  as  fast  as  she  could  go;  rejoicing  in 
the  shrill  delight  that  her  unexpected  arrival 
would  occasion  there.  The  great  house,  dumb 
as  to  all  that  had  been  suftered  in  it,  and  the 
changes  it  had  witnessed,  stood  frowning  like 
a  dark  mute  on  the  street ;  balking  any  nearer 
inquiries  with  the  staring  announcement  that 
the  lease  of  this  desirable  Family  Mansion  was 
to  be  disposed  of. 


CHAPTER  LX. 

CH.IEFLY   MATRIMONIAL. 

—"^^4  HE  grand  half-yearly  festival  holden 
by  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Blimber,  on 
which  occasion  they  requested  the 
pleasure  of  the  company  of  every 
young  gentleman  pursuing  his  studies 
in  that  genteel  establishment,  at  an 
early  party,  when  the  hour  was  half-past 
seven  o'clock,  and  when  the  object  was 
quadrilles,  had  duly  taken  place  about  this  time  ; 
and  the  young  gentlemen,  with  no  unbecoming 
demonstrations  of  levity,  had  betaken  themselves, 
in  a  state  of  scholastic  repletion,  to  their  own 
homes.  Mr.  Sketdes  had  repaired  abroad,  per- 
manently to  grace  the  establishment  of  his  father. 
Sir  Barnet  Skettles,  whose  popular  manners  had 
obtained  him  a  diplomatic  appointment,  the 
honours  of  which  were  discharged  by  himself 
and  Lady  Skettles,  to  the  satisfaction  even  of 
their  own  countrymen  and  countr^'women  :  which 
was  considered  almost  miraculous.  Mr.  Tozer, 
now  a  young  man  of  lofty  stature,  in  Wellington 
boots,  was  so  extremely  full  of  antiquity  as  to 
be  nearly  on  a  par  with  a  genuine  ancient 
Roman  in  his  knowledge  of  English :  a  triumph 
that  affected  his  good  parents,  with  the  tenderest 
emotions,  and  caused  the  father  and  mother  of 
Mr.  Briggs  (whose  learning,  like  ill-arranged 
luggage,  was  so  tightly  packed  that  he  couldn't 
get  at  anything  he  wanted)  to  hide  their  dimi- 
nished heads.  The  fruit  laboriously  gathered 
from  the  tree  of  knowledge  by  this  latter  young 
gentleman,  in  fact,  had  been  subjected  to  so 
much  pressure,  that  it  had  become  a  kind  of 
intellectual  Norfolk  Biffin,  and  had  nothing  of 
its  original  form  or  flavour  remaining.  Master 
Bitherstone  now,  on  whom  the  forcing  system 
had  the  happier  and  not  uncommon  effect  of 
leaving  no  impression  whatever,  when  the  forcing 
apparatus  ceased  to  work,  was  in  a  much  more 
comfortable  plight ;   and   being   then   on  shi[)- 
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board,  bound  for  Bengal,  found  himself  for- 
getting, with  such  admirable  rapidity,  that  it  was 
doubtful  whether  his  declensions  of  noun-sub- 
stantives would  hold  out  to  the  end  of  the 
voyage. 

When  Doctor  Blimber,  in  pursuance  of  the 
usual  course,  would  have  said  to  the  young 
gentlemen,  on  the  morning  of  the  party,  "  Gen- 
tlemen, we  will  resume  our  studies  on  the  twenty- 
fifth  of  next  month,"  he  departed  from  the  usual 
course,  and  said,  "  Gentlemen,  when  our  friend 
Cincinnatus  retired  to  his  farm,  he  did  not  pre- 
sent to  the  senate  any  Roman  whom  he  sought 
to  nominate  as  his  successor.  But  there  is  a 
Roman  here,"  said  Doctor  Blimber,  laying  hii 
hand  on  the  shoulder  of  Mr.  Feeder,  B.A., 
"  adoksccns  imprimis  gravis  et  docliis,  gentlemen, 
whom  I,  a  retiring  Cincinnatus,  wish  to  present 
to  my  little  senate,  as  their  future  Dictator. 
Gentlemen,  we  will  resume  pur  studies  on  the 
twenty-fifth  of  next  month,  under  the  auspices  of 
Mr.  Feeder,  B.A."  At  this  (which  Doctor  Blim- 
ber had  previously  called  upon  all  the  parents, 
and  urbanely  explained),  the  young  gentlemen 
clieered ;  and  Mr.  Tozer,  on  behalf  of  the  rest, 
instantly  presented  the  Doctor  with  a  silver  ink- 
stand, in  a  speech  containing  very  little  of  the 
mother  tongue,  but  fifteen  quotations  from  the 
Latin,  and  seven  from  the  Greek,  which  moved 
the  younger  of  the  young  gentlemen  to  discon- 
tent and  envy;  they  remarking,  "Oh,  ah!  It 
was  all  very  well  for  old  Tozer,  but  they  didn't 
subscribe  money  for  old  Tozer  to  show  off  with, 
they  supposed  ;  did  they?  What  business  was 
it  of  old  Tozer's  more  than  anybody  else's?  It 
wasn't  his  inkstand.  Why  couldn't  he  leave  the 
boys'  property  alone?"  and  murmuring  other 
expressions  of  their  dissatislaction,  which  seemed 
to  find  a  greater  relief  in  calling  him  old  Tozer 
than  in  any  other  available  vent. 

Not  a  word  had  been  said  to  the  young  gen- 
tlemen, nor  a  hint  dropped,  of  anything  like  a 
contemplated  marriage  between  Mr.  Feeder, 
B.A.,  and  the  fair  Cornelia  Blimber.  Doctor 
Blimber,  especially,  seemed  to  take  pains  to  look 
as  if  nothing  would  surprise  him  more;  but  it 
was  perfectly  well  known  to  all  the  young  gen- 
tlemen, nevertheless,  and,  when  they  departetl 
for  the  society  of  their  relations  and  friends, 
they  took  leave  of  Mr.  Feeder  with  awe. 

Mr.  Feeder's  most  romantic  visions  were  ful- 
filled. The  Doctor  had  determined  to  paint  the 
house  outside,  and  put  it  in  thorough  repair  ; 
and  to  give  up  the  business,  and  to  give  up 
Cornelia.  The  painting  and  repairing  began 
upon  the  very  day  of  the  young  gentlemen's  de- 
parture, and  now,  behold  !  the  wedding  morn- 


434 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


ing  was  come,  and  Cornelia,  in  a  new  pair  of 
spectacles,  was  waiting  to  be  led  to  the  hymeneal 
altar. 

The  Doctor  with  his  learned  legs,  and  Mrs. 
Blimber  in  a  lilac  bonnet,  and  Mr.  Feeder,  B.A., 
with  his  long  knuckles  and  his  bristly  head  of 
hair,  and  Mr.  Feeder's  brother,  the  Reverend 
Alfred  Feeder,  M.A.,  who  was  to  perform  the 
ceremony,  were  all  assembled  in  the  drawing- 
room,  and  Cornelia,  with  her  orange-flowers  and 
bridesmaids,  had  just  come  down,  and  looked, 
as  of  old,  a  little  squeezed  in  appearance,  but 
very  charming,  when  the  door  opened,  and  the 
weak-eyed  young  man,  in  a  loud  voice,  made 
the  following  proclamation : 

"  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tuots  !" 

Upon  which  there  entered  Mr.  Toots,  grown 
extremely  stout,  and  on  his  arm  a  lady  very 
handsomely  and  becomingly  dressed,  with  very 
bright  black  eyes. 

"  Mrs.  Blimber,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  allow  me 
to  present  my  wife." 

Mrs.  Blimber  was  delighted  to  receive  her. 
iMrs.  Blimber  was  a  little  condescending,  but 
extremely  kind. 

"  And  as  you've  known  me  for  a  long  time, 
you  know,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  let  me  assure  you 
that  she  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable  women 
that  ever  lived." 

"  My  dear  ! "  remonstrated  Mrs.  Toots. 

"  Upon  my  word  and  honour  she  is,"  said  Mr. 
Toots.  "  I — I  assure  you,  Mrs.  Blimber,  she's 
a  most  extraordinary  woman." 

Mrs.  Toots  laughed  merrily,  and  Mrs.  Blimber 
led  her  to  Cornelia.  Mr.  Toots  having  paid  his 
respects  in  that  direction,  and  having  saluted 
his  old  preceptor,  who  said,  in  allusion  to  his 
conjugal  state,  "  Well,  Toots,  well,  Toots  !  So 
you  are  one  of  us,  are  you,  Toots?" — retired 
with  Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.,  into  a  window. 

Mr.  Feeder,  B.  A.,  being  in  great  spirits,  made 
a  spar  at  Mr.  Toots,  and  tapped  him  skilfully 
with  the  back  of  his  hand  on  the  breast-bone. 

"Well,  old  Buck  !"  said  Mr.  Feeder  with  a 
laugh.  '•  Well !  Here  we  are  !  Taken  in  and 
done  for.     Eh  ?" 

"  Feeder,"  returned  Mr.  Toots,  "  I  give  you 
joy.  If  you're  as — as — as  perfectly  blissful  in  a 
matrimonial  life  as  I  am  myself,  you'll  have 
nothing  to  desire." 

"  I  don't  forget  my  old  friends,  you  see,"  said 
Mr.  Feeder.    "  I  ask  'em  to  my  wedding,  Toots." 

"  Feeder,"  replied  Mr.  Toots  gi'avely,  "  the 
fact  is,  that  there  were  several  circumstances 
which  prevented  me  from  communicating  with 
you  until  after  my  marriage  had  been  solemnised. 
In  the  first  place,  I  had  made  a  perfect  brute  of 


myself  to  you  on  the  subject  of  Miss  Dombey : 
and  I  felt  that,  if  you  were  asked  to  any  wedding 
of  mine,  you  would  naturally  expect  that  it  was 
with  Miss  Dombey,  which  involved  explanations 
that,  upon  my  word  and  honour,  at  tiiat  crisis, 
would  have  knocked  me  com]jletely  over.  In 
the  second  place,  our  wedding  was  strictly  pri- 
vate; there  being  nobody  present  but  one  friend 
of  myself  and  Mrs.  Toots's,  who  is  a  captain  in — 
I  don't  exactly  know  in  what,"  said  Mr.  Too.ts, 
"  but  it's  of  no  consequence.  I  hope.  Feeder, 
that  in  writing  a  statement  of  what  had  occurred 
before  Mrs.  Toots  and  myself  went  abroad  upon 
our  foreign  tour,  I  fully  discharged  the  offices  of 
friendship." 

"Toots,  my  boy,"  said  Mr.  Feeder,  shaking 
hands,  "  I  was  jokmg." 

"  And  now.  Feeder,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  I 
should  be  glad  to  know  what  you  think  of  my 
union." 

"  Capital  !  "  returned  Mr.  Feeder. 

"You  think  it's  capital,  do  you.  Feeder?" 
said  Mr.  Toots  solemnl)'.  "  Then  .how  capital 
must  it  be  to  Me  !  For  jvw  can  never  know  what 
an  extraordinary  woman  that  is." 

Mr.  Feeder  was  willing  to  take  it  for  granted. 
But  jNIr.  Toots  shook  his  head,  and  wouldn't 
hear  of  that  being  possible. 

"You  see,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "what  /wanted 
in  a  wife  was— in  short,  was  sense.  Money, 
Feeder,  I  had.  Sense  I — I  had  not,  particu- 
larly." 

Mr.  Feeder  murmured,  "  Oh  yes,  you  had, 
Toots  !  "     But  Mr.  Toots  said  : 

"  No,  Feeder,  I  had  not.  Why  should  I  dis- 
guise it  ?  I  had  not.  I  knew  that  sense  was 
There,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  stretching  out  his  hand 
towards  his  wife,  "  in  perfect  heaps.  I  had  no 
relation  to  object,  or  be  offended,  on  the  score 
of  station  ;  for  I  had  no  relation.  I  have  never 
had  anybody  belonging  to  me  but  my  guardian, 
and  him,  Feeder,  I^have  always  considered  as  a 
Pirate  and  a  Corsair.  Therefore,  you  know,  it 
was  not  likelv,"  said  iMr.  Toots,  "  that  I  should 
take  his  opinion." 

"  No,"  said  I\Ir.  Feeder. 

"  Accordingly,"  resumed  Mr.  Toots,  "  I  acted 
on  my  own.  Bright  was  the  day  on  which  I  did 
so  !  Feeder  !  Nobody  but  myself  can  tell  what? 
the  capacity  of  that  woman's  mind  is.  If  ever 
the  Rights  of  Woman,  and  all  that  kind  of  thing, 
are  properly  attended  to,  it  will  be  through  her 
powerful  intellect. — Susan,  my  dear!"  said  Mr. 
Toots,  looking  abruptly  out  of  the  window  cur- 
tains, "  pray  do  not  exert  yourself !  " 

"  ]\Iy  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Toots,  "  I  was  onl)- 
talkinir." 
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"  But,  my  love,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  '•'  pray  do 
not  exert  yourself.  You  really  must  be  careful. 
Do  not,  my  dear  Susan,  e.xert  yourself.  She's 
so  easily  excited,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  apart  to  Mrs. 
Blimber,  "  and  then  she  forgets  the  medical  man 
altogether." 

I\Irs.  Blimber  was  impressing  on  Mrs.  Toots 
the  necessity  of  caution,  when  !Mr.  Feeder,  B.A., 
offered  her  his  arm,  and  led  her  down  to  the 
carriages  that  were  in  waiting  to  go  to  church. 
Doctor  Blimber  escorted  Mrs.  Toots.  Mr.  Toots 
escorted  the  fair  bride,  around  whose  lambent 
spectacles  two  gauzy  little  bridesmaids  fluttered 
like  moths.  Mr.  Feeder's  brother,  Mr.  Alfred 
Feeder,  M.A.,  had  already  gone  on,  in  advance, 
to  assume  his  official  functions. 

The  ceremony  was  performed  in  an  admirable 
manner.  Cornelia,  with  her  crisp  little  curls, 
"  went  in,"  as  the  Chicken  might  have  said, 
with  great  composure  ;  and  Doctor  Blimber  gave 
her  away  like  a  man  who  had  quite  made  up  his 
mind  to  it.  The  gauzy  little  bridesmaids  ap- 
peared to  suffer  most.  Mrs.  Blimber  was  affected, 
but  gently  so ; .  and  told  the  Reverend  Mr.  Alfred 
Feeder,  M.  A.,  on  the  way  home,  that  if  she  could 
only  have  seen  Cicero  in  his  retirement  at  Tus- 
culum,  she  would  not  have  had  a  wish,  now, 
ungratified. 

There  was  a  breakfast  aflerwards,  limited  to 
the  same  small  party ;  at  which  the  spirits  of 
Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.,  were  tremendous,  and  so 
communicated  themselves  to  Mrs.  Toots,  that 
Mr.  Toots  was  several  times  heard  to  observe, 
across  the  table,  "  My  dear  Susan,  don't  exert 
yoiurself  !  "  The  best  of  it  was,  that  Mr.  Toots 
i'elt  it  incumbent  on  him  to  make  a  speech ; 
and,  in  spite  of  a  whole  code  of  telegraphic  dis- 
suasions from  Mrs.  Toots,  appeared  on  his  legs 
for  the  first  time  in  his  life. 

"  I  really,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  in  this  house, 
where  whatever  was'  done  to  me  in  the  way  of 
— of  any  mental  confusion  sometimes — which  is 
of  no  consequence,  and  I  impute  to  nobody — 
I  was  always  treated  like  one  of  Doctor  Blim- 
ber's  family,  and  had  a  desk  to  myself  for  a  con- 
siderable period — can — not — allow  my  friend 
Feeder  to  be " 

Mrs.  Toots  suggested  "  married." 
.  •■'  It  may  not  be  inappropriate  to  the  occasion, 
or  altogether  uninteresting,"  said  Mr.  Toots  with 
a  delighted  face,  "  to  observe  that  my  wife  is  a 
most  extraordinary  woman,  antl  would  do  tHis 
much  better  than  myself — allow  my  friend  Feeder 
to  be  married — especially  to " 

Mrs.  Toots  suggested  "  to  Miss  Blimber." 

''  To  Mrs.  Feeder,  my  love  ! "  said  Mr.  Toots 
in  a  subdued  tone  of  private  discussion :  "  '  whom 


God  hath  joined,'  you  know,  '  let  no  man ' — 
don't  you  know  .^  I  cannot  allow  my  friend 
Feeder  to  be  married — ^especially  to  Mrs.  Feeder 
— without  proposing  their — their — Toasts ;  and 
may,"  said  i\Ir.  Toots,  fixing  his  eyes  on  his  wife, 
as  if  for  inspiration  in  a  high  flight,  "  may  the 
torch  of  Hymen  be  the  beacon  of  joy,  and  may 
the  flowers  wc  have  this  day  strewed  in  their 
path  be  the — the  banishers  of — of  gloom  ! " 

Doctor  Blimber,  who  had  a  taste  for  metaphor, 
was  pleased  with  this,  and  said,  "Very  gooil, 
Toots!  Very  well  said  indeed,  Toots!"  and 
nodded  his  head  and  patted  his  hands.  Mr. 
Feeder  made,  in  reply,  a  comic  speech  che- 
quered with  sentiment.  Mr.  Alfred  Feeder, 
M.A.,  was  afterwards  very  happy  on  Doctor  and 
Mrs.  Blimber ;  Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.,  scarcely  less 
so,  on  the  gauzy  little  bridesmaids.  Doctor 
Blimber  then,  in  a  sonorous  voice,  delivered  a 
few  thoughts  in  the  pastoral  style,  relative  to 
the  rushes  among  which  it  vifas  tiie  intention  of 
himself  and  Mrs.  Blimber  to  dwell,  and  the  bes 
that  would  hum  around  their  cot.  Shortly  after 
which,  as  the  Doctor's  eyes  were  twinkling  in 
a  remarkable  manner,  and  his  son-in-law  had 
already  observed  that  time  was  made  for  slaves, 
and  had  inquired  whether  Mrs.  Toots  sang,  the 
discreet  Mrs.  Blimber  dissolved  the  sitting,  and 
sent  Cornelia  away,  very  cool  and  comfortable, 
in  a  post-chaise,  with  the  man  of  her  heart. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Toots  withdrew  to  the  Bedford 
(Mrs.  Toots  had  been  there  before  in  old  times, 
under  her  maiden  name  of  Nipper),  and  there 
found  a  letter,  which  it  took  j\lr.  Toots  such  an 
enormous  time  to  read,  that  Mrs.  Toots  was 
frightened. 

"  My  dear  Susan,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "fright  is 
worse  than  exertion.     Prav  be  calm  ! " 

"  Who  is  it  from  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Toots. 

"  Why,  my  love,"  said  ]\Ir.  Toots,  "  it's  from 
Captain  Gills.  Do  not  e.xcite  yourself.  Walters 
and  Miss  Dombey  are  expected  home  !  " 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Toots,  raising  herself 
quickly  from  the  sofa,  very  pale,  "  don't  try  to 
deceive  me,  for  it's  no  use,  they're  come  home 
— I  see  it  plainly  in  your  face  ! " 

"  She's  a  most  extraordinary  woman  I "  ex- 
claimed Mr.  Toots  in  rapturous  admiration. 
"  You're  perfectly  right,  my  love,  they  have 
come  home.  Miss  Dombey  has  seen  her  father, 
and  they  are  reconciled  !  " 

"  Reconciled  !  '  cried  !Mrs.  Toot?,  clapping 
her  hands. 

"  My  dear,"  said  j\Ir.  Toots ;  "  pray  do  not 
exert  yourself.  Do  remember  the  medical  man  .' 
Captain  Gills  says— at  least,  he  don't  say,  but  i 
imagine,  from  what  I  can  make  out,  he  means — 
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that  Miss  Dombey  has  brought  her  unfortunate 
father  away  from  his  old  house,  to  one  where 
she  and  Walters  are  living  ;  that  he  is  lying  very 
ill  there — supposed  to  be  dying ;  and  that  she 
attends  ujjon  him  night  and  day." 

Mrs.  Toots  began  to  cry  quite  bitterly. 
"  My  dearest  Susan,''  replied  Mr.  Tools,  "  do, 
do,  if  you  possibly  can,  remember  the  medical 
man  !     If  you  can't,  it's  of  no  consequence — but 
do  endeavour  to  !  " 

His  wife,  with  her  old  manner  suddenly  re- 
stored, so  pathetically  entreated  him  to  take  her 
to  her  precious  pet,  her  little  mistress,  her  own 
darling,  and    the   like,  that   Mr.  Toots,  whose 
sympathy  and  admiration  were  of  the  strongest 
kind,  consented  from  his  very  heart  of  hearts  ; 
and  they  agreed  to  depart  immediately,  and  pre- 
sent themselves  in  answer  to  the  captain's  letter. 
Now,  some  hidden  sympathies  of  things,  or 
some  coincidences,  had  that  day  brought  the 
captain  himself  (toward  whom  Mr.  and    Mrs. 
Toots  were  soon  journeying)  into   the  flowery 
train  of  wedlock ;  not  as  a  principal,  but  as  an 
accessory.     It  hapiiened  accidentally,  and  thus  : 
The  captain,  having  seen  Florence  and  her 
baby  for  a  moment,  to  his  unbounded  content, 
and  having  had  a  long  talk  with  Walter,  turned 
out  for  a  walk  ;  feeling  it  necessary  to  have  some 
solitary  meditation  on  the  changes  of  human 
affairs,  and  to  shake  his  glazed  hat  profoundly 
over  the  fall  of  Mr.   Dombey,  for  whom   the 
generosity   and   simplicity   of  his   nature   were 
awakened   in   a   lively   manner.      The    captain 
would  have  been  very  low,  indeed,  on  tlie  un- 
happy gentleman's  account,  but  for  the  "recollec- 
tion   of  the  baby ;   which   aflbrded    him   such 
intense  satisfaction  whenever  it  arose,  that  he 
laughed  aloud  as  he  went  along  the  street,  and, 
indeed,  more  than  once,  in  a  sudden  impulse  of 
joy,  threw  up  his  glazed  hat  and  caught  it  again  ; 
much  to  the  amazement  of  the  spectators.     The 
rapid  alternations  of  light  and  shade  to  which 
these  two  conflicting  subjects  of  reflection  ex- 
posed the  captain  were  so  very  trying  to  his 
spirits,  that  he  felt  a  long  walk  necessary  to  his 
composure ;  and,  as  there  is  a  great  deal  in  the 
influence  of  harmonious  associations,  he  chose, 
for  the  scene  of  this  walk,  his  old  neighbourhood, 
tlown  among  the  mast,  oar,  and  block  makers, 
ship-biscuit  bakers,  coal-whippers,  jjitch-kettlcs, 
sailors,  canals,  docks,  sv.ing-bridges,  and  other 
soothing  objects. 

These  peaceful  scenes,  and  particularly  the 
region  of  Lirnehouse  Hole  and  thereabouts,  were 
so  influential  in  calming  the  captain,  that  he 
walked  on  with  restored  tranquillity,  and  was, 
in  fact,  regaling  -himself,  under  his  breath,  with 


the  ballad  of  Lovely  Peg,  when,  on  turning  a 
corner,  he  was  suddenly  transfixed  and  rendered 
speechless  by  a  triumphant  procession  that  he 
beheld  advancing  towards  him. 

This  awful  demonstration  was  headed  by  that 
determined  woman  Mrs.  MacStinger,  who,  pre- 
serving a  countenance  of  inexorable  resolution, 
and  wearing  conspicuously  attached  to  her  ob- 
durate bosom  a  stupendous  watch  and  append- 
ages, which  the  captain  recognised  at  a  glance 
as  the  property  of  Bunsby,  conducted  under  her 
arm  no  other  than  that  sagacious  mariner ;  he, 
with  the  distraught  and  melancholy  visage  of  a 
captive  borne  into  a  foreign  land,  meekly  re- 
signing himself  to  her  will.  'Behind  them  appeared 
the  young  MacStingers,  in  a  body,  exulting. 
Behind  them,  two  ladies  of  a  terrible  and  stead- 
fast aspect,  leading  between  them  a  short  gentle- 
man in  a  tall  hat,  who  likewise  exulted.  In  the 
wake  appeared  Bunsby's  boy,  bearing  umbrellas. 
The  whole  were  in  good  marching  order,  and  a 
dreadful  smartness  that  pervaded  the  party  would 
have  sufficiently  announced,  if  the  intrepid  coun- 
tenances of  the  ladies  had  been  wanting,  that  it 
was  a  procession  of  sacrifice,  and  that  the  victim 
was  Bunsby. 

The  first  impulse  of  the  captain  was  to  run 
away.  This  also  appeared  to  be  the  first  im- 
jjulse  of  Bunsby,  hopeless  as  its  execution  must 
have  proved.  But  a  cry  of  recognition  proceed- 
ing from  the  party,  and  Alexander  MacStinger 
running  up  to  the  captain  with  open  arms,  the 
captain  struck. 

"  Well,  Cap'en  Cuttle  ! "  said  Mrs.  Mac- 
Stinger. ''  This  is  indeed  a  meeting  !  I  bear  no 
malice  now.  Cap'en  Cuttle — you  needn't  fear 
that  I'm  a-going  to  cast  any  reflections.  I  hope 
to  go  to  the  altar  in  another  spirit."  Here  Mrs. 
MacStinger  paused,  and  drawing  herself  up,  and 
inflating  her  bosom  with  a  long  breath,  said,  in 
allusion  to  the  victim,  "  My  'usband,  Cap'en 
Cuttle  ! " 

The  abject  Bunsby  looked  neither  to  the 
right  nor  to  the  left,  nor  at  his  bride,  nor  at  his 
friend,  but  straight  before  him  at  nothing.  The 
captain  putting  out  his  hand,  Bunsby  put  out 
his  ;  but,  in  answer  to  the  captain's  greeting, 
spake  no  word. 

"  Cap'en  Cuttle,"  said  Mrs.  MacStinger,  "  if 
you  would  wish  to  heal  up  past  animosities,  and 
to  see  the  last  of  your  friend,  my  'usband,  as  a 
single  person,  we  should  be  'appy  of  your  com- 
pany to  chapel.  Here  is  a  lady  here,"  said  Mrs. 
MacStinger,  turning  round  to  the  more  intrepid 
of  the  two,  "  my  bridesmaid,  tliat  will  be  glad  of 
your  protection,  Cap'en  Cuttle." 

The  short  gentleman  in  the  tall  hat,  who  it 
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appeared  was  the  husband  of  the  other  lady,  and 
who  evidently  exulted  at  the  reduction  of  a 
fellow-creature  to  his  own  ccndition,  gave  place 
at  this,  and  resigned  the  lady  to  Captain  Cuttle. 
The  lady  immediately  seized  him,  and,  observing 
that  there  was  no  time  to  lose,  gave  the  word,  in 
a  strong  voice,  to  advance. 

The  captain's  concern  for  his  friend,  not  un- 
mingled,  at  first,  with  some  concern  for  himself 
— for  a  shadowy  terror  that  he  might  be  married 
by  violence  possessed  him,  until  his  knowledge 
of  the  service  came  to  his  relief,  and  remember- 
ing the  legal  obligation  of  saying,  "  I  will,"  he 
felt  himself  personally  safe  so  long  as  he  re- 
solved, if  asked  any  question,  distinctly  to  reply 
"I  won't" — tlirew  him  into  a  profuse  perspira- 
tion ;  and  rendered  him,  for  a  time,  insen- 
sible to  tlie  movements  of  the  procession,  of 
which  he  now  formed  a  feature',  and  to  the  con- 
versation of  his  fair  companion.  But,  as  he 
became  less  agitated,  he  learnt  from  this  lady 
that  she  was  the  widow  of  a  Mr.  Bokum,  who 
had  held  an  employment  in  the  Custom  House ; 
that  she  was  the  dearest  friend  of  Mrs.  Mac- 
Stinger,  whom  she  considered  a  pattern  for  her 
sex  ;  that  she  had  often  heard  of  the  captain, 
and  now  hoped  he  had  repented  of  his  past  life  ; 
that  she  trusted  Mr.  Bunsby  knew  what  a  bless- 
ing he  had  gained,  but  that  she  feared  men 
seldom  did  know  what  such  blessings  were  until 
they  had  lost  them  ;  with  more  to  the  same  pur- 
pose. 

All  this  time  the  captain  could  not  but  observe 
that  Mrs.  Bokum  kept  her  eyes  steadily  on  the 
bridegroom,  and  that,  whenever  they  came  near 
a  court  or  other  narrow  turning  which  appeared 
favourable  for  flight,  she  was  on  the  alert  to  cut 
him  off  if  he  attempted  escape.  The  other  la<ly, 
too,  as  well  as  her  husband,  the  short  gentleman 
with  the  tall  hat,  were  plainly  on  guard,  accord- 
ing to  a  preconcerted  plan;  and  the  wretched 
man  was  so  secured  by  Mr£.  MacStinger,  that 
any  effort  at  self-preservation  by  flight  was  ren- 
dered futile.  This,  indeed,  was  apparent  to  the 
mere  populace,  who  expressed  their  perception 
of  the  fart  by  jeers  and  cries;  to  all  of  which 
the  dread  MacStinger  was  inflexibly  indifferent, 
while  Bunsby  himself  appeared  in  a  state  of  un- 
consciousness. 

The  captain  made  many  attempts  to  accost 
the  philosopher,  if  only  in  a  monosyllable  or  a 
signal ;  but  always  failed,  in  consequence  of  the 
vigilance  of  the  guard,  and  the  difficulty,  at  all 
times  peculiar  to  Bunsby's  constitution,  of  having 
his  attention  aroused  by  any  outward  and  visible 
sign  whatever.  Thus  they  approached  the  chapel, 
a  neat  whitewashed  edifice,  recently  engaged  by 


the  Reverend' Melchisedech  Howler,  who  had 

consented,  on  very  urgent  solicitation,  to  give 
the  world  another  two  years  of  existence,  but 
had  informed  his  followers  that,  then,  it  must 
positively  go. 

While  the  Reverend  IMelchisedech  was  offer- 
ing up  some  extemporary  orisons,  the  captain 
found  an  opportunity  of  growling  in  the  bride- 
groom's ear  : 

"  What  cheer,  my  lad,  what  cheer  ?  " 

To  which  Bunsby  replied,  with  a  forgetfulness 
of  the  Reverend  Melchisedech,  which  nothing 
but  his  desperate  circumstances  could  have  ex- 
cused : 

"  D— d  bad." 

"  Jack  Bunsby,"  whispered  the  captain,  "  do 
you  do  this  here  o'  your  own  free-will  ?" 

Mr.  Bunsby  answered  "  No." 

"  Why  do  you  do  it,  then,  my  lad  ?  "  inquired 
the  captain,  not  unnaturally. 

Bunsby,  still  looking,  and  always  looking  with 
an  immovable  countenance,  at  the  opposite  side 
of  the  world,  made  no  reply. 

"  Why  not  sheer  off?"  said. the  captain. 

"  Eh  ?"  whispered  Bunsby,  with  a  momentary 
gleam  of  hope. 

"  Sheer  oft,"  said  the  captain. 

"Where's  the  good?"  retorted  the  forlora 
sage.     "  She'd  capter  me  agen." 

"  Try  !  '  replied  the  captain.  "  Cheer  up  ! 
Come  !  Now's  your  time.  Sheer  off,  Jack 
Bunsby ! " 

Jack  Bunsby,  however,  instead  of  profiting  b}- 
the  advice,  said  in  a  doleful  whisper  : 

"  It  all  began  in  that  there  chest  o'  yourn. 
Why  did  I  ever  conwoy  her  into  port  that 
night  ?  " 

"  My  lad,"  faltered  the  captain,  "  I  thought 
as  you  had  come  over  her  ;  not  as  she  had  come 
over  you.  A  man  as  has  got  such  opinions  as 
you  have !" 

Mr.  Bunsby  merely  uttered  a  suppressed  groan. 

"  Come  !  "  said  the  captain,  nudging  him  with 
his  elbow,  "now's  your  lime!  Sheer  off  I  I'll 
cover  your  retreat.  The  time's  a  flying.  Bunsby! 
It's  for  liberty.     Will  you  once  ?" 

Bunsby  was  immovable. 

"  Bunsby  '"  whispered  the  ca[)tain,  "  will  you 
twice?" 

Bunsby  wouldn't  twice. 

"  Bunsby  !  "  urged  the  captain,  "  it's  for  liberty. 
Will  you  three  times  ?     Now  or  never  !  " 

Bunsby  didn't  then,  and  diiln't  ever;  for  Mrs. 
MacStinger  immediately  afterwards  married  him. 

One  of  the  most  frightful  circumstances  of  tlie 
ceremony,  to  the  captain,  was  the  deadly  interest 
exhibited  therein  by  Juliana  MacStinger ;  and 
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the  fatal  concentration  of  her  faculties,  with 
which  that  promising  child,  alread}'  the  image  of 
lier  ijarent,  observed  the  whole  proceedings. 
The  captain  saw  in  this  a  succession  of  man- 
traps stretching  out  infinitely;  a  series  of  ages  of 
op])ression  and  coercion,  through  which  the  sea- 
faring line  was  doomed.  It  was  a  more  memo-- 
rable  sight  than  the  unflinching  steadiness  of  Mrs. 
Bokum  and  the  other  lady,  the  exultation  of  the 
short  gentleman  in  the^tall  hat,  or  even  the  fell 
infle.xibility  of  Mrs.  MacStinger.  The  Master 
MacStingers  understood  little  of  what  was  going 
on,  and  cared  less  ;  being  chiefly  engaged,  dur- 
ing the  ceremony,  in  treading  on  one  another's 
half-boots  ;  but  the  contrast  afforded  by  those 
wretched  infants  only  set  off  and  adorned  the 
precocious  woman  in  Juliana.  Another  year  or 
two,  the  captain  thouglit,  and  to  lodge  where 
that  child  was  would  be  destRiction. 

The  ceremony  was  concluded  by  a  general 
spring  of  the  yo.ung  family  on  Mr.  Bunsby, 
whom  they  hailed  by  the  endearing  name  of 
father,  and  from  whom  they  solicited  halfpence. 
These  gushes  of  affection  over,  the  procession 
was  about  to  issue  forth  again,  when  it  was  'de- 
layed for  some  little  time  by  an  unexpected 
transport  on  the  part  of  Alexander  MacStinger. 
That  dear  child,  it  seemed,  connecting  a  chapel 
with  tombstones,  when  it  was  entered  for  any 
purpose  apart  from  the  ordinary  religious  exer- 
cises, could  not  be  persuaded  but  that  his  mother 
Vi'as  now  to  be  decently  interred,  and  lost  to 
him  for  ever.  In  the  anguish  of  this  conviction, 
he  screamed  with  astonishing  force,  and  turned 
black  in  the  face.  However  touching  these 
marks  of  a  tender  disposition  were  to  his  mother, 
it  was  not  in  the  character  of  that  remarkable 
woman  to  permit  her  recognition  of  them  to  de- 
generate into  weakness.  Therefore,  after  vainly 
endeavouring  to  convince  his  reason  by  shakes, 
pokes,  bawlings-out,  and  similar  applications  to 
his  head,  she  led  him  into  the  air,  and  tried 
another  method ;  which  Mas  manifested  to  the 
marriage  party  by  a  quick  succession  of  sharp 
sounds,  resembling  applause,  and  subsequently 
by  their  seeing  Alexander  in  contact  with  the 
coolest  paving-stone  in  the  court,  greatly  flushed, 
and  loudly  lamenting. 

.  The  procession  being  then  in  a  condition  to 
form  itself  once  more,  and  repair  to  Brig  Place, 
where  a  marriage  feast  was  in  readiness,  returned 
as  it  had  come  ;  not  without  the  receipt,  by 
Bunsby,  of  man)-  humorous  congratulations  from 
the  populace  on  his  recently-acquired  happiness. 
The  captain  accompanied  it  as  far  as  the  house- 
door,  but,  being  made  uneasy  by  the  gender 
manner  of  Mrs.  Bokum,  who,  now  that  she  was 


relieved  from  her  engrossing  duty — for  the  watch- 
fulness and  alacrity  of  the  ladies  sensibly  dimi- 
nished when  the  bridegroom  was  safely  married 
—had  greater  leisure  to  show  an  interest  in  his 
behalf,  there  left  it  and  the  captive ;  faintly 
pleading  an  appointment,  and  promising  to  re- 
turn presently.  The  captain  had  another  cause 
for  uneasiness,  in  remorsefully  reflecting  that  he 
had  been  the  first  means  of  Bunsby's  entrap- 
ment, though  certainly  without  intending  it,  and 
through  his  unbounded  faith  in  the  resources  of 
that  philosopher. 

To  go  back  to  old  Sol  Gills  at  the  Wooden 
Midshipman's,  and  not  first  go  round  to  ask  how 
Mr.  Dombey  was — albeit  the  house  where  he  lay 
was  out  of  London,  and  av,'ay  on  the  borders  of 
a  fresh  heath — was  quite  out  of  the  ca]3tain's 
course.  So  he  got  a  lift  when  he  was  tire'd,  and 
made  out  the  journey  gaily. 

The  blinds  were  pulled  down,  and  the  house 
so  quiet,  that  the  captain  was  almost  afraid  to 
knock ;  but,  listening  at  the  door,  he  heard  low 
voices  within,  very  near  it,  and,  knocking  softl\-, 
was  admitted  by  Mr.  Toots.  ]\Ir.  Toots  and  his 
wife  had,  in  fact,  just  arrived  there  ;  having  been 
at  the  Midshipman's  to  seek  him,  and  having 
there  obtained  the  address. 

They  were  not  so  recently  arrived  but  that 
JMrs.  Toots  had  caught  the  baby  from  somebody, 
taken  it  in  her  arms,  and  sat  down  on  the  stairs, 
hugging  and  fondling  it.  Florence  was  stooping 
down  beside  her;  and  no  one  could  have  said 
which  Mrs.  Toots  was  hugging  and  fondling 
most,  the  mother  or  the  child,  or  which  was  the 
tenderer,  Florence  of  Mrs.  Toots,  or  Mrs.  Toots 
of  her,  or  both  of  the  baby ;  it  was  such  a  little 
group  of  love  and  agitation. 

"  And  is  your  pa  very  ill,  my  darling  dear  Miss 
Floy?"  asked  Susan. 

"  He  is  very,  very  ill,"  said  Florence.  "  But, 
Susan  dear,  you  must  not  speak  to  me  as  you 
used  to  speak.  And  what's  this?"  said  Flo- 
rence, touching  her  clothes,  in  amazement. 
"  Your  old  dress,  dear  ?  Your  old  cap,  curls, 
and  all  ?  " 

Susan  burst  into  tears,  and  showered  kisses 
on  the  little  hand  that  had  touched  her  so  won- 
deringlj'. 

"  My  dear  Miss  Dombey,"  said  iMr.  Toots, 
stepping  fonvard,  "  I'll  explain.  She's  the  most 
extraordinar}'  woman.  There  are  not  many  to 
equal  her  !  She  has  always  said — she  said  before 
we  were  married,  and  has  said  to  this  day — that 
whenever  you  came  home,  she'd  come  to  you  in 
no  dress  but  the  dress  she  used  to  serve  you  in, 
for  fear  she  might  seem  strange  to  you,  and  you 
might  like  her  less.     I  admire  the  dress  myself," 
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said  Mr.  Toots,  "  of  all  things.  I  adore  her  in 
it !  IMy  dear  Miss  Dombey,  she'll  be  your  maid 
again,  your  nurse,  all  that  she  ever  was,  and 
more.  There's  no  change  in  her.  But  Susan,- 
my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  who  had  spoken  with 
great  feeling  and  high  admiration,  "  all  I  ask  is, 
that  you'll  remember  the  medical  man  and  not 
exert  yourself  too  much  ! '' 


CHAPTER  LXI. 


RELENTING. 


'^-%iii 


|i^LORENCE  had  need  of  help.     Her 
father's  need  of  it  was  sore,  and  made 
the  aid  of  her  old  friend  invaluable. 
Death  stood  at  his  pillow.    A  shade^ 
already,  of  what  he  had  been,  shat- 
tered in  mind,  and  perilously  sick  in 
body,  he  laid  his  weary  head  down  on  the 
bed   his  daughter's  hands  prepared  for 
him,  and  had  never  raised  it  since. 

She  was  always  with  him.  He  knew  her  gene- 
rally ;  though,  in  the  wandering  of  his  brain,  he 
often  confused  the  circumstances  under  which 
he  spoke  to  her.  Thus  he  would  address  her, 
sometimes,  as  if  his  boy  were  newly  dead ;  and 
would  tell  her,  that  although  he  had  said  nothing 
of  her  ministering  at  the  little  bedside,  yet  he 
had  seen  it — he  had  seen  it ;  and  then  would 
hide  his  face  and  sob,  and  put  out  his  worn 
hand.  Sometimes  he  would  ask  her  for  herself. 
''  Where  is  Florence  ?  "  "I  am  here,  papa,  I 
am  here."  "  I  don't  know  her  !"  he  would  cry. 
"We  have  been  parted  so  long,  that  I  don't 
know  her  !"  and  then  a  staring  dread  would  be 
upon  him,  until  she  could  soothe  his  perturba- 
tion ;  and  recall  the  tears  she  tried  so  hard,  at 
other  times,  to  dry. 

He  rambled  through  the  scenes  of  his  old  pur- 
suits— through  many  where  Florence  lost  him 
as  she  listened — sometimes  for  hours.  He  would 
repeat  that  childish  question, '"  What  is  money?" 
and  ponder  on  it,  and  think  about  it,  and  reason 
with  himself,  more  or  less  connectedly,  for  a 
good  answer ;  as  if  it  had  never  been  jjroposed 
to  him  until  that  moment.  He  would  go  on 
with  a  musing  repetition  of  the  title  of  his  old 
firm  twenty  thousand  times,  and,  at  every  one  of 
them,  would  turn  his  head  upon  his  pillow.  He 
would  count  liis  children — one — two — stop,  and 
go  back,  and  begin  again  in  the  same  way. 

But  this  was  when  his  mind  was  in  its  most 
distracted  state.  In  all  the  other  phases  of  its 
illness,  and  in  those  to  which  it  was  most  con- 


stant, it  always  turned  on  Florence.  ^Vhat  he 
would  often  est  do  was  this  :  he  would  recall  that 
night  he  had  so  recently  remembered,  the  night 
on  which  she  came  down  to  his  room,  and  would 
imagine  that  his  heart  smote  him,  and  that  he 
went  out  after  her,  and  up  the  stairs  to  seek  her. 
Then,  confounding  that  time  with  the  later  days 
of  the  many  footsteps,  he  would  be  amazed  at 
their  number,  and  begin  to  count  them  as  he 
followed  her.  Here,  of  a  sudden,  was  a  bloody 
footstep  going  on  among  the  others  :  andafter 
it  there  began  to  be,  at  intervals,  doors  standing 
open,  through  which  certain  terrible  pictures 
were  seen,  in  mirrors,  of  haggard  men,  conceal- 
ing something  in  their  breasts.  Still,  among  the 
many  footsteps,  and  the  bloody  footsteps  here 
and  there,  was  the  step  of  Florence.  Still  slie 
was  going  on  before.  Still  the  restless  mind 
went,  following  and  counting,' ever  farther,  ever 
higher,  as  to  the  summit  of  a  mighty  tower  that 
it  took  years  to  climb. 

One  day  he  inquired  if  that  were  not  Susan 
who  had  spoken  a  long  while  ago. 

Florence  said,  "Yes,  dear  papa;"  and  asked 
him  would  he  like  to  see  her? 

He  said,  "  Very  much."  And  Susan,  wdth  no 
little  trepidation,  showed  herself  at  his  bedside. 

It  seemed  a  great  relief  to  him.  He  begged 
her  not  to  go  ;  to  understand  that  he  forgave  Irer 
what  she  had  said ;  and  that  she  was  to  stay. 
Florence  and  he  were  very  different  now,  he  said, 
and  very  happy.  Let  her  look  at  this  !  He 
meant  his  drawing  the  gentle  head  down  to  his 
pillow^,  and  laying  it  beside  him. 

He  remained  like  this  for  days  and  weeks. 
At  length,  lying  the  faint,  feeble  semblance  of  a 
man,  upon  his  bed,  and  speaking  in  a  voice  so 
low  that  they  could  only  hear  him  by  listening 
very  near  to  his  lips,  he  became  quiet.  It  was 
dimly  pleasant  to  him  now  to  lie  there,  with  the 
window  open,  looking  out  at  the  summer  sky 
and  the  trees  :  and,  in  the  evening,  at  the  sun- 
set. To  watch  the  shadows  of  the  clouds  and 
leaves,  and  seem  to  feel  a  sympathy  with  shadows. 
It  was  natural  that  he  should.  To  him,  life  and 
the  world  were  nothing  else. 

He  began  to  show  now  that  he  thought  of 
Florence's  fatigue  ;  and  often  taxed  his  weakness 
to  whisper  to  her,  "  Go  and  walk,  my  dearest,  in 
the  sweet  air.  Go  to  your  good  husband  !  "  One 
time,  when  \Valter  was  in  his  room,  he  beckoned 
him  to  come  near,  and  to  stoop  down  ;  and, 
pressing  his  hand,  whis[)ered  an  assurance  to  him 
that  he  knew  he  couKi  trust  him  with  his  child 
when  he  was  dead. 

It  chanced  one  evening,  towards  sunset,  when 
Florence  and  ^Valtc^  were  sitting  in  his  room 
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together,  as  he  liked  to  see  them,  that  Florence, 
liaving  her  baby  in  her  arms,  began  in  a  low 
voice  to  sing  to  the  little  fellow,  and  sang  the 
old  tune  she  had  so  often  sung  to  the  dead  child. 
He  could  not  bear  it  at  the  time;  he  held  up 
his  trembling  hand,  imploring  her  to  stop ;  but 
next  day  he  asked  her  to  repeat  it,  and  to  do  so 
often  of  an  evening  :  which  she  did.  He  listen- 
ing, with  his  face  turned  away. 

Florence  was  sitting  on  a  certain  time  by  his 
window,  with  her  work-basket  between  her  and 
lier  old  attendant,  who  was  still  her  faithful  com- 
Iianion.  He  had  fallen  into  a  doze.  It  was  a 
beautiful  evening,  with  two  hours  of  light  to 
come  yet ;  and  the  tranquillity  and  quiet  made 
Florence  very  thougluful.  She  was  lost  to 
everything  for  the  moment,  but  the  occasion 
when  the  so-altered  figure  on  the  bed  had  first 
jiresented  her  to  her  beautiful  mamma  ;  when  a 
touch  from  Walter,  leaning  on  the  back  of  her 
chair,  made  her  start. 

"  My  dear,"  said  Walter,  "  there  is  some  one 
down-stairs  who  wishes  to  speak  to  you." 

She  fancied  Walter  looked  grave,  and  asked 
him  if  anything  had  happened. 

"  No,  no,  my  love  !  "  said  Walter.  "  I  have 
seen  the  gentleman  myself,  and  spoken  with 
him.  Nothing  has  happened.  Will  you  come  ?" 
Florence  put  her  arm  through  his  ;  and  con- 
fiding her  father  to  the  black-eyed  Mrs.  Toots, 
who  sat  as  brisk  and  smart  at  her  work  as  black- 
eyed  woman  could,  accompanied  her  husband 
<lown-stairs.  In  the  pleasant  little  parlour  ojjen- 
ing  on  ihe  garden  sat  a  gentleman,  who  rose  to 
advance  towards  her  when  she  came  in,  but 
turned  off,  by  reason  of  some  peculiarity  in  his 
legs,  and  was  only  stopped  by  the  table. 

Florence  then  remembered  Cousin  Feenix, 
whom  she  had  not  at  first  recognised  in  the 
shade  of  the  leaves.  Cousin  Feenix  took  her 
hand,  and  congratulated  her  upon  her  marriage. 
"  I  could  have  wished,  I  am  sure,"  said  Cousin 
Feenix,  silting  down  as  Florence  sat,  "to  have 
had  an  earlier  opportunity  of  oli'ering  my  con- 
gratulations ;  but,  in  point  of  fact,  so  many  pain- 
ful occurrences  have  happened,  treading,  as  a 
man  may  say,  on  one  another's  heels,  that  I 
have  been  in  a  devil  of  a  state  myself,  and  per- 
fectly unfit  for  every  description  of  society.  The 
only  description  of  society  I  have  kept  has  been 
my  own  ;  and  it  certainly  is  anything  but  flatter- 
ing to  a  man's  good  opinion  of  his  own  resources 
to  know  that,  in  point  of  fact,  he  has  the  capa- 
city of  boring  himself  to  a  perfectly  unlimited 
extent." 

Florence  divined,  from  some  indefinable  con- 
straint and  anxiety  in  this  gentleman's  manner —  , 


which  was  always  a  gentleman's,  in  spite  of  the 
harmless  little  eccentricities  that  attached  to  it 
■ — and  from  Walter's  manner  no  less,  that  some- 
thing more  immediately  tending  to  some  object 
was  to  follow  this. 

"  I  have  been  mentioning  to  my  friend  j\Ir, 
Gay,  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  have  the  honour  of 
calling  him  so,"  said  Cousin  Feenix,  "  that  I  am 
rejoiced  to  hear  that  my  friend  Dombey  is  very 
decidedly  mending.  I  trust  my  friend  Dom- 
bey will  not  allow  his  mind  to  be  too  much 
preyed  upon  by  any  mere  loss  of  fortune.  I  can- 
not say  that  I  have  ever  experienced  any  very 
great  loss  of  fortune  myself :  never  having  had, 
in  point  of  fact,  any  great  amount  of  fortune  to 
lose.  But  as  much  as  I  could  lose,  I  have  lost ; 
and  I  don't  find  that  I  particularly  care  about 
it.  I  know  my  friend  Dombey  to  be  a  devilish 
honourable  man  ;  and  it's  calculated  to  console 
my  friend  Dombey  very  much  to  know  that  this  is 
the  universal  sentiment.  Even  Tommy  Screwzer 
— a  man  of  an  extremely  bilious  habit,  with, 
whom  my  friend  Gay  is  probably  acquainted — 
cannot  say  a  syllable  in  disputation  of  the 
fact." 

Florence  felt,  more  than  ever,  that  there  was 
something  to  come ;  and  looked  earnestly  for  it^ 
So  earnestly,  that  Cousin  Feenix  answered  as  if 
she  had  spoken. 

"  The  fact  is,"  said  Cousin  Feenix,  '•  that  my 
friend  Gay  and  myself  have  been  discussing  the 
propriety  of  entreating  a  favour  at  your  hands  ; 
and  that  I  have  the  consent  of  my  friend  Gay — 
who  has  met  me  in  an  exceedmgly  kind  and 
open  manner,  for  which  I  am  very  much  in- 
debted to  him — to  solicit  it.  I  am  sensible  that 
so  amiable  a  lady  as  the  lovely  and  accomplished 
daughter  of  my  friend  Dombey  will  not  require 
much  urging ;  but  I  am  happy  to  know  that  I 
am  supported  by  my  friend  (Jay's  influence  and 
approval.  As,  in  my  parliamentary  time,  whea 
a  man  had  a  motion  to  make  of  any  sort — which 
happened  seldom  in  those  days,  for  we  were  kept 
very  tight  in  hand,  the  leaders  on  both  sides 
being  regular  martinets,  which  was  a  devilish 
good  thing  (or  the  rank  and  file,  like  myself,  and 
pi'evented  our  exposing  ourselves  continually,  as 
a  great  many  of  us  had  a  feverish  anxiety  to  do 
— as,  in  my  parliamentary  time,  I  was  about  to 
say,  when  a  man  had  leave  to  let  off  any  little 
private  pop-gun,  it  was  always  considered  a  great 
point  for  him  to  say  that  he  had  the  happiness 
of  believing  that  his  sentiments  were  not  without 
an  echo  in  the  breast  of  Mr.  Pitt ;  the  pilot,  in 
point  of  fact,  who  had  weathered  the  storm. 
Upon  which,  a  devilish  large  number  of  fellows 
immediately  cheered,  and   put  lum  in   spirits. 
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Though  the  fact  is,  that  these  fellows,  being 
under  orders  to  cheer  most  excessively  whenever 
Mr.  Pitt's  name  was  mentioned,  became  so  pro- 
ficient that  it  always  woke  'em.  And  they  were 
so  entirely  innocent  of  what  was  going  on, 
otherwise,  that  it  used  to  be  commonly  said  by 
Conversation  Brown — four-bottle  man  at  the 
Treasury  Board,  with  whom  the  father  of  my 
friend  Gay  was  probably  acquainted,  for  it  was 
before  my  friend  Gay's  time — that  if  a  man  had 
risen  in  his  place,  and  said  that  he  regretted  to 
inform  the  House  that  there  was  an  honourable 
member  in  the  last  stage  of  convulsions  in  the 
Lobby,  and  that  the  honourable  member's  name 
was  Pitt,  the  approbation  would  have  been  voci- 
ferous." 

This  postponement  of  the  point  put  Florence 
in  a  flutter ;  and  she  looked  from  Cousin  Feeni.\ 
to  Walter,  in  increasing  agitation. 

"  My  love,"  said  Walter,  '•  there  is  nothing 
the  matter." 

"  There  is  nothing  ihe  matter,  upon  my  ho- 
nour," said  Cousin  Feenix ;  "  and  I  am  deeply 
distressed  at  being  the  means  of  causing  you  a 
moment's  uneasiness.  I  beg  to  assure  you  that 
there  is  nothing  the  matter.  The  favour  that  I 
have  to  ask  is,  simi)Iy--but  it  really  does  seem 
so  exceeding  singular,  that  I  should  be  in  the 
last  degree  obliged  to  my  friend  G.iy  if  he  would 
liave  the  goodness  to  break  the — in  point  of  fact, 
the  ice,"  said  Cousin  Feei:!x. 

Walter,  thus  appealed  to,  and  appealed  to  no 
less  in  the  look  that  Florence  turned  towards 
him,  said  : 

"  My  dearest,  it  is  no  more  than  this.  That 
you  will  ii(ie  to  London  with  tiiis  gentleman, 
\\hom  you  know." 

"  And  my  friend  Gay  also — I  beg  your  par- 
don !"  interrupted  Cousin  Feenix. 

"  — And  with  me — and  make  a  visit  some- 
where." 

"To  whom?''  asked  Florence,  looking  from 
one  to  the  other. 

"  If  I  might  entreat,"  said  Cousin  Feenix, 
"  that  you  would  not  press  for  an  answer  to  that 
question,  I  would  venture  to  take  the  libeity  of 
making  the  request." 

"Do_)w/  know,  Walter?"  said  Florence. 

"  Yes." 

"And  think  it  right?" 

"  Yes.  Only  because  I  am  sure  that  you 
would,  too.  'I'hough  there  may  be  reasons  I 
very  well  understand,  which  make  it  better  that 
nothing  more  should  be  said  beforehand." 

"  If  i)apa  is  still  asleep,  or  can  spare  me  if  he 
is  awake,  I  will  go  immediately,'  said  Florence. 
And  rising  quiell}',  anil  glancing  at  them  with  a 


look  that  was  a  Httle  alarmed,  but  perfectly  con- 
fiding, left  the  room. 

When  she  came  back,  ready  to  bear  them 
company,  they  were  talking  together  gravely  at 
the  window ;  and  Florence  could  not  but  won- 
der what  the  topic  was  that  had  made  them  so 
well  acquainted  in  so  short  a  time.  She  did  not 
wonder  at  the  look  of  pride  and  love  with  which 
her  husband  broke  off  as  she  entered ;  for  she 
never  saw  him  but  that  rested  on  her. 

"I  will  leave,"  said  Cousin  Feenix,  "a  card 
for  my  friend  Dombey,  sincerely  trusting  that  he 
will  pick  up  health  and  strength  with  every  re- 
turning hour.  And  I  hope  my  friend  Dombsy 
will  do  me  the  favour  to  consider  me  a  man  who 
has  a  devilish  warm  admiration  of  his  cliaractej", 
as,  in  point  of  fact,  a  British  merchant  and  a 
devilish  upright  gentleman.  My  place  in  the 
country  is  in  a  most  confounded  state  of  dilapi- 
dation, but  if  my  friend  Dombey  should  require 
a  change  of  air,  and  would  take  up  his  quarters 
there,  he  would  find  it  a  remarkably  healthy  spot 
— as  it  need  be,  for  it's  amazingly  dull.  If  my 
friend  Dombey  suffers  from  bodily  weakness, 
and  would  allow  me  to  recommend  what  has 
frequently  done  myself  good,  as  a  man  who  has 
been  extremely  queer  at  times,  and  who  lived 
pretty  treeiy  in  the  days  when  men  lived  very 
freely,  I  should  say,  let  it  be,  in  point  of  fact,  the 
yolk  of  an  egg,  beat  up  with. sugar  and  nutmeg, 
in  a  glass  of  sherry,  and  taken  in  the  morning, 
with  a  slice  of  dry  toast.  Jackson,  who  kept  the 
boxing-rooms  in  Bond  Street — man  of  very  supe- 
rior qualifications,  with  whose  reputation  my 
friend  Gay  is  no  doubt  acquainted — used  to- 
mention  that  in  training  for  the  ring  they  sub- 
stituted rum  for  sherry.  I  should  lecommend 
sherry  in  this  case,  on  account  of  my  friend 
Dombey  being  in  an  invalided  condition;  which, 
might  occasion  rum  to  fly — in  i)oint  of  fact, 
to  his  head  — and  throw  him  into  a  lievil  of  a 
state." 

Of  all  this  Cousin  Feenix  delivered  himself 
with  an  obviously  nervous  and  discomjiosed  air. 
Then,  giving  his  arm  to  Florence,  and  putting 
the  strongest  possible  constraint  upon  his  wilful 
legs,  which  seemed  determined  to  go  out  into 
the  garden,  he  led  her  to  the  door,  and  handeir 
her  into  a  carriage  that  was  ready  lor  her  recej)- 
tion. 

Walter  entered  after  him,  and  they  drove 
away. 

Their  ride  was  six  or  eight  miles  long.  When 
they  drove  through  certain  dull  and  stately 
streets,  lying  westward  in  London,  it  was  grow- 
ing dusk.  Florence  had,  by  this  lime,  put  her 
hand  in   Walter's;   and  was  looking  very  ear- 
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nestly,  and  with  increasing  agitation,  into  every 
new  street  into  which  they  turned. 

When  the  carriage  stopped,  at  last,  before  that 
house  in,  Brook  Street,  where  her  father's  un- 
hai)py  marriage  had  been  celebrated,  Florence 
said,  '-AValter,  what  is  this?  Who  is  here?" 
Walter  cheering  her,  and  not  replying,  she 
glanced  up  at  the  house-front,  and  saw  that  all 
the  windows  were  shut,  as  if  it  were  uninhabited. 
Cousin  Feenix  had  by  this  time  alighted,  and 
was  offering  his  hand. 

"  Are  you  not  coming,  Walter?" 

"  No,  I  will  remain  here.  Don't  tremble  ! 
there  is  nothing  to  fear,  dearest  Florence." 

"  I  know  that,  Walter,  with  you  so  near.  I 
am  sure  of  that,  but " 

The  door  was  softly  opened  without  any  knock, 
and  Cousin  Feenix  led  her  out  of  the  summer- 
evening  air  into  the  close  dull  house.  More 
sombre  and  brown  than  ever,  it  seemed  to  have 
been  shut  up  from  the  wedding-day,  and  to  have 
hoarded  darkness  and  sadness  ever  since. 

Florence  ascended  the  dusky  staircase  trem- 
bling ;  and  stopped  with  her  conductor  at  the 
drawing-room  door.  He  opened  it  without 
speaking,  and  signed  an  entreaty  to  her  to 
advance  into  the  inner  room,  while  he  remained 
there.  Florence,  after  hesitating  a:i  instant,  com- 
plied. 

Sitting  by  the  window  at  a  table,  where  she 
-seemed  to  have  been  writing  or  drawing,  was  a 
lady,  whose  head,  turned  away  towards  the  dying 
light,  was  resting  on  her  hand.  Florence  ad- 
vancing, doubtfully,  all  at  once  stood  still,  as  if 
she  had  lost  the  power  of  motion.  The  lady 
turned  her  head. 

"  Great  Heaven  !"  she  said,  "what  is  this?" 

"  No,  no  !  "  cried  Florence,  shrinking  back  as 
she  rose  up,  and  putting  out  her  hands  to  keep 
her  off.     '■  Mamma  !  " 

They  stood  looking  at  each  other.  Passion 
and  pride  had  worn  it,  but  it  was  the  face  of 
Edith,  and  beautiful  and  stately  yet.  It  was  the 
face  of  Florence,  and,  through  all  the  terrified 
avoidance  it  expressed,  there  was  pity  in  it, 
sorrow,  a  grateful  tender  memory.  On  each 
face  wonder  and  fear  were  painted  vividly ; 
each,  so  still  and  silent,  looking  at  the  other 
over  the  black  gulf  of  the  irrevocable  past. 

Florence  was  the  first  to  change.  Bursting 
into  tears,  she  said,  from  her  full  heart,  "  Oh, 
mamma,  mamma !  why  do  we  meet  like  this  ? 
AVhy  were  you  ever  kind  to  me  when  there  was 
no  one  else,  that  we  should  meet  like  this  ?" 

Edith  stood  before  her,  dumb  and  motionless. 
Her  eyes  were  fixed  upon  her  face. 

"  I  dare  not  think  of  that,"  said  Florence.    "  I 


am  come  from  papa's  sick  bed.  We  are  never 
asunder  now;  we  never  shall  be  anymore.  If 
you  would  have  me  ask  his  pardon,  I  will  do  it, 
mamma.  I  am  almost  sure  he  will  grant  it  now, 
if  I  ask  him.  May  Heaven  grant  it  to  you  too, 
and  comfort  you!" 

She  answered  not  a  word. 

"  Walter — I  am  married  to  him,  and  we  have 
a  son,"  said  Florence  timidly — "  is  at  the  door, 
and  has  brought  me  here.  I  will  tell  him  that 
you  are  repentant ;  that  you  are  changed,"  said 
Florence,  looking  mournfully  upon  her ;  "  and 
he  will  speak  to  papa  with  me,  I  know.  Is  there 
anything  but  this  that  I  can  do?" 

Edith,  breaking  her  silence,  without  moving 
eye  or  limb,  answered  slowly : 

"  The  stain  upon  your  name,  upon  your  hus- 
band's, on  your  child's.  'Will  that  ever  be  for- 
given, Florence  ?" 

"Willit  ever  be,  mamma?  It  is!  Freely,  freely, 
both  by  Walter  and  by  me.  If  that  is  any  con- 
solation to  you,  there  is  nothing  that  you  may 
believe  more  certainly.  You  do  not — you  do 
not,"  faltered  Florence,  "speak  of  papa;  but  I 
am  sure  you  wish  that  I  should  ask  him  for  his 
forgiveness.     I  am  sure  you  do." 

She  answered  not  a  woi'd. 

"  I  will !  "  said  Florence.  "  I  will  bring  it 
you,  if  you  will  let  me ;  and  then,  perhaps,  ve 
may  take  leave  of  each  other  more  like  what  we 
used  to  be  to  one  another.  I  have  not,"  said 
Florence  very  gently,  and  drawing  nearer  to  her, 
"  I  have  not  shrunk  back  from  you,  maunna, 
because  I  fear  you,  or  because  I  dread  to  be 
disgraced  by  you.  I  only  wish  to  do  my  duty 
to  papa.  I  am  very  dear  to  him,  and  he  is  very 
dear  to  me.  But  I  never  can  forget  that  you 
■  were  very  good  to  me.  Oh,  pray  to  Heaven," 
cried  Florence,  falling  -on  her  bosom,  "  pray  to 
Heaven,  mamma,  to  forgive  you  all  this  sin  and 
shame,  and  to  forgive  me  if  I  cannot  help  doing 
this  (if  it  is  wrong),  when  I  remember  what  you 
used  to  be  !" 

Edith,  as  if  she  fell  beneath  her  touch,  sunk 
down  on  her  knees,  and  caught  her  round  the 
neck. 

"  Florence  !  "  she  cried.  "  My  better  angel  ! 
Before  I  am  mad  again,  before  my  stubbornness 
comes  back  and  strikes  me  dumb,  believe  me, 
upon  my  soul,  I  am  innocent." 

"  Mamma  !  " 

"  Guilty  of  much  !  Guilty  of  that  which  sets 
a  waste  between  us  evermore.  Guilty  of  what 
must  separate  me,  through  the  whole  remainder 
of  my  life,  from  purity  and  innocence — from  you, 
of  all  the  earth.  Guilty  of  a  blind  and  passionate 
resentment,  of  which  I  do  not,  cannot,  will  not, 
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even  now,  repent,  but  not  guilty  with  that  dead 
man.     Before  God!" 

Upon  her  knees  upon  the  ground,  she  held 
up  both  her  hands  and  swore  it. 

"Florence!"  she  said,  "purest  and  best  of 
natures — whom  I  love — who  might  have  changed 
me  long  ago,  and  did  for  a  time  work  some 
change  even  in  the  woman  that  I  am — believe 
me,  I  am  innocent  of  that ;  and  once  more,  on 
my  desolate  heart,  let  me  lay  this  dear  head,  for 
the  last  time  !" 

She  was  moved  and  weeping.  Had  she  been 
oftener  thus  in  older  days,  she  had  been  happier 
now. 

"  There  is  nothing  else  in  all  the  world,"  she 
said,  "  that  would  have  wrung  denial  from  rae. 
No  love,  no  hatred,  no  hope,  no  threat.  I  said 
that  I  would  die,  and  make  no  sign ;  I  could 
have  done  so,  and  I  would,  if  we  had  never  met, 
Florence." 

"  I  trust,"  said  Cousin  Feenix,  ambling  in  at 
the  door,  and  speaking  half  in  the  room,  and 
half  out  of  it,  "  that  my  lovely  and  accomplished 
relative  will  excuse  my  having,  by  a  little  stra- 
tagem, effected  this  meeting.  I  cannot  say  that 
I  was,  at  first,  wholly  incredulous  as  to  the  pos- 
sibility of  my  lovely  and  accomplished  relative 
having,  very  unfortunately,  committed  herself 
with  the  deceased  person  with  white  teeth ; 
because,  in  point  of  fact,  one  does  see,  in  this 
world — which  is  remarkable  for  devilish  strange 
arrangements,  and  for  being  decidedly  the  most 
unintelligible  thing  within  a  man's  experience — 
very  odd  conjunctions  of  that  sort.  But,  as  I 
mentioned  to  my  friend  Dombey,  I  could  not 
admit  the  criminality  of  my  lovely  and  accom- 
plished relative  until  it  was  perfectly  estabhshed. ' 
And  feeling,  when  the  deceased  person  was,  in 
point  of  fact,  destroyed  in  a  devilish  horrible 
manner,  that  her  ]50sition  was  a  very  painful  one 
— and  feeling,  besides,  that  our  family  had  been 
a  little  to  blame  in  not  paying  more  attention  to 
her,  and  that  we  are  a  careless  family — and  also 
that  my  aunt,  though  a  devilish  lively  woman, 
had  perhaps  not  been  the  very  best  of  mothers 
■ — I  took  the  liberty  of  seeking  her  in  France, 
and  offering  her  such  protection  as  a  man  very 
much  out  at  elbows  could  offer.  Upon  which 
occasion  my  lovely  and  accomplished  relative 
did  me  the  honour  to  express  that  she  believed 
1  was,  in  my  way,  a  devilish  good  sort  of  fellow ; 
and  that  therefore  she  put  herself  under  my  pro- 
tection. Which,  in  point  of  fact,  I  understood 
to  be  a  kind  thing  on  the  part  of  my  lovely  and 
accomplished  relative,  as  I  am  getting  extremely 
shaky,  and  have  derived  great  comfort  from  her 
solicitude." 


Edith,  who  had  taken  Florence  to  a  sofa,  made 
a  gesture  with  her  hand,  as  if  she  would  have 
begged  him  to  say  no  more. 

"  My  lovely  and  accomplished  relative,"  re- 
sumed Cousin  Feenix,  still  ambling  about  at  the 
door,  "  will  excuse  me  if,  for  her  satisfaction  and 
my  own,  and  that  of  my  friend  Uombey,  whose 
lovely  and  accomplished  daughter  we  so  much 
admire,  I  complete  the  thread  of  my  observations. 
She  will  remember  that,  from  the  first,  she  and  I 
have  never  allucled  to  the  subject  of  her  elope- 
ment. My  impression,  certainl}^,  has  alwa}'s 
been  that  there  was  a  mystery  in  the  afiair  which 
she  could  explain,  if  so  inclined.  But  my  lovely 
and  accomplished  relative  being  a  devilish  reso- 
lute wonmn,  I  knew  that  she  was  not,  in  point 
of  fact,  to  be  trifled  with,  and  therefore  did  not 
involve  myself  in  any  discussions.  But,  observing 
lately  that  her  accessible  point  did  appear  to  be 
a  very  strong  description,  of  tenderness  for  the 
daughter  of  my  friend  Do!nbey,  it  occurred  to 
me  that  if  I  could  bring  about  a  meeting,  unex- 
pected on  both  sides,  it  might  lead  to  beneficial 
results.  Therefore,  we  being  in  London,  in  the 
present  private  way,  before  going  to  the  South 
of  Italy,  there  to  establish  ourselves,  in  point  of 
fact,  until  we  go  to  our  long  homes,  which  is  a 
devilish  disagreeable  reflection  for  a  man,  I 
applied  myself  to  the  discovery  of  the  residence 
of  my  friend  Gay — handsome  man,  of  an  uncom- 
monly frank  disposition,  who  is  probably  known 
to  m}'  lovely  and  accomplished  relative — and 
had  the  happiness  of  bringing  his  amiable  wife 
to  the  present  place.  And  now,"  said  Cousin 
Feenix,  with  a  real  and  genuine  earnestness 
shining  through  the  levity  of  his  manner  and  his 
slipshod  speech,  "  I  do  conjure  my  relative  not 
to  stop  half-way,  but  to  set  right,  as  far  as  she 
can,  whatever  she  has  done  wrong — not  for  the 
honour  of  her  family,  not  for  her  own  fame,  not 
for  any  of  those  considerations  which  unfortunate 
circumstances  have  induced  her  to  regard  as 
hollow,  and,  in  point  of  fact,  as  approacliing  to 
humbug — but  because  it  is  wrong,  and  not 
right." 

Cousin  Fecnix's  legs  consented  to  take  him 
away  after  this  ;  and  leaving  them  alone  together, 
he  shut  the  door. 

Edith  remained  silent  for  some  minutes,  with 
Florence  sitting  close  beside  her.  Then  she 
took  from  her  bosom  a  sealed  paper. 

"  I  debated  with  myself  a  long  time,"  she  said 
in  a  low  voice,  "  whether  to  write  this  at  all,  in 
case  of  dying  suddenly  or  by  accident,  and  feel- 
ing the  want  of  it  upon  me.  I  have  deliberated, 
ever  since,  when  and  how  to  destroy  it.  Take 
it,  Florence.     The  truth  is  written  in  it." 
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"  Is  it  for  papa  ?"  asked  Florence. 

"  It  is  for  whom  you  will,"  she  answered.  "  It 
is  given  to  you,  and  is  obtained  by  you.  He 
never  could  have  had  it  otherwise." 

Again  they  .sat  silent  in  the  deepening  darkness. 

"  Mamma,"  said  Florence,  "  he  has  lost  his 


fortune  ;  he  has  been  at  the  point  of  death ;  he 
may  not  recover,  even  now.  Is  there  any  word 
that  I  shall  say  to  him  from  you  ?" 

'■  Did  you  tell  me,''  asked  Edith,  "  that  you 
were  very  dear  to  him  ?" 

"  Yes  ! "  said  Florence  in  a  thrillin"  voice. 


".NO,  r.o  !  ■'   (jiuhb  I'LoKiLMCii,  mikinkim;.  i;ack  a.s  mE  Ko.'K  I'P,  amj  miji.\o  out  hkr  hands  to 

KEEP   HER   Ol'F.  "  MAMMA  !" 

"  Tell  him  I  am  sorry  that  we  ever  met."  She   stopped.     There  was   something  in  the 

"  No  more  ? "  said  Florence  after  a  pause.  silent   touch  of  Florence's   hand   that   stopped 

"  Tell  him,  if  he  asks,  that  I  do  not  repent  of  her. 

what  I  have  done — not  yet — for  if  it  were  to  do  "  — But  that,  being  a  changed  man,  he  knows, 

again  to-morraw,  I  should  do  it.     But  if  he  is  a  now,  it  would  never  be.    Tell  him  I  wish  it  never 

changed  man "  had  been." 


COUSIN  FEENIX  HAS  'THE  HEART  OF  A  GENTLEMAN. 
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"  May  I  say,"  said  Florence,  "  that  you  grieved 
to  hear  of  the  afflictions  he  lias  suffered  ?" 

"  Not,"  she  rephed,  "if  they  have  taught  liim 
that  his  daughter  is  very  dear  to  him.  He  will 
not  grieve  for  them  himself,  one  day,  if  they 
Iiave  brought  that  lesson,  Florence." 

"  You  wish  well  to  him,  and  would  have  him 
liappy.  I  am  sure  you  would  !"  said  Florence. 
"  Oh  !  let  me  be  able,  if  I  have  the  occasion  at 
some  future  time,  to  say  so  !  " 

Edith  sat  with  her  dark  eyes  gazing  steadflistly 
before  her,  and  did  not  reply  until  Florence  had 
repeated  her  entreaty ;  when  she  drew  her  hand 
within  her  arm,  and  said,  with  the  same  thought- 
ful gaze  upon  the  night  outside  ; 

"  Tell  him  that  if,  in  his  own  present,  he  can 
find  any  reason  to  compassionate  my  past,  I  sent 
word  that  I  asked  him  to  do  so.  Tell  him  that 
if,  in  his  own  present,  he  can  find  a  reason  to 
think  less  bitterly  of  me,  I  asked  him  to  do  so. 
Tell  him  that,  dead  as  we  are  to  one  another, 
never  more  to  meet  on  this  side  of  eternity,  he 
knows  there  is  one  feeling  in  common  between 
us  now,  that  there  never  was  before." 

Her  sternness  seemed  to  yield,  and  there  were 
tears  in  her  dark  eyes. 

"  I  trust  myselt  to  that,"  she  said,  "  for  his 
better  thoughts  of  me,  and  mine  of  him.  When 
he  loves  his  Florence  most,  he  will  hate  me 
least.  When  he  is  most  proud  and  happy  in 
her  and  her  children,  he  will  be  most  repentant 
of  his  own  part  in  the  dark  vision  of  our  married 
life.  At  that  time  I  will  be  repentant  too — let 
him  know  it  then — and  think  that  when  I  thought 
so  much  of  all  the  causes  that  had  made  me 
what  I  was,  I  needed  to  have  allowed  more  for 
the  causes  that  had  made  him  what  he  was.  I 
will  try,  then,  to  forgive  him  his  share  of  blame. 
Let  him  try  to  forgive  me  mine  ! " 

"  Oh,  mamma  !  "  said  Florence,  "  how  it 
lightens  my  heart,  even  in  such  a  meeting  and 
parting,  to  hear  this  ! '' 

"  Strange  words  in  my  own  ears,"  said  Edith, 
"and  foreign  to  the  sound  of  my  own  voice  ! 
But  even  if  I  had  been  the  wretched  creature  I 
have  given  him  occasion  to  believe  me,  I  think 
I  could  have  said  them  still,  hearing  that  you 
and  he  were  very  dear  to  one  another.  Let 
him,  when  you  are  dearest,  ever  feel  that  he  is 
most  forbearing  in  his  thoughts  of  me — that  I 
am  nrost  forbearing  in  my  thoughts  of  him  ! 
Those  are  the  last  words  1  send  him  !  Now, 
good-bye,  my  life  !" 

She  clasi)ed  her  in  her  arms,  and  seemed  to 
pour  out  all  her  woman's  soul  of  love  and  ten- 
derness at  once. 

"  This  kiss  for  your  child  !     These  kisses  for 


a  blessing  on  your  head  !  My  own  dear  Flo- 
rence, my  sweet  girl,  farewell  !  " 

"  To  meet  again  !  "  cried  Florence. 

"  Never  again  !  Never  again  !  When  you 
leave  me  in  this  dark  room,  think  that  you  have 
left  me  in  the  grave.  Remember  only  that  I 
was  once,  and  that  I  loved  you  ! " 

And  Florence  left  her,  seeing  her  face  no  mere, 
but  accompanied  by  her  embraces  and  caresses 
to  the  last. 

Cousin  Feenix  met  her  at  the  door,  and  took 
her  down  to  Walter  in  the  dingy  dining-room, 
upon  whose  shoulder  she  laid  her  head,  weeping. 

"  I  am  devilish  sorry,"  said  Cousin  Feeni.x, 
lifting  his  wristbands  to  his  eyes  in  the  simplest 
manner  possible,  and  without  the  least  conceal- 
ment, "  that  the  lovely  and  accomplished  daugh- 
ter of  my  friend  Dombey  and  amiable  wife  of 
my  friend  Gay,  should  have  had  her  sensitive 
nature  so  very  much  distressed  and  cut  up  by 
the  interview  which  is  just  concluded.  But  I 
hope  and  trust  I  have  acted  for  the  best,  and 
that  my  honourable  friend  Dombey  will  find  his 
mind  relieved  by  the  disclosures  which  have 
taken  place.  I  exceedingly  lament  that  my 
friend  Dombey  should  have  got  himself,  in  point 
of  fact,  into  the  devil's  own  state  of  conglo- 
meration by  an  alliance  with  our  family ;  but 
am  strongly  of  opinion  that  if  it  hadn't  been  for 
the  infernal  scoundrel  Barker— man  with  white 
teeth — everything  would  have  gone  on  pretty 
smoothly.  In  regard  to  my  relative  who  does 
me  the  honour  to  have  formed  an  uncommonly 
good  opinion  of  myself,  I  can  assure  the  amiable 
wife  of  my  friend  Gay  that  she  may  rely  on  my 
being,  in  point  of  fact,  a  father  to  her.  And  in 
regard  to  the  changes  of  human  life,  and  the 
extraordinary  manner  in  which  we  are  perpe- 
tually conducting  ourselves,  all  I  can  say  is,  with 
my  friend  Shakspeare— man  who  wasn't  for  an 
age,  but  for  all  time,  and  with  whom  my  friend 
Gay  is  no  doubt  acquainted — that  it's  like  the 
shadow  of  a  dream." 


CHAPTER  LXn. 


•>^ 
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BOTTLE  that  has  been  long  ex- 
cluded from  the  light  of  day,  and  is 
hoary  with  dust  and  cobwebs,  has 
been  brought  into  the  sunshine  ;  and 
the  golden  wine  within  it  sheds  a 
lustre  on  the  table. 

It   is  the  last   bottle   of  the  oKl 


You  are  quite  right,  Mr.  Gills,"  says  Mr. 
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Dombey.  "  This  is  a  very  rare  and  most  deli- 
cious wine." 

The  captain,  who  is  of  the  party,  beams  with 
joy.  There  is  a  very  halo  of  delight  round  his 
Lj'Iowing  forehead. 

"  We  always  promised  ourselves,  sir,"  observes 
Mr.  Gills,  '■  Ned  and  myself,  I  mean " 

JNIr.  Dombey  nods  at  the  captain,  who  shines 
more  and  more  with  speechless  gratification. 

"  — That  we  would  drink  this,  one  day  or 
other,  to  Walter  safe  at  home ;  though  such  a 
home  we  never  thought  of.  If  you  don't  object 
to  our  old  whim,  sir,  let  us  devote  this  first  glass 
to  Walter  and  his  wife." 

"  To  Walter  and  his  wife  !"  says  Mr.  Dombey. 
"  Florence,  my  child "  and  turns  to  kiss  her. 

"  To  Walter  and  his  wife  ! "  says  Mr.  Toots. 

"  To  Wal'r  and  his  wife  !  "  exclaims  the  cap- 
tain. "Hooroar!"  and  the  captain  exhibiting 
a  strong  desire  to  clink  his  glass  against  some 
other  glass,  Mr.  Dombey,  with  a  ready  hand, 
holds  out  his.  The  others  folloNV ;  and  there  is 
a  blithe  and  merry  ringing,  as  of  a  little  peal  of 
marriage  bells. 

Other  buried  wine  grows  older,  as  the  old 
madeira  did  in  its  time ;  and  dust  and  cobwebs 
thicken  on  the  bottles. 

Mr.  Dombey  is  a  white-haired  gentleman, 
whose  face  bears  heavy  marks  of  care  and  suffer- 
ing; but  they  are  traces  of  a  storm  that  has 
]3assed  on  for  ever,  and  left  a  clear  evening  in 
its  track. 

Ambitious  projects  trouble  him  no  more.  His 
only  pride  is  in  his  daughter  and  her  husband. 
He  has  a  silent,  thoughtful,  quiet  manner,  and 
is  always  with  his  daughter.  Miss  Tox  is  not 
unfrequently  of  the  family  party,  and  is  quite 
devoted  to  it,  and  a  great  favourite.  Her  admi- 
ration of  her  once  stately  patron  is,  and  has  been 
ever  since  the  morning  of  her  shock  in  Princess's 
Place,  Platonic,  but  not  weakened  in  the  least. 

Nothing  has  drifted  to  him,  from  the  wreck  of 
his  fortunes,  but  a  certain  annual  sum  that  comes 
he  knows  not  how,  with  an  earnest  entreaty  that 
he  will  not  seek  to  discover,  and  with  the  assur- 
ance that  it  is  a  debt,  and  an  act  of  reparation. 
He  has  consulted  with  his  old  clerk  about  this, 
who  is  clear  it  may  be  honourably  accepted,  and 
has  no  doubt  it  arises  out  of  some  forgotten 
transaction  in  the  times  of  the  old  House. 

That  hazel-eyed  bachelor,  a  bachelor  no  more, 
is  married  now,  and  to  the  sister  of  the  grey- 
haired  junior.  He  visits  his  old  chief  some- 
times, but  seldom.  There  is  a  reason  in  the 
grey-haired  junior's  history,  and  yet  a  stronger 
reason  in  his  name,  why  he  should  keep  retired 
from  his  old  employer;  and,  as  he  lives  with  his 


sister  and  her  husband,  they  participate  in  that 
retirement.  Walter  sees  them  sometimes — Flo- 
rence too — and  the'  pleasant  house  resounds 
with  profound  duets  arranged  for  the  pianoforte 
and  violoncello,  and  with  the-  labours  of  Har- 
monious Blacksmiths. 

And  how  goes  the  Wooden  I\Iidshipman  in 
these  changed  days?  Why,  here  he  still  is, 
right  leg  foremost,  hard  at  work  upon  the  hack- 
ney coaches,  and  more'  on  the  alert  than  ever, 
being  newly  painted,  front  his  cocked-hat  to  his 
buckled  shoes;  and  up  above  him,  in  golden 
characters,  these  names  shine  refulgent.  Gill.; 
AND  Cuttle. 

Not  another  stroke  of  business  does  the  Mid- 
shipman achieve  beyond  his  usual  easy  trade. 
But  they  do  say,  in  a  circuit  of  some  half-mile 
round  the  blue  umbrella  in  Leadenhall  Market, 
that  some  of  Mr.  Gills's  old  investments  are 
coming  out  wonderfully  well ;  and  that  instead 
of  being  behind  the  time  in  those  respects,  as  he 
supposed,  he  was,  in  truth,  a  little  before  it,  and 
had  to  wait  the  fulness  of  the  time  and  the 
design.  The  whisper  is  that  Mr.  Gills's  money 
has  begun  to  turn  itself,  and  that  it  is  turning 
itself  over  and  over  pretty  briskly.  Certain  it  is 
that,  standing  at  his  shop-door,  in  his  coffee- 
coloured  suit,  with  his  chronometer  in  his  pocket, 
and  his '  spectacles  on  his  forehead,  he  don't 
appea.r  to  break  his  heart  at  customers  not  com- 
ing, but  looks  very  jovial  and  contented,  though 
full  as  misty  as  of  yore. 

As  to  his  partner,  Captain  Cuttle,  there  is  a 
fiction  of  a  business  in  the  captain's  mind  which 
is  better  than  any  reality.  The  captain  is  as 
satisfied  of  the  Midshipman's  importance  to  the 
commerce  and  navigation  of  the  country  as  he 
could  possibly  be,  if  no  ship  left  the  Port  of  Lon- 
don without  the  Midshipman's  assistance.  Plis 
delight  in  his  own  name  over  the  door  is  inex- 
haustible. He  crosses  the  street  twenty  times 
a  day,  to  look  at  it  from  the  other  side  of  the 
way;  and  invariably  says,  on  these  occasions, 
"  Ed'ard  Cuttle,  my  lad,  if  your  mother  could 
ha'  knowed  as  you  would  ever  be  a  man  o' 
science,  the  good  old  creetur  would  ha'  been 
took  aback  in-deed  !  " 

But  here  is  Mr.  Toots  descending  on  the  Mid- 
shipman with  violent  rapidity,  and  Mr.  Toots's 
face  is  very  red  as  he  bursts  into  the  little  parlour. 

"  Captain  Gills,''  says  IMr.  Toots,  "  and  Mr. 
Sols,  I  am  happy  to  inform  )^ou  that  ilrs.  Toots 
has  had  an  increase  to  her  family." 

"  And  it  does  her  credit !"  cries  the  captain. 

"  I  give  you  joy,  Mr.  Toots  !  "  says  old  Sol. 

"  Thankee,"  chuckles  Mr.  Toots,  "  I'm  very 
much  obliged  to  you.     I  knew  that  you'd  be 
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glad  to  heai",  and  so  I  came  down  myself.  We're 
positively  getting  on, you  know.  There'sFlorence, 
and  Susan,  and  now  here's  another  little  stranger." 

"  A  female  stranger?"  inquires  the  captain. 

"  Yes,  Captain  Gills,"  says  Mr.  Toots  ;  "  and 
I'm  glad  of  it.  The  oftener  we  can  repeat  that 
most  extraordinary  woman,  my  opinion  is,  the 
better!" 

■'  Stand  by  1 "  says  the  captain,  turning  to  the 
old  case-bottle  with  no  throat — I'or  it  is  evening, 
and  the  Midshipman's  usual  moderate  provision 
of  pipes  and  glasses  is  on  the  board.  "  Here's 
to  her,  and  may  she  have  ever  so  many  more  !" 

"  Thankee,  Captain  Gills,"  says  the  delighted 
Mr.  Toots.  "  I  echo  the  sentiment.  If  you'll 
allow  me,  as  my  so  doing  cannot  be  unpleasant 
to  anybody,  under  the  circumstances,  I  think 
I'll  take  a  pipe." 

Mr.  Toots  begins  to  smoke  accordingly,  and 
in  the  openness  of  his  heart  is  very  loquacious. 

"  Of  all  the  remarkable  instances  that  that 
delightful  wornan  has  given  of  her  excellent  sense. 
Captain '  Gills  and  Mr.  Sols,"  says  Toots,  "  I 
think  none  is  more  remarkable  than  the  perfec- 
tion with  which  she  has  understood  my  devotion 
to  Miss  Dombey." 

Both  his  auditors  assent. 

'■  Because,  you  know,"  says  Mr.  Toots,  "  / 
have  never  changed  my  sentiments  towards  Miss 
Dombey.  They  are  the  same  as  ever.  She  is 
the  same  bright  vision  to  me,  at  present,  that 
she  was  before  I  made  Walters's  acquaintance. 
When  Mrs.  Toots  and  myself  first  began  to  talk 
of — in  short,  of  the  tender  passion,  you*  know. 
Captain  Gills " 

'■  Ay,  ay,  my  lad,''  says  the  captain,  "  .as  makes 
us  all  slue  round — for  which  you'll  overliaul  the 
book " 

"  I  shall  certainly  do  so,  Captain  Gills,"  said 
Mr.  Toots  with  great  earnestness.  "  When  we 
first  began  to  mention  such  subjects,  I  explained 
that  I  was  what  you  may  call  a  blighted  flower, 
you  know." 

The  captain  approves  of  this  figure  greatly;  and 
murmurs  that  no  flower  as  blows  is  like  the  rose. 

"  But  Lord  bless  me,"  pursues  Mr.  Toots, 
"  she  was  as  entirely  conscious  of  the  state  of 
my  feelings  as  I  was  myself.  There  was  nothing 
I  could  tell  her.  She  was  the  only  person  who 
could  have  stood  between  me  and  the  silent 
tomb,  and  she  did  it,  in  a  manner  to  command 
my  everlasting  admiration.  She  knows  that 
there's  nobody  in  the  world  I  look  up  to  as  I  do 
to  iliss  Dombey.  She  knows  that  there's  no- 
thing on  earth  I  woukln't  do  lor  Miss  Dombey. 
She  knows  that  I  consider  her  the  most  beauti- 
ful, the  most  amiable,  the  most  angelic  of  her 


sex.     What  is  her  observation  upon  that?     The 

perfection  of  sense.     '  ily  dear,  you're  right.     1 
think  so  too.' " 

"  And  so  do  I  !  "  says  the  captain. 

"  So  do  I,"  says  Sol  Gills. 

"  Then,"  resumes  Mr.  Toots  after  some  con- 
templative pulling  at  his  pipe,  during  which  his 
visage  has  expressed  the  most  contented  reflec- 
tion, "  v.hat  an  observant  woman  my  wife  is  ! 
AVhat  sagacity  she  possesses !  What  remarks 
she  makes  !  It  was  only  last  night,  when  we 
were  sitting  in  the  enjoyment  of  connubial  bliss 
—  which,,  upon  my  word  and  honour,  is  a  feeble 
term  to  express  my  feelings  in  the  society  of  my 
wife — that  she  said  how  remarkable  it  was  to 
consider  the  present  position  of  our  friend  Wal- 
ters. '  Here,'  observes  my  wife,  '  he  is,  released 
from  sea-going,  after  that  first  long  voyage  with 
his  vo'ung  bride' — -as  you  -know  he  was,  Mr. 
Sols.'" 

"  Quite  true,"  says  the  old  instrument-maker, 
rubbing  his  hands. 

"  '  Here  he  is,'  sa)'s  my  wife,  '  released  Irom; 
that  irumediately ;  appointed  by  the  same  esta- 
blishment to  a  post  of  great  trust  and  contidence 
at  home;  showing  himself  again  worthy ;  mount- 
ing up  the  ladder  with  the  greatest  expedition  ; 
beloved  by  everybody ;  assisted  by  his  uncle  at 
the  very  best  possible  time  of  his  fortunes ' — 
which  I  think  is  the  case,  Mr.  Sols.  My  wife  is 
always  correct." 

"Why,  yes,  yes — some  of  our  lost  ships, 
freighted  with  gold,  have  come  home,  truly," 
returns  old  Sol,-  laughing.  "  Small  craft,  Mr. 
Toots,  but  serviceable  to  my  boy !" 

"  Exactly  so  ! "  says  Mr.  Toots.  "  You'll  never 
find  my  wife  wrong.  '  Here  he  is,'  says  that 
most  remarkable  woman,  'so  situated, — and  what 
follows  ?  AVhat  follows  ?'  observed  Mrs.  Toots. 
Now  pray  remark.  Captain  Gills,  and  ^[r.  Sols, 
the  depth  of  my  wife's  penetration.  '  Why,  thatj 
under  the  very  eye  of  Mr.  Dombey,  there  is  a 
foundation  going  on,  upon  which  a — an  Edifice  ' 
— that  was  Mrs.  Toots's  word,"  says  Mr.  Toots 
exultingly — "  '  is  gradually  rising,  perhaps  to 
equal,  perhaps  excel,  that  of  which  he  was  once 
the  head,  and  the  small  beginnings  of  which  (a 
common  fault,  but  a  bad  one,  Mrs.  Toots  said) 
escaped  his  memory.  Thus,'  said  my  wife, 
'  from  his  daughter,  after  all,  another  Dombey 
and  Son  will  ascend' — no  'rise;'  that  was  Mrs. 
Toots's  word — '  triumphant  ! '  " 

Mr.  Toots,  with  the  assistance  of  his  pipe — 
which  he  is  extremely  glad  to  devote  to  orato- 
rical purposes,  as  its  proper  use  aftects  him  with 
a  very  uncomfortable  sensation — does  such  grand 
justice  to  this  prophetic  sentence  of  his  wife's, 
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that  the  captain,  throwing  away  his  glazed  hat  in  |  are  old  j'ou  will  never  depart  from  it  ?'     Was  it 

a  state  of  the  greatest  excitement,  cries  :      '  them  words,  Sol  Gills  ?" 

"  Sol  Gills,  you  man  of  science,  and  my  ould  "  It  certainly  was,  Ned,"  replied  the  old  in- 

pardner,  what  did   I  tell  VVal'r  to  overhaul  on  :   strunient-maker.     "  I  remember  well." 

that  there  night  when  he  first  took  to  business  ?  "  Then   I  tell  you  what,"   says  the  captain, 

Was  it  tiiis  here  quotation,  '  Turn  again  Whit-  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  and  composing  his 

tington,  Lord  Mayor  of  London,  and  when  you  chest   for  a   prodigious   roar.      "  I'll   give   you 


CAPTAIN   CUTTLE  QIXLS    lULil  THii  LOVICLY  P:.G. 


Lovely  Peg  right  through  ;  and   stand  by,  both   '       Autumn  days  are   shining,  and   on   the  sea^ 
on  you,  for  the  chorus  !  "  '  !  beach  there  are  often  a  young  lady  and  a  white- 

I  haired  gentleman.     With  them,  or  near  them, 
Buried  wine  grows  older,  as  the  old  madeira   i  are  two  children:  boy  and  girl.     And  an  old 


did  in  its  time  ;  and  dust  and  cobwebs  thicken 
on  the  bottles. 


dog  is  generally  in  their  company. 

The  white-haired   gentleman  walks  with  the 
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'  little  boy,  talks  with  him,  helps  him  in  his  play, 
attends  upon  him,  watches  him,  as  if  he  were 
the  object  of  his  life.  If  he  is  thoughtful,  the 
white-haired  gentleman  is  thoughtful  too  ;  and 
sometimes  when  the  child  is  sitting  by  his  side, 
and  looks  up  in  his  face,  asking  him  questions,  he 
takes  the  tiny  hand  in  his,  and  holding  it,  forgets 
to  answer.  Then  the  child  says, "  What,  grand- 
papa, am  I  so  like  my  poor  little  uncle  again  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Paul.  But  he  was  weak',  and  you  are 
very  strong." 

"  Oh  yes,  I  am  very  strong  !  " 

"  And  he  lay  on  a  little  bed  beside  the  sea, 
and  you  can  run  about." 

And  so  they  range  away  again  busily,  for  the 
white-haired  gentleman  likes  best  to  see  the 
child  free  and  stirring ;  and,  as  they  go  about 
together,  the  story  of  the  bond  between  them 
goes  about,  and  follows  them. 


But  no  one,  except  Florence,  knows  the 
ineasure  of  the  white-haired  gentleman's  affec- 
tion for  the  girl.  That  story  never  goes  about. 
The  child  herself  almost  wonders  at  a  certain 
secrecy  he  keeps  in  it.  He  hoards  her  in  his 
heart.  He  cannot  bear  to  see  a  cloud  upon 
her  face.  He  cannot  bear  to  see  her  sit  apart. 
He  fancies  that  she  feels  a  slight  when  there 
is  none.  He  steals  away  to  look  at  her  in 
her  sleep.  It  pleases  him  to  have  her  come 
and  wake  him  in  the  morning.  He  is  fondest 
of  her,  and  most  loving  to  her,  when  there  is 
no  creature  by.  The  child  says  then,  some- 
times : 

"  Dear  grandpapa,  why  do  you  cry  when  )ou 
kiss  me  ?  " 

He  only  answers,  "  Little  Florence !  Little 
Florence  ! "  and  smooths  away  the  curls  that 
shade  her  earnest  eyes. 


^'^^^:;^^'^^'^"!^'-  ""^^ 
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BOOK    THE    FIRST.      SOWING. 


CHAPTER  I. 


THE   ONE   THING  NEEDFUL. 


"  l\f  ^^^'  ^^'^^'  ■'"  ^^^"^  '^'  ^^^^^-     Teacli  these 

-'■  ^      boys  and  girls  nothing  but  Facts.   Facts 

alone  are   wanted  in  life.     Plant  nothing  else, 

and  root   out  everything  else.     You   can  only 

Hard  Times,  i. 


form  the  minds  of  reasoning  animals  upon 
Facts  :  nothing  else  will  ever  be  of  any  service 
to  them.  This  is  the  principle  on  which  I 
bring  up  my  own  children,  and  this  is  the  prin- 
ciple on  which  I  bring  up  these  children.  Stick 
to  Facts,  sir!  " 

The   scene  was   a   plain,  bare,   monotonous 

2S2 
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vault  of  a  schoolroom,  and  the  speaker's  square 
forefinger  emphasized  liis  observations  by  under- 
scoring every  sentence  with  a  line  on  the  school- 
master's sleeve.  The  emphasis  was  helped  by 
the  speaker's  square  wall  of  a  forehead,  which 
had  his  eyebrows  for  its  base,  while  his  eyes 
found  commodious  cellarage  in  two  dark  caves, 
overshadowed  by  the  wall.  The  emphasis  was 
helped  by  the  speaker's  mouth,  which  was  wide, 
thin,  and  hard  set.  The  emphasis  was  helped 
by  the  speaker's  voice,  which  was  inflexible,  dry, 
and  dictatorial.  The  emphasis  was  helped  by 
the  speaker's  hair,  which  bristled  on  the  skirts 
of  his  b.ald  head,  a  plantation  of  firs  to  keep  the 
wind  from  its  shining  surface,  all  covered  with 
knobs,  like  the  crust  of  a  plum-pie,  as  if  the 
head  had  scarcely  warehouse-room  for  the  hard 
facts  stored  inside.  The  speaker's  obstinate 
carriage,  square  coat,  square  legs,  square  shoul- 
ders,— nay,  his  very  neckcloth,  trained  to  take 
him  by  the  throat  with  an  unaccommodating 
grasp,  like  a  stubborn  fact,  as  it  was, — all  helped 
the  emphasis. 

"  In  this  life  we  want  nothing  but  Facts,  sir ; 
nothing  but  Facts  !  " 

The  speaker,  and  the  schoolmaster,  and  the 
,  third  grown  person  present,  all  backed  a  little, 
and  swept  with  their  ej-es  the  inclined  plane  of 
little  vessels  then  and  there  arranged  in  order, 
ready  to  have  imperial  gallons  of  facts  poured 
into  them  until  they  were  full  to  the  brim. 


CHAPTER  II. 


MURDERING   THE   INXOCENTS. 


J^HOMAS  GRADGRIND,  sir.  A  man 
■f^  of  realities.  A  man  of  facts  and  cal- 
%\  culations.  A  man  who  proceeds  upon 
^1  the  principle  that  two  and  two  are 


^j   ....^  princip 

four,  and  nothing  over,  and  who  is 
not  to  be  talked  into  allowing  for 
anything  over.  Thomas  Gradgrind,  sir 
—peremptorily  Thomas— Thomas  Grad- 
grmd.  With  a  rule  and  a  pair  of  scales,  and 
the  multiplication  table  always  in  his  pocket, 
sir,  ready  to  weigh  and  measure  any  parcel  of 
human  nature,  and  tell  you  exactly  what  it 
comes  to.  It  is  a  mere  question  of  figures, 
a  case  of  simple  arithmetic.  You  might  hope 
to  get  some  other  nonsensical  belief  into  the 
head  of  George  Gradgrind,  or  Augustus  Grad- 
grmd,  or  John  Gradgrind,  or  Joseph  Gradgrind, 
(all  supposititious,  non-existent  persons),  but  into 
the  head  of  Thomas  Gradgrind— no,  sir  ! 


In  such  terms  Mr.  Gradgrind  always  mentally 
introduced  himself,  whether  to  his  private  circle 
of  acquaintance,  or  to  the  public  in  general. 
In  such  terms,  no  doubt,  substituting  the  words 
"boys  and  girls"  for  "sir,"  Thomas  Gradgrind 
now  presented  Thomas  Gradgrind  to  the  little 
pitchers  before  him,  who  were  to  be  filled  so 
full  of  facts. 

Indeed,  as  he  eagerly  sparkled  at  them  from 
the  cellarage  before  mentioned,  he  seemed  a 
kind  of  cannon  loaded  to  the  muzzle  with  facts, 
and  prepared  to  blow  them  clean  out  of  the 
regions  of  childhood  at  one  discharge.  He 
seemed  a  galvanising  apparatus,  too,  charged 
with  a  grim  mechanical  substitute  for  the  tender 
young  imaginations  that  were  to  be  stormed 
away. 

"  Girl  number  twenty,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind, 
squarely  pointing  with  his  square  forefinger, 
"  I  don't  know  that  girl.     Who  is  that  girl  ?  " 

"  Sissy  Jupe,  sir,"  explained  number  twenty, 
blushing,  standing  up,  and  curtsying. 

"  Sissy  is  not  a  name,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind. 
"  Don't  call  yourself  Sissy.  Call  yourself  Ce- 
cilia." 

"  It's  father  as  calls  me  Sissy,  sir,"  returned 
the  young  girl  in  a  trembling  voice,  and  with 
another  curtsy. 

"Then  he  has  no  business  to  do  it,"  said  Mr. 
Gradgrind.  "  Tell  him  he  mustn't.  Cecilia 
Jupe.     Let  me  see.     What  is  your  father  ?  " 

"  He  belongs  to  the  horse-riding,  if  you 
please,  sir." 

Mr.  Gradgrind  frowned,  and  waved  off  the 
objectionable  calling  with  his  hand. 

"We  don't  want  to  know  anything  about  that 
here.  You  mustn't  tell  us  about  that  here. 
Your  father  breaks  horses,  don't  he  ?  " 

"  If  you  please,  sir,  when  they  can  get  any 
to  break,  they  do  break  horses  in  the  ring, 
sir." 

"  You  mustn't  tell  us  about  the  ring  here. 
Very  well,  then.  Describe  your  father  as  a 
horse-breaker.  He  doctors  sick  horses,  I  dare 
say  ?  " 

"Oh  yes,  sir!" 

"  Very  well,  then.  He  is  a  veterinary  sur- 
geon, a  farrier,  and  horse-breaker.  Give  me 
your  definition  of  a  horse." 

(Sissy  Jupe  thrown  into  the  greatest  alarm  by 
this  demand.) 

"  Girl  number  twenty  unable  to  define  a 
horse  ! "  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  for  the  general 
behoof  of  all  the  little  pitchers.  "  Girl  number 
twenty  possessed  of  no  facts  in  reference  to  one 
of  the  commonest  of  animals  !  Some  boy's 
definition  of  a  horse.     Bitzer,  yours." 


AL  WA  YS  IN  TRAINING. 


The  square  finger,  moving  here  and  there, 
lighted  suddenly  on  Bitzer,  perhaps,  because  he 
chanced  to  sit  in  the  same  ray  of  sun-light 
which,  darting  in  at  one  of  the  bare  windows 
of  the  intensely  whitewashed  room,  irradiated 
Sissy.  For,  the  boys  and  girls  sat  on  the  face 
of  the  inclined  plane  in  two  compact  bodies, 
divided  up  the  centre  by  a  narrow  interval ;  and 
Sissy,  being  at  the  corner  of  a  row  on  the  sunny 
side,  came  in  for  the  beginning  of  a  sunbeam, 
of  which  Bitzer,  being  at  the  corner  of  a  row 
on  the  other  side,  a  few  rows  in  advance, 
caught  the  end.  But,  whereas  the  girl  was  so 
dark-eyed  and  dark-haired  that  she  seemed  to 
receive  a  deeper  and  more  lustrous  colour  from 
the  sun  when  it  shone  upon  her,  the  boy  was 
so  light-eyed  and  light-haired  that  the  selfsame 
rays  appeared  to  draw  out  of  him  what  little 
colour  he  ever  possessed.  His  cold  eyes  would 
hardly  have  been  eyes,  but  for  the  short  ends  of 
lashes  which,  by  bringing  them  into  immediate 
contrast  with  something  paler  than  themselves, 
expressed  their  form.  His  short-cropped  hair 
might  have  been  a  mere  continuation  of  the 
sandy  freckles  on  his  forehead  and  face.  His  skin 
was  so  unwholesomely  deficient  in  the  natural 
tinge,  that  he  looked  as  though,  if  he  were  cut, 
he  would  bleed  white. 

"  Bitzer,"  said  Thomas  Gradgrind,  "  your  de- 
finition of  a  horse." 

"  Quadruped.  Graminivorous.  Forty  teeth, 
namely,  twenty-four  grinders,  four  eye-teeth,  and 
twelve  incisive.  Sheds  coat  in  the  spring  ;  in 
marshy  countries,  sheds  hoofs  too.  Hoofs  hard, 
but  requiring  to  be  shod  with  iron.  Age  known 
by  marks  in  mouth."  Thus  (and  much  more) 
Bitzer. 

"  Now,  girl  number  twenty,"  said  Mr.  Grad- 
grind, "  you  know  what  a  horse  is." 

She  curtsied  again,  and  would  have  blushed 
deeper,  if  she  could  have  blushed  deeper  than 
she  had  blushed  all  this  time.  Bitzer,  after 
rapidly  blinking  at  Thomas  Gradgrind  with 
both  eyes  at  once,  and  so  catching  the  light 
upon  his  quivering  ends  of  lashes  that  they 
looked  like  the  antennae  of  busy  insects,  put 
his  knuckles  to  his  freckled  forehead,  and  sat 
down  again. 

The  third  gentleman  now  stepped  forth.  A 
mighty  man  at  cutting  and  dr3-ing  he  was  ;  a 
government  officer ;  in  his  way  (and  in  most 
other  people's  too)  a  professed  pugilist ;  always 
in  training,  always  with  a  system  to  force  down 
the  general  throat  like  a  bolus,  always  to  be 
heard  of  at  the  bar  of  his  little  Public  Office, 
ready  to  fight  all  England.  To  continue  in 
fistic  jjhraseology,  he  had  a  genius  for  coming 


up  to  the  scratch,  wherever  and  whatever  it 
was,  and  proving  himself  an  ugly  customer. 
He  would  go  in  and  damage  any  subject  what- 
ever with  his  right,  follow  up  with  his  left,  stop, 
exchange,  counter,  bore  his  opponent  (he  always 
fought  All  England)  to  the  ropes,  and  fall  upon 
him  neatly.  He  was  certain  to  knock  the  wind 
out  of  common  sense,  and  render  that  unlucky 
adversary  deaf  to  the  call  of  time.  And  he  had 
it  in  charge  from  high  authority  to  bring  about 
the  great  Public  Office  Millennium,  when  Com- 
missioners should  reign  upon  earth. 

"  Very  well,"  said  this  gentleman,  briskly 
smiling,  and  folding  his  arms.  "  That's  a  horse. 
Now,  let  me  ask  you  girls  and  boys,  Would 
you  paper  a  room  with  representations  of 
horses  ?  " 

After  a  pause,  one  half  of  the  children  cried 
in  chorus,  "  Yes,  sir  !  "  Uppn  which  the  other 
half,  seeing  in  the  gentleman's  face  that  Yes 
was  wrong,  cried  out  in  chorus,  "  No,  sir  !  " — 
as  the  custom  is  in  these  examinations. 

'•  Of  course.  No.     Why  wouldn't  you?  " 

A  pause.  One  corpulent  slow  boy,  with  a 
wheezy  manner  of  breathing,  ventured  the 
answer.  Because  he  wouldn't  paper  a  room  at 
all,  but  would  paint  it. 

"  You  must  paper  it,"  said  the  gentleman 
rather  warmly. 

"You  must  paper  it,"  said  Thomas  Grad- 
grind, "  whether  you  like  it  or  not.  Don't 
tell  us  you  wouldn't  paper  it.  What  do  you 
mean,  boy  ?  " 

"  ril  explain  to  you,  then,"  said  the  gentle- 
man after  another  and  a  dismal  pause,  "  why 
you  wouldn't  paper  a  room  with  representations 
of  horses.  Do  you  ever  see  horses  walking  up 
and  down  the  sides  of  rooms  in  realit) — in 
fact  ?     Do  you  ?  " 

■"  Yes,  sir  !  "  from  one  half  "  No,  sir  !  " 
from  the  other. 

"  Of  course,  no,"  said  the  gentleman  with  an 
indignant  look  at  the  wrong  half.  "  Why,  then, 
you  are  not  to  see  anywhere  what  you  don't  see 
in  fact ;  you  are  not  to  have  anywhere  what  you 
don't  have  in  fact.  What  is  called  Taste  is  only 
another  name  for  Fact.'' 

Thomas  Gradgrind  nodded  his  approba- 
tion. 

"  This  is  a  new  principle,  a  discovery,  a  great 
discovery,"  said  the  gentleman.  "  Now,  I'll  try 
you  again.  Suppose  you  were  going  to  carpet  a 
room.  Would  you  use  a  carpet  having  a  re- 
presentation of  flowers  upon  it  ?  " 

There  being  a  general  conviction  by  this  time 
that  "  No,  sir  !  "  was  always  the  right  answer  to 
this   gentleman,   the    chorus  of    No   was   very 
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strong.     Only  a  few  feeble  stragglers  said  Yes; 
among  them  Sissy  Jupe. 

"Girl  number  twenty,"  said  the  gentleman, 
smiling  in  the  calm  strength  of  knowledge. 

Sissy  blushed  and  stood  up. 

"So  you  would  carpet  your  room — or  your 
husband's  room,  if  you  were  a  grown  woman, 
and  had  a  husband — with  representations  of 
flowers,  would  you  ? "  said  the  gentleman. 
'•  Why  would  you  ?  " 

"  If  you  please,  sir,  I  am  very  fond  of  flowers," 
returned  the  girl. 

"  And  is  that  why  you  would  put  tables  and 
chairs  upon  them,  and  have  people  walking  over 
them  with  heavy  boots  ?  " 

"  It  wouldn't  hurt  them,  sir.  They  wouldn't 
crush  and  wither  if  you  please,  sir.  They  would 
be  the  pictures  of  what  was  very  pretty  and 
pleasant,  and  I  would  fancy '' 

"  Ay,  ay,  ay  !  But  you  mustn't  fancy,"  cried 
the  gentleman,  quite  elated  by  coming  so 
happily  to  his  point.  "  That's  it !  You  are 
never  to  fancy." 

"  You  are  not,  Cecilia  Jupe,"  Thomas  Grad- 
grind  solemnly  repeated,  '"  to  do  anything  of 
that  kind." 

"  Fact,  fact,  fact  i  "  said  the  gentleman.  And 
"  Fact,  fact,  fact !  "  repeated  Thomas  Gradgrind. 

"  You  are  to  be  in  all  things  regulated  and 
governed,"  said  the  gentleman,  "  by  fact.  We 
hope  to  have,  before  long,  a  board  of  fact,  com- 
posed of  commissioners  of  fact,  who  will  force 
the  people  to  be  a  people  of  fact,  and  of  nothing 
but  fact.  You  must  discard  the  word  Fancy 
altogether.  You  have  nothing  to  do  with  it. 
You  are  not  to  have,  in  any  object  of  use  or 
ornament,  what  would  be  a  contradiction  in 
fact.  You  don't  walk  upon  flowers  in  fact ; 
you  cannot  be  allowed  to  walk  upon  flowers  in 
carpets.  You  don't  find  that  foreign  birds  and 
butterflies  come  and  perch  upon  your  crockery ; 
you  cannot  be  permitted  to  paint  foreign  birds 
and  butterflies  upon  your  crockery.  You  never 
meet  with  quadrupeds  going  up  and  down  walls; 
you  must  not  have  quadrupeds  represented 
upon  walls.  You  must  use,"  said  the  gentle- 
man, "  for  all  these  purposes,  combinations  and 
modifications  (in  primary  colours)  of  mathe- 
matical figures  which  are  susceptible  of  proof 
and  demonstration.  This  is  the  new  discovery. 
This  is  fact.     This  is  taste." 

The  girl  curtsied,  and  sat  down.  She  was 
very  young,  and  she  looked  as  if  she  were 
frightened  by  the  matter-of-fact  prospect  the 
world  aflbrded. 

"Now,  if  Mr.  M'Choakumchild,"  said  the 
gentleman,  "  will  proceed  to  give  his  first  lesson 


here,  Mr.  Gradgrind,  I  shall  be  happy,  at  youi 
request,  to  observe  his  mode  of  procedure." 

Mr.  Gradgrind  was  much  obliged.  "  Mr. 
M'Choakumchild,  we  only  wait  for  you." 

So,  Mr.  M'Choakumchild  began  in  his  best 
manner.  He,  and  some  one  hundred  and  forty 
other  schoolmasters,  had  been  lately  turned  at 
the  same  time,  in  the  same  factory,  on  the  same 
principles,  like  so  many  pianoforte  legs.  He 
had  been  put  through  an  immense  variety  of 
paces,  and  had  answered  volumes  of  head- 
breaking  questions.  Orthography,  etymology, 
syntax,  and  prosody,  biography,  astronomy,  geo- 
graphy, and  general  cosmography,  the  sciences 
of  compound  proportion,  algebra,  land  survey- 
ing and  levelling,  vocal  music,  and  drawing  from 
models,  were  all  at  the  ends  of  his  ten  chilled 
fingers.  He  had  worked  his  stony  way  into 
her  Majesty's  most  Honourable  Privy  Council's 
Schedule  15,  and  had  taken  the  bloom  off  the 
higher  branches  of  mathematics  and  physical 
science,  French,  German,  Latin,  and  Greek. 
He  knew  all  about  all  the  Water  Sheds  of  all 
the  world  (whatever  they  are),  and  all  the  his- 
tories of  all  the  peoples,  and  all  the  names  of 
all  the  rivers  and  mountains,  and  all  the  pro- 
ductions, manners,  and  customs  of  all  the 
countries,  and  all  their  boundaries  and  bearings 
on  the  two-and-thirty  points  of  the  compass. 
Ah,  rather  overdone,  Til'Choakumchild  !  If  he 
had  only  learnt  a  little  less,  how  infinitely  better 
he  might  have  taught  much  more  ! 

He  went  to  work,  in  this  preparatory  lesson, 
not  unlike  Morgiana  in  the  Forty  Thieves : 
looking  into  all  the  vessels  ranged  before  him, 
one  after  another,  to  see  what  they  contained. 
Say,  good  M'Choakumchild.  When,  from  thy 
boiling  store,  thou  shall  fill  each  jar  brimful  by- 
and-by,  dost  thou  think  that  thou  wilt  always 
kill  outright  the  robber  Fancy  lurking  within — 
or  sometmies  only  maim  him  and  distort  him  ? 


CHAPTER  III. 

A  LOOPHOLE. 

R.    GRADGRIND    walked    home- 
ward from  the  school  in  a  state  of 
considerable  satisfaction.    It  was  his 
^iMi'sy^ms   school,  and  he  intended  it  to  be  a 
i^iit^^^  model.     He  intended   every   child 
in   it  to   be  a  model— just  as  the 
young  Gradgrinds  were  all  models. 

There  were  five  young  Gradgrinds,  and 
they  were  models  every  one.     They  had  been 
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lectured  at  from  their  tenderest  years  ;  coursed 
like  little  hares.  Almost  as  soon  as  they  could 
run  alone,  they  had  been  made  to  run  to  the 
lecture-room.  The  first  object  with  which  they 
had  an  association,  or  of  which  they  had  a  re- 
membrance, was  a  large  black  board  with  a  dry 
Ogre  chalking  ghastly  white  figures  on  it. 

Not  that  they  knew,  by  name  or  nature,  any- 
thing about  an  Ogre.  Fact  forbid !  I  only 
used  the  word  to  e.Kpress  a  monster  in  a  lectur- 
ing castle,  with  Heaven  knows  how  many  heads 
manipulated  into  one,  taking  childhood  captive, 
and  dragging  it  into  gloomy  statistical  dens  by 
the  hair. 

No  little  Gradgrind  had  ever  seen  a  face  in 
the  moon  ;  it  was  up  in  the  moon  before  it  could 
speak  distinctly.  No  little  Gradgrind  had  ever 
learnt  the  silly  jingle.  Twinkle,  twinkle,  little 
star ;  how  I  wonder  what  you  are  !  No  little 
Gradgrind  had  ever  known  wonder  on  the  sub- 
ject, each  little  Gradgrind  having  at  five  years 
old  dissected  the  Great  Bear  like  a  Professor 
Owen,  and  driven  Charles's  Wain  like  a  loco- 
motive engine-driver.  No  little  Gradgrind  had 
ever  associated  a  cow  in  a  field  with  that  famous 
cow  with  the  crumpled  horn  who  tossed  the  dog 
who  worried  the  cat  who  killed  the  rat  who  ate 
the  malt,  or  with  that  yet  more  famous  cow  who 
swallowed  Tom  Thumb  :  it  had  never  heard  of 
those  celebrities,  and  had  only  been  introduceil 
to  a  cow  as  a  graminivorous  ruminating  quadru- 
ped with  several  stomachs. 

To  his  matter-of-fact  home,  which  was  called 
.Stone  Lodge,  Mr.  Gradgrind  directed  his  steps. 
He  had  virtually  retired  from  the  wholesale 
hardware  trade  before  he  built  Stone  Lodge, 
and  was  now  looking  about  for  a  suitable  oppor- 
tunity of  making  an  arithmetical  figure  in  Par- 
liament. Stone  Lodge  was  situated  on  a  moor 
within  a  mile  or  two  of  a  great  town — called 
Coketown  in  the  present  faithful  guide-book. 

A  very  regular  feature  on  the  face  of  the 
country,  Stone  Lodge  was.  Not  the  least  dis- 
guise toned  down  or  shaded  off  that  uncompro- 
mising fact  in  the  landscape.  ."V  great  square 
house,  with  a  heavy  portico  darkening  the  prin- 
cipal windows,  as  its  master's  heavy  brows  over- 
shadowed his  eyes.  A  calculated,  cast  up, 
balanced,  and  proved  house.  Six  windows  on 
this  side  of  the  door,  si.x  on  that  side  ;  a  total 
of  twelve  in  this  wing,  a  total  of  twelve  in  the 
other  wing;  four-and-twenty  carried  over  to  the 
back-wings.  A  lawn  and  garden  and  an  infant 
avenue,  all  ruled  straight  like  a  botanical  account 
book.  Gas  and  ventilation,  drainage  and  water 
service,  all  of  the  primcst  (juality.  Iron  clamps 
and    girders,    fire-proof    from    top   to   bottom ; 


mechanical  lifts  for  the  housemaids,  with  all 
their  bpushes  and  brooms;  everything  that  heart 
could  desire. 

Everything?  Well,  I  suppose  so.  The  little 
Gradgrinds  had  cabinets  in  various  departments 
of  science,  too.  They  had  a  little  concholo- 
gical  cabinet,  and  a  little  metallurgical  cabinet, 
and  a  little  mineralogical  cabinet ;  and  the 
specimens  were  all  arranged  and  labelled,  and 
the  bits  of  stone  and  ore  looked  as  though  they 
might  have  been  broken  from  the  parent  sub- 
stances by  those  tremendously  hard  instruments, 
their  own  names ;  and,  to  paraphrase  the  idle 
legend  of  Peter  Piper,  who  had  never  found  his 
way  into  their  nursery,  If  the  greedy  little  Grad- 
grinds grasped  at  more  than  this,  what  was  it, 
for  good  gracious  goodness'  sake,  that  the  greedy 
little  Gradgrinds  grasped  at  ? 

Their  father  walked  on  in  a  hopeful  and  satis- 
fied frame  of  mind.  He  was  an  affectionate 
father,  after  his  manner  ;  but  he  would  probably 
have  described  himself  (if  he  had  been  put,  like 
Sissy  Jupe,  upon  a  definition)  as  "an  eminently 
practical "  father.  He  had  a  particular  pride  in 
the  phrase  eminently  practical,  which  was  con- 
sidered to  have  a  special  application  to  him. 
Whatsoever  the  public  meeting  held  in  Coke- 
town,  and  whatsoever  the  subject  of  such  meet- 
ing, some  Coketowner  was  sure  to  seize  the 
occasion  of  alluding  to  his  eminently  practical 
friend  Gradgrind.  This  always  pleased  the 
eminently  practical  friend.  He  knew  it  to  be 
his  due,  but  his  due  was  acceptable. 

He  had  reached  the  neutral  ground  upon  the 
outskirts  of  the  town,  which  was  neither  town 
nor  country,  and  yet  was  either  spoiled,  when 
his  ears  were  invaded  by  the  sounds  of  music. 
The  clashing  and  banging  band  attached  to  the 
horse-riding  establishment,  which  had  there  set 
up  its  rest  in  a  wooden  pavilion,  was  in  full 
bray.  A  flag,  floating  from  the  summit  of  the 
temple,  proclaimed  to  mankind  that  it  was 
"  Sleary's  Horse-riding"  which  claimed  their 
suffrages.  Sleary  himself,  a  stout  modern  statue 
with  a  money-box  at  iiis  elbow,  in  an  ecclesias- 
tical niche  of  early  Gothic  architecture,  took 
the  money.  Miss  Josephine  Sleary,  as  some 
very  long  and  very  narrow  strips  of  printed  bill 
announced,  was  then  inaugurating  the  entertain- 
ments with  her  graceful  equestrian  Tyrolean 
flower  act.  Among  the  other  pleasing  but 
always  strictly  moral  wonders  which  must  be 
seen  to  be  believed,  Signor  Jupe  was  that  after- 
noon to  "elucitlate  the  diverting  accomplish- 
ments of  his  highly-trained  performing  dog 
Merrylegs."  He  was  also  to  exhibit  "  his  as- 
tounding feat  of  throwing  seventy-five  hundred- 
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weight  in  rapid  succession  back-handed  over 
his  head  thus  forming  a  fountain  of  solid  iron 
in  mid-air,  a  feat  never  before  attempted  in  this 
or  any  other  country  and  which  having  elicited 
such  rapturous  plaudits  from  enthusiastic  throngs 
it  cannot  be  withdrawn."  The  same  Signer  Jupe 
was  to  "  enliven  the  varied  performances  at  fre- 
quent intervals  with  his  chaste  Shakspearian 
quips  and  retorts."  Lastly,  he  was  to  wind 
them  up  by  appearing  in  his  favourite  character 
of  Mr.  William  Button,  of  Tooley  Street,  in 
"  the  highly  novel  and  laughable  hippo-come- 
dietta of  The  Tailor's  Journey  to  Brentford." 

Thomas  Gradgrind  took  no  heed  of  these 
trivialities,  of  course,  but  passed  on  as  a  prac- 
tical man  ought  to  pass  on,  either  brushing  the 
noisy  insects  from  his  thoughts,  or  consigning 
them  to  the  House  of  Correction.  But,  the 
turning  of  the  road  took  him  by  the  back  of  the 
booth,  and  at  the  back  of  the  booth  a  number 
of  children  were  congregated  in  a  number  of 
stealthy  attitudes,  striving  to  peep  in  at  the 
hidden  glories  of  the  place. 

This  brought  him  to  a  stop.  "  Now,  to  think 
of  these  vagabonds,"  said  he,  "  attracting  the 
young  rabble  from  a  model  school !  " 

A  space  of  stunted  grass  and  dry  rubbish 
being  between  him  and  the  young  rabble,  he 
took  his  eye-glass  out  of  his  waistcoat  to  look 
for  any  child  he  knew  by  name,  and  might 
order  off  Phenomenon  almost  incredible, 
though  distinctly  seen,  what  did  he  then  behold 
but  his  own  metallurgical  Louisa  peeping  with 
all  her  might  through  a  hole  in  a  deal  board, 
and  his  own  mathematical  Thomas  abasing  him- 
self on  the  ground  to  catch  but  a  hoof  of  the 
graceful  equestrian  Tyrolean  flower  act ! 

Dumb  with  amazement,  Mr.  Gradgrind  crossed 
to  the  spot  where  his  family  was  thus  disgraced, 
laid  his  hand  upon  each  erring  child,  and  said  : 

"Louisa!  !     Thomas!  !" 

Both  rose,  red  and  disconcerted.  But,  Louisa 
looked  at  her  father  with  more  boldness  than 
Thomas  did.  Indeed,  Thomas  did  not  look  at 
him,  but  gave  himself  up  to  be  taken  home  like 
a  machine. 

"  \\\  the  name  of  wonder,  idleness,  and  folly  !" 
said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  leading  each  away  by  a 
hand  ;  "  what  do  you  do  here  ?" 

"  Wanted  to  see  what  it  was  like,"  returned 
Louisa,  shortly. 
I     "What  it  was  like?" 

"  Yes,  father." 

There  was  an  air  of  jaded  sullenness  in  them 
both,  and  particularly  in  the  girl :  yet.  struggling 
through  the  dissatisfaction  of  her  face,  there  was 
a  light  with  nothing  to  rest  upon,  a  fire  with 


nothing  to  burn,  a  starved  imagination  keeping 
life  in  itself  somehow,  which  brightened  its  ex- 
pression. Not  with  the  brightness  natural  to 
cheerful  youth,  but  with  uncertain,  eager,  doubt- 
ful flashes,  which  had  something  painful  in  tliem, 
analogous  to  the  changes  on  a  blind  face  groping 
its  way. 

She  was  a  child  now  of  fifteen  or  sixteen  ;  but 
at  no  distant  day  would  seem  to  become  a 
woman  all  at  once.  Her  father  thought  so  as 
he  looked  at  her.  She  was  pretty.  Would  have 
been  self-willed  (he  thought  in  his  eminently 
practical  way),  but  for  her  bringing-up. 

"  Thomas,  though  I  have  the  fact  before  me, 
I  find  it  difficult  to  believe  that  you,  with  your 
education  and  resources,  should  have  brought 
your  sister  to  a  scene  like  this." 

"  I  brought  Jiini,  father,"  said  Louisa  quickl_\-. 
"  I  asked  him  to  come." 

"I  am  sorry  to  hear  it.  I  am  very  sony 
indeed  to  hear  it.  It  makes  Thomas  no  better, 
and  it  makes  you  worse,  Louisa." 

She  looked  at  her  father  again,  but  no  tear 
fell  down  her  cheek. 

"  You  !  Thomas  and  you,  to  whom  tire  circle 
of  the  sciences  is  open ;  Thomas  and  you,  who 
may  be  said  to  be  replete  with  facts  ;  Thomas 
and  you,  who  have  been  trained  to  mathematical 
exactness  ;  Thomas  and  you,  here  !  "  cried  Mr. 
Gradgrind.  "  In  this  degraded  position  !  I  am 
amazed." 

"  I  was  tired,  father.  I  have  been  tired  a 
long  time,"  said  Louisa. 

"Tired!  Of  what?"  asked  the  astonished 
father. 

"  I  don't  know  of  what — of  everything  I  think.'' 

"  Say  not  another  word,"  returned  Mr.  Grad- 
grind. "You  are  childish.  I  will  hear  no  more." 
He  did  not  speak  again  until  they  had  walked 
some  half  a  mile  in  silence,  when  he  gravely 
broke  out  with  :  "  What  would  your  best  friends 
say,  Louisa  ?  Do  you  attach  no  value  to  their 
good  opinion  ?  What  would  Mr.  Bounderby 
say?" 

At  the  mention  of  this  name  his  daughter 
stole  a  look  at  him,  remarkable  for  its  intense 
and  searching  character.  He  saw  nothing  of  it, 
for,  before  he  looked  at  her,  she  had  again  cast 
down  her  eyes  ! 

"  AVhat,"  he  repeated  presently,  "  would  Mr. 
Bounderby  say?"  All  the  way  to  Stone  Lodge, 
as  with  grave  indignation  he  led  the  two  delin- 
quents home,  he  repeated  at  intervals,  "  What 
would  Mr.  Bounderby  say?"— as  if  Mr.  Boun- 
derby had  been  Mrs.  Grundy. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

MR.   BOUNnERBY. 

JOT  being  Mrs.  Grundy,  who  was  Mr. 
Bounderby  ? 

Wliy,  Mr.  Bounderby  was  as  near 
being  Mr.  Gradgrind's  bosom  friend 
as  a  man  perfectly  devoid  of  senti- 
ment can  approach  that  spiritual 
relationship  towards  another  man  per- 
fectly devoid  of  sentiment.  So  near  was 
Mr.  Bounderby — or,  if  the  reader  should  prefer 
it,  so  far  off. 

He  was  a  rich  man  :  banker,  merchant,  manu- 
facturer, and  what  not.  A  big,  loud  man,  with 
a  stare,  and  a  metallic  laugh.  A  man  made  out 
of  a  coarse  material,  which  seemed  to  have  been 
stretched  to  make  so  much  of  him.  A  man 
with  a  great  puffed  head  and  forehead,  swelled 
veins  in  his  temples,  and  such  a  strained  skin  to 
his  face  that  it  seemed  to  hold  his  eyes  open, 
and  lift  his  eyebrows  up.  A  man  with  a  per- 
vading appearance  on  him  of  being  inflated  like 
a  balloon,  and  ready  to  start.  A  man  who  could 
never  sufficiently  vaunt  himself  a  self-made  man. 
A  man  who  was  always  proclaiming,  through 
that  brassy  speaking  trumpet  of  a  voice  of  his, 
his  old  ignorance  and  his  old  poverty.  A  man 
who  was  the  Bully  of  humility. 

A  year  or  two  younger  than  his  eminently 
practical  friend,  Mr.  Bounderby  looked  older; 
his  seven  or  eight  and  forty  might  have  had  the 
seven  or  eight  added  to  it  again,  without  sur- 
prising anybody.  He  had  not  much  hair.  One 
might  have  fancied  he  had  talked  it  off;  and 
that  what  was  left,  all  standing  up  in  disorder, 
was  in  that  condition  from  being  constantly 
blown  about  by  his  windy  boastfulness. 

In  the  formal  drawing-room  of  Stone  Lodge, 
standing  on  the  hearth-rug,  warming  himself 
before  the  fire,  Mr.  Bounderby  delivered  some 
observations  to  Mrs.  Gradgrind  on  the  circum- 
stance of  its  being  his  birthday.  He  stood 
before  the  fire,  partly  because  it  was  a  cool 
spring  afternoon,  though  the  sun  shone  ;  partly 
because  the  shade  of  Stone  Lodge  was  always 
haunted  by  the  ghost  of  damp  mortar ;  partly 
because  he  thus  took  up  a  commanding  position, 
from  which  to  subdue  Mrs.  Gradgrind. 

"  I  hadn't  a  shoe  to  my  foot.  As  to  a  stock- 
ing, I  didn't  know  such  a  thing  by  name.  I 
passed  the  day  in  a  ditcli,  and  the  night  in  a 
pigsty.  That's  the  way  I  spent  my  tenth  birth- 
day. Not  that  a  ditch  was  new  to  me,  for  I 
was  born  in  a  ditch." 

Mrs.  Gradgrind,  a  little,  thin,  white,  pink-eyed 


bundle  of  shawls,  of  surpassing  feebleness,  mental 
and  bodily;  who  was  always  taking  physic  with- 
out any  effect,  and  who,  whenever  she  showed 
a  symptom  of  coming  to  life,  was  invariably 
stunned  by  some  weighty  piece  of  fact  tumbling 
on  her ;  Mrs.  Gradgrind  hoped  it  was  a  dry 
ditch  ? 

"  No  !  As  wet  as  a  sop.  A  foot  of  water  in 
it,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby. 

"  Enough  to  give  a  baby  cold,"  Mrs.  Gradgrind 
considered. 

"  Cold  !  I  was  born  with  inflammation  of  the 
lungs,  and  of  everything  else,  I  believe,  that  was 
capable  of  inflammation,"  returned  Mr.  Boun- 
derby. "  For  years,  ma'am,  I  was  one  of 
the  most  miserable  little  wretches  ever  seen. 
I  was  so  sickly  that  I  was  always  moaning 
and  groaning.  I  was  so  ragged  and  dirty, 
that  you  wouldn't  have  touched  me  with  a 
l)air  of  tongs." 

Mrs.  Gradgrind  faintly  looked  at  the  tongs, 
as  the  most  appropriate  thing  her  imbecility 
could  think  of  doing. 

"  How  I  fought  through  it  /  don't  know," 
said  Bounderby.  "  I  was  determined,  I  sup- 
pose. I  have  been  a  determined  character  in 
later  life,  and  I  suppose  I  was  then.  Here  I  am, 
Mrs.  Gradgrind,  anyhow,  and  nobody  to  thank 
for  my  being  here  but  myself" 

Mrs.  Gradgrind  meekly  and  weakly  hoped 
that  his  mother 

"  j^/y  mother  !  Bolted,  ma'am!"  said  Boun- 
derby. 

Mrs.  Gradgrind,  stunned  as  usual,  collapsed 
and  gave  it  up. 

"  My  mother  left  me  to  my  grandmother," 
said  Bounderby ;  "  and,  accordin|;  to  the  best 
of  my  remembrance,  my  grandm&ther  was  the 
wickedest  and  the  worst  old  wo^lan  that  ever 
lived.  If  I  got  a  little  pair  of  shoes  by  any 
chance,  she  would  take  'em  off"  and  sell  'cm  for 
drink.  Why,  I  have  known  that  grandmother 
of  mine  lie  in  her  bed  and  drink  her  four-teen 
glasses  of  liquor  before  breakfast  !" 

Mrs.  Gradgrind,  weakly  smiling,  and  giving 
no  other  sign  of  vitality,  looked  (as  she  always 
did)  like  an  in(Hfferently-executed  transparency 
of  a  small  female  figure,  without  enough  light 
behind  it. 

"  She  kept  a  chandler's  shop,"  pursued  Boun- 
derby, "  and  kept  me  in  an  egg-box.  Tliat  was 
the  cot  of  my  infancy ;  an  old  egg-box.  As  soc.i 
as  I  was  big  enough  to  run  away,  of  course  I 
ran  away.  Then  I  became  a  young  vagabond ; 
and,  instead  of  one  old  woman  knocking  me 
about  and  starving  me,  everybody  of  all  ages 
knocked  me  about  and  starved  me.     Thev  were 
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right ;  they  had  no  business  to  do  anything  else. 
I  was  a  nuisance,  an  encumbrance,  and  a  pest. 
I  know  that  very  well." 

His  pride  in  having  at  any  time  of  his  life 
achieved  such  a  great  social  distinction  as  to  be 
a  nuisance,  an  encumbrance,  and  a  pest  was 
only  to  be  satisfied  by  three  sonorous  repetitions 
of  the  boast. 

"  I  was  to  pull  through  it,  I  suppose,  Mrs. 
Gradgrind.  Whether  I  was  to  do  it  or  not, 
ma'am,  I  did  it.  I  pulled  through  it,  though 
nobody  threw  me  out  a  rope.  Vagabond, 
errand-boy,  vagabond,  labourer,  porter,  clerk, 
chief  manager,  small  partner,  Josiah  Bounderby 
of  Coketown.  Those  are  the  antecedents,  and 
the  culmination.  Josiah  Bounderby  of  Coke- 
town  learnt  his  letters  from  the  outsides  of  the 
shops,  Mrs.  Gradgrind,  and  was  first  able  to  tell 
the  time  upon  a  dial-plate  from  studying  the 
steeple  clock  of  St.  Giles's  Church,  London, 
under  the  direction  of  a  drunken  cripple,  who 
was  a  convicted  thief  and  an  incorrigible  vagrant. 
Tell  Josiah  Bounderby  of  Coketown  of  your 
district  schools,  and  your  model  schools,  and  your 
training  schools,  and  your  whole  kettle- offish  of 
schools ;  and  Josiah  Bounderby  of  Coketown 
tells  you  plainly,  all  right,  all  correct — he  hadn't 
such  advantages — but  let  us  have  hard-heatied, 
solid-fisted  people — the  education  that  made  him 
w'on't  do  for  everybody,  he  knows  w-ell — such  and 
such  his  education  was,  however,  and  you  may 
force  him  to  swallow  boihng  fat,  but  you  shall 
never  force  him  to  suppress  the  facts  of  his  life." 

Being  heated  when  he  arrived  at  this  climax, 
Josiah  Bounderby  of  Coketown  stopped.  He 
stopped  just  as  his  eminently  practical  friend, 
still  accompanied  by  the  two  young  culprits, 
entered  the  room.  His  eminently  practical 
friend,  on  seeing  him,  stopped  also,  and  gave 
Louisa  a  reproachful  look  that  plainly  said, 
■'  Behold  your  Bounderby  !  " 

"  Well !  "  blustered  Mr.  Bounderby,  "  what's 
the  matter?  What  is  young  Thomas  in  the 
dumps  about  ?  " 

He  spoke  of  young  Thomas,  but  he  looked  at 
Louisa. 

"  We  vi^ere  peeping  at  the  circus,"  muttered 
Louisa  haughtily,  without  lifting  up  her  eyes, 
"  and  father  caught  us." 

"  And,  Mrs.  Gradgrind,"  said  her  husband  in 
a  lofty  manner,  "  I  should  as  soon  have  e.xpected 
to  find  my  children  reading  poetry." 

"  Dear  me  !  "  whimpered  Mrs.  Gradgrind. 
"  How  can  you,  Louisa  and  Thomas  ?  I  won- 
der at  you.  I  declare  you're  enough  to  make 
one  regret  ever  having  had  a  family  at  all.  I 
have   a   great   mind   to  say   I  wish   I    hadn't. 


Then  what  would  you  have  done,  I  should  like 
to  know  ?  " 

Mr.  Gradgrind  did  not  seem  favourably  im- 
pressed by  these  cogent  remarks.  He  frowned 
impatiently. 

"  As  if,  with  my  head  in  its  present  throbbing 
state,  you  couldn't  go  and  look  at  the  shells  and 
minerals  and  things  provided  for  you,  instead  of 
circuses!"  said  Mrs.  Gradgrind.  '' You  know, 
as  well  as  I  do,  no  young  people  have  circus 
masters,  or  keep  circuses  in  cabinets,  or  attend 
lectures  about  circuses.  What  can  you  possilsly 
want  to  know  of  circuses,  then  ?  I  am  sure 
you  have  enough  to  do,  if  that's  what  you  want. 
With  my  head  in  its  present  state,  I  couldn't 
remember  the  mere  names  of  half  the  facts  you 
have  got  to  attend  to." 

"  That's  the  reason  ! "  pouted  Louisa. 

"  Don't  tell  me  that's  the  reason,  because  it 
can  be  nothing  of  the  sort,"  said  Mrs.  Grad- 
grind. "Go  and  be  somethingological  directly." 
Mrs.  Gradgrind  was  not  a  scientific  character, 
and  usually  dismissed  her  children  to  their 
studies  with  this  general  injunction  to  choose 
their  pursuit. 

In  truth,  Mrs.  Gradgrind's  stock  of  facts  in 
general  was  woefully  defective  ;  but  Mr.  Grad- 
grind, in  raising  her  to  her  high  matrimonial 
position,  had  been  influenced  by  two  rea- 
sons. Firstly,  she  was  most  satisfactory  as 
a  question  of  figures  ;  and,  secondly,  she  had 
"  no  nonsense "  about  her.  By  nonsense  he 
meant  fancy ;  and  truly  it  is  probable  she  was 
as  free  from  any  alloy  of  that  nature  as  any 
human  being  not  arrived  at  the  perfection  of  an 
absolute  idiot  ever  was. 

The  simple  circumstance  of  being  left  alone 
with  her  husband  and  Mr.  Bounderby  was  suf- 
ficient to  stun  this  admirable  lady  again,  without 
collision  between  herself  and  any  other  fact. 
So  she  once  more  died  aw-ay,  and  nobody 
minded  her. 

"  Bounderby,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  drawing 
a  chair  to  the  fireside,  "you  are  always  so 
interested  in  my  young  people — particularly  in 
Louisa—  that  I  make  no  apology  for  saying  to 
you,  I  am  very  much  vexed  by  this  discovery. 
I  have  systematically  devoted  myself  (as  you 
know)  to  the  education  of  the  reason  of  my 
family.  The  reason  is  (as  you  know)  the  only 
faculty  to  which  education  should  be  addressed. 
And  yet,  Bounderby,  it  would  appear  from  this 
unexpected  circumstance  of  to-day,  though  in 
itself  a  trifling  one,  as  if  something  had  crept 
into  Thomas's  and  Louisa's  minds  which  is — or 
rather,  which  is  not — I  don't  know  that  I  can 
express  myself   better  than    by  saying — which 
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has  never  been  intended  to  be  developed,  and 
in  which  their  reason  has  no  part." 

'■  There  certainly  is  no  reason  in  looking  with 
interest  at  a  parcel  of  vagabonds,''  returned 
Bounderby.  "  When  I  was  a  vagabond  myself, 
nobody  looked  with  any  interest  at  mc ;  I  know 
that." 

"  Then  comes  the  question,"  said  the  emi- 
nently practical  father,  with  his  eyes  on  the 
fire,  "  in  what  has  this  vulgar  curiosity  its 
rise  ?" 

"  I'll  tell  you  in  what.    In  idle  imagination." 

"  I  hope  not,"  said  the  eminently  practical  ; 
"  I  confess,  however,  that  the  misgiving  has 
crossed  me  on  my  way  home." 

"  In  idle  imagination,  Gradgrind,"  repeated 
Bounderby.  "Avery  bad  thing  for  anybody, 
but  a  cursed  bad  thing  for  a  girl  like  Louisa. 
I  should  ask  Mrs.  Gradgrind's  pardon  for  strong 
expressions,  but  that  she  knows  very  well  I  am 
not  a  refined  character.  Whoever  expects  re- 
finement in  7ne  will  be  disappointed.  I  hadn't 
a  refined  bringlng-up." 

"  Whether,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  pondering 
with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  his  cavernous 
eyes  on  the  fire,  "  whether  any  instructor  or 
servant  can  have  suggested  anything  ?  Whether 
Louisa  or  Thomas  can  have  been  reading  any- 
thing ?  Whether,  in  spite  of  all  precautions, 
any  idle  story  book  can  have  got  into  the  house? 
Because,  in  minds  that  have  been  practically 
formed  by  rule  and  line  from  the  cradle  up- 
wards, this  is  so  curious,  so  incomprehensible  !" 

"  Stop  a  bit  1"  cried  Bounderby,  who  all  this 
time  had  been  standing,  as  before,  on  the  hearth, 
bursting  at  the  very  furniture  of  the  room  with 
explosive  humility.  "  You  have  one  of  those 
strollers'  children  in  the  school." 

"  Cecilia  Jupe  by  name,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind 
with  something  of  a  stricken  look  at  his  friend. 

"  Now,  stop  a  bit !"  cried  Bounderby  again. 
"  How  did  she  come  there  ?" 

'■  Why,  the  fact  is,  I  saw  the  girl  myself,  for 
the  first  time,  only  just  now.  She  specially 
applied  here  at  the  house   to  be  admitted,  as 

not  regularly  belonging   to  our  town,  and 

Yes,  you  are  right,  Bounderby,  you  are  right." 

"  Now,  stop  a  bit ! "  cried  Bounderby  once 
more.     "  Louisa  saw  her  when  she  came  ?  " 

"  Louisa  certainly  did  see  her,  for  she  men- 
tioned the  application  to  me.  But  Louisa  saw 
her,  I  have  no  doubt,  in  Mrs.  Gradgrind's 
presence." 

"  Pray,  Mrs.  Gradgrind,"  said  Bounderby, 
"  what  passed  ?  " 

"Oh,  my  poor  health  ! "  returned  Mrs.  Grad- 
grind.   "  The  girl  wanted  to  come  to  the  school, 


and  Mr.  Gradgrind  wanted  girls  to  come  to  the 
school,  and  Louisa  and  Thomas  both  said  that 
the  girl  wanted  to  come,  and  that  Mr.  Grad- 
grind wanted  girls  to  come,  and  how  was  it 
possible  to  contradict  them  when  such  was  the 
tact  ?  " 

"  Now,  I  tell  you  what,  Gradgrind,"  said  Mr. 
Bounderby.  "  Turn  this  girl  to  the  right-about, 
and  there's  an  end  of  it." 

"  I  am  much  of  your  opinion." 

"  Do  it  at  once,"  said  Bounderby,  "  has  always 
been  my  motto  from  a  child.  When  I  thought 
I  would  run  away  from  my  egg-box  and  my 
grandmother,  I  did  it  at  once.  Do  you  the 
same.     Do  this  at  once  !  " 

"  Are  you  walking  ?  "  asked  his  friend.  "  I 
have  the  father's  address.  Perhaps  you  would 
not  mind  walking  to  town  with  me  ?  " 

"  Not  the  least  in  the  world,"  said  Mr. 
Bounderby,  "  as  long  as  you  do  it  at  once  !  " 

So,  Mr.  Bounderby  threw  on  his  hat — he 
always  threw  it  on,  as  expressing  a  man  who 
had  been  far  too  busily  employed  in  making 
himself,  to  acquire  any  fashion  of  wearing  his 
hat — and,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  saun- 
tered out  into  the  hall.  "  I  never  wear  gloves," 
it  was  his  custom  to  say.  "  I  didn't  climb  up 
the  ladder  in  llu-m.  Shouldn't  be  so  high  up  if 
I  had." 

Being  left  to  saunter  in  the  hall  a  minute  or 
two  while  Mr.  Gradgrind  went  up-stairs  for  the 
address,  he  opened  the  door  of  the  children's 
study,  and  looked  into  that  serene  floor-clothed 
apartment,  which,  notwithstanding  its  bookcases 
and  its  cabinets,  and  its  variety  of  learned  and 
philosophical  appliances,  had  much  of  the  genial 
aspect  of  a  room  devoted  to  hair-cutting.  Louisa 
languidly  leaned  upon  the  window,  looking  out, 
without  looking  at  anything,  while  young  Thomas 
stood  sniffing  revengefully  at  the  fire.  Adam 
Smith  and  Malthus,  two  younger  Gradgrinds, 
were  out  at  lecture  in  custody  ;  and  little  Jane, 
after  manufacturing  a  good  deal  of  moist  pipe- 
clay on  her  face  with  slate-pencil  and  tears,  had 
fallen  asleep  over  vulgar  fractions. 

"  It's  all  right  now,  Louisa ;  it's  aU  right, 
)'oung  Thomas,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby ;  "  you 
won't  do  so  any  more.  I'll  answer  for  its  being 
all  over  with  father.  Weil,  Louisa,  that's  worth 
a  kiss,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"You  can  take  one,  Mr.  Bounderby,"  returned 
Louisa,  when  she  had  coldly  paused,  and  slowly 
walked  across  the  room,  and  ungraciously  raised 
her  cheek  towards  him,  with  her  face  turned 
away. 

"  Always  my  pet ;  ain't  you,  Louisa  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Bounderby.     "  Good-bye,  Louisa !  " 
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He  went  his  way,  but  she  stood  on  the  same 
spot,  rubbing  the  cheek  he  had  kissed  with  her 
handkerchief  until  it  was  burning  red.  She  was 
still  doing  this  five  minutes  afterwards. 

"  \\'hat  are  you  about.  Loo  ?  "  her  brother 
sulkily  remonstrated.  "  You'll  rub  a  hole  in 
yoiu:  face." 

"  You  may  cut  the  piece  out  with  your  pen- 
knife if  you  like,  Tom.     I  wouldn't  cry  ! " 


CHAPTER  V. 


THE     KEY-NOTE. 


OKETOWN,  to  which  Messr.s. 
Bounderby  and  Gradgrind  now 
walked,  was  a  triumph  of  fact ;  it 
had  no  greater  taint  of  fancy  in  it 
than  Mrs.  Gradgrind  herself  Let 
us  strike  the  key-note,  Coketown, 
before  pursuing  our  tune. 

It  was  a  town  of  red  brick,  or  of 
brick  that  would  have  been  red  if  the  smoke 
and  ashes  had  allowed  it ;  but,  as  matters  stood, 
it  was  a  town  of  unnatural  red  and  black,  like 
the  painted  face  of  a  savage.  It  was  a  town  of 
machinery  and  tall  chimneys,  out  of  wliich 
interminable  serpents  of  smoke  trailed  them- 
selves for  ever  and  ever,  and  never  got  uncoiled. 
It  had  a  black  canal  in  it,  and  a  river  that  ran 
purple  with  ill-smelling  dye,  and  vast  piles  of 
building  full  of  windows  where  there  was  a 
rattling  and  a  trembling  all  day  long,  and  where 
the  piston  of  the  steam-engine  worked  mono- 
tonously up  and  down,  like  the  head  of  an 
elephant  in  a  state  of  melancholy  madness.  It 
contained  several  large  streets  all  very  like  one 
another,  and  many  small  streets  still  more  like 
one  another,  inhabited  by  people  equally  like 
one  another,  who  all  went  in  and  out  at  the 
same  hours,  with  the  same  sound  upon  the  same 
pavements,  to  do  the  same  work,  and  to  whom 
every  day  was  the  same  as  yesterday  and  to- 
morrow, and  every  year  the  counterpart  of  the 
last  and  the  next. 

These  attributes  of  Coketown  were  in  the 
main  inseparable  from  the  work  by  \vhich  it 
was  sustained  ;  against  them  were  to  be  set  off 
comforts  of  life  which  found  their  w-ay  all  over 
the  world,  and  elegancies  of  Hfe  which  made, 
we  will  not  ask  how  much  of  the  fine  lady,  who 
could  scarcely  bear  to  hear  the  place  mentioned. 
The  rest  of  its  features  were  voluntary,  and  they 
were  these. 

You  saw  nothing  in  Coketown  but  what  was 


severely  workful.  If  the  members  of  a  religious 
persuasion  built  a  chapel  there — as  the  mem- 
bers of  eighteen  religious  persuasions  had  done 
— they  made  it  a  pious  warehouse  of  red  brick, 
with  sometimes  (but  this  is  only  in  highly-orna- 
mented examples)  a  bell  in  a  bird-cage  on  the 
top  of  it.  The  solitary  exception  was  the  New 
Church;  a  stuccoed  edifice  with  a  square  steeple 
over  the  door,  terminating  in  four  short  pin- 
nacles like  florid  wooden  legs.  All  the  public 
inscriptions  in  the  town  were  painted  alike,  in 
severe  characters  of  black  and  white.  The  gaol 
might  have  been  the  infirmary,  the  infirmary 
might  have  been  the  gaol,  the  Town-hall  might 
have  been  either,  or  both,  or  anything  else,  for 
anything  that  appeared  to  the  contrary  in  the 
graces  of  their  construction.  Fact,  fact,  fact, 
everywhere  in  the  material  aspect  of  the  town  ; 
fact,  fact,  fact,  everywhere  in  the  immaterial. 
The  M'Choakumchild  school  was  all  fact,  and 
the  school  of  design  was  all  fact,  and  the  rela- 
tions between  master  and  man  were  all  fact,  and 
everything  was  fact  between  the  l)'ing-in  hospital 
and  the  cemetery,  and  what  you  couldn't  state 
in  figures,  or  show  to  be  purchasable  in  the 
cheapest  market  and  saleable  in  the  dearest,  was 
not,  and  never  should  be,  world  without  end. 
Amen. 

A  town  so  sacred  to  fact,  and  so  triumjjhant 
in  its  assertion,  of  course  got  on  well  ?  Why, 
no,  not  quite  well.     No  ?     Dear  me  ! 

No.  Coketown  did  not  come  out  of  its  own 
furnaces  in  all  respects  like  gold  that  had  stood 
the  fire.  First,  the  perplexing  mystery  of  the 
place  was.  Who  belonged  to  the  eighteen  deno- 
minations ?  Because,  whoever  did,  the  labour- 
ing people  did  not.  It  was  very  strange  to  walk 
through  the  streets  on  a  Sunday  morning,  and 
note  how  few  of  t/iem  the  barbarous  jangling  of 
bells,  that  was  driving  the  sick  and  nervous  mad, 
called  away  from  their  own  quarter,  from  their 
own  close  rooms,  from  the  corners  of  their  own 
streets,  where  they  lounged  listlessly,  gazing  at 
all  the  church  and  chapel  going,  as  at  a  thing 
with  which  they  had  no  manner  of  concern.  Nor 
was  it  merely  the  stranger  who  noticed  this,  be- 
cause there  was  a  native  organisation  in  Coke- 
town itself,  whose  members  were  to  be  heard  of 
in  the  House  of  Commons  every  session,  indig- 
nantly petitioning  for  acts  of  Parliament  that 
should  make  these  people  religious  by  main 
force.  Then  came  the  Teetotal  Society,  who 
complained  that  these  same  people  would  get 
drunk,  and  showed  in  tabular  statements  that 
they  did  get  drunk,  and  proved  at  tea-parties 
that  no  inducement,  human  or  divine  (except 
a  medal),  would  induce  them  to  forego  their 
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custom  of  getting  drunk.  Then  came  the  che- 
mist and  druggist,  with  other  tabular  statements, 
showing  that  when  they  didn't  get  drunk,  they 
took  opium.  Then  came  the  experienced  chap- 
lain of  the  gaol,  with  more  tabular  statements, 
outdoing  all  the  previous  tabular  statements, 
and  showing  that  the  same  people  ^voidd  resort 
to  low  haunts,  hidden  from  the  public  eye, 
where  they  heard  low  singing  and  saw  low 
dancing,  and  mayhap  joined  in  it ;  and  where 
.v.  B.,  aged  twenty-four  next  birthday,  and  com- 
mitted for  eighteen  months'  solitary,  had  himself 
said  (not  that  he  had  ever  shown  himself  parti- 
cularly worthy  of  belief)  his  ruin  began,  as  he 
was  perfectly  sure  and  confident  that  otherwise 
he  would  have  been  a  tiptop  moral  specimen. 
Then  came  Mr.  Gradgrind  and  Mr.  Bounderby, 
the  two  gentlemen  at  this  present  moment  walk- 
ing through  Coketo^Ti,  and  both  eminently  prac- 
tical, who  could,  on  occasion,  furnish  more  tabular 
statements  derived  from  their  own  personal  ex- 
perience, and  illustrated  by  cases  they  had 
knowii  and  seen,  from  which  it  clearly  appeared 
— in  short,  it  was  the  only  clear  thing  in  the 
case — that  these  same  people  were  a  bad  lot 
altogether,  gentlemen  ;  that,  do  what  you  would 
for  them,  they  were  never  thankful  for  it,  gentle- 
men ;  that  they  were  restless,  gentlemen ;  that 
they  never  knew  what  they  wanted ;  that  they 
lived  upon  the  best,  and  bought  fresh  butter ; 
and  insisted  on  Mocha  coffee,  and  rejected  all 
but  prime  parts  of  meat,  and  yet  were  eternally 
dissatisfied  and  unmanageable.  In  short,  it  was 
the  moral  of  the  old  nursery  fable  : 

"  There  was  an  old  woman,  and  what  do  you  think  ? 
She  lived  upon  nothing  but  victuals  and  drink  ; 
Victuals  and  drink  were  the  whole  of  her  diet. 
And  yet  this  old  woman  would  NEVER  be  quiet." 

Is  it  possible,  I  wonder,  that  there  was  any 
analogy  between  the  case  of  the  Coketown  popu- 
lation and  the  case  of  the  little  Gradgrinds  ? 
Surely,  none  of  us,  in  our  sober  senses  and 
acquainted  with  figures,  are  to  be  told,  at  this 
time  of  day,  that  one  of  the  foremost  elements 
in  the  existence  of  the  Cokcto^vn  working-people 
had  been,  for  scores  of  years,  deliberately  set  at 
nought  ?  That  there  was  any  fancy  in  them  de- 
manding to  be  brought  into  healthy  existence, 
instead  of  struggling  on  in  convulsions  ?  That, 
exactly  in  the  ratio  as  they  worked  long  and 
monotonously,  the  craving  grew  within  them  for 
some  physical  relief — some  relaxation,  encou- 
raging good-humour  and  good  spirits,  and  giving 
them  a  vent — some  recognised  holiilay,  though 
it  were  but  for  an  honest  dance  to  a  stirring 
band  of  music — some  occasional  light  pie  in 


which  even  M'Choakumchild  had  no  finger — 
which  craving  must  and  would  be  satisfied 
aright,  or  must  and  would  inevitably  go  wrong, 
until  the  laws  of  the  Creation  were  repealed  ? 

"  This  man  lives  at  Pod's  End,  and  I  don't 
quite  know  Pod's  End,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind. 
"  Which  is  it,  Bounderby  ?  " 

Mr.  Bounderby  knew  it  was  somewhere  down 
town,  but  knew  no  more  respecting  it.  So  they 
stopped  for  a  moment,  looking  about. 

Almost  as  they  did  so,  there  came  running 
round  the  corner  of  the  street,  at  a  quick  pace 
and  with  a  frightened  look,  a  girl  whom  Mr. 
Gradgrind  recognised.  "  Halloa  !  "  said  he. 
"Stop!  Where  are  you  going?  Stop!"  Girl 
number  twenty  stopped  then,  palpitating,  and 
made  him  a  curtsy. 

"  Why  are  you  tearing  about  the  streets,"  said 
Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  in  this  improper  manner  ?  " 

"  I  was — I  was  run  after,  sir,"  the  girl  panted, 
"  and  I  wanted  to  get  away." 

"  Run  after?"  repeated  Mr.  Gradgrind.  "  Who 
would  run  after  you  ?  " 

The  question  was  unexpectedly  and  suddenly 
answered  for  her  by  the  colourless  boy,  Bitzer, 
who  came  round  the  corner  with  such  blind 
speed,  and  so  little  anticipating  a  stoppage  on 
the  pavement,  that  he  brought  himself  up  against 
Mr.  Gradgrind's  waistcoat,  and  rebounded  into 
the  road. 

"What  do  you  mean,  boy?"  said  Mr.  Grad- 
grind. "  What  are  you  doing  ?  How  dare  you 
dash  against — everybody — in  this  manner  ?  " 

Bitzer  picked  up  his  cap,  which  the  concussion 
had  knocked  off;  and  backing,  and  knuckling 
his  forehead,  pleaded  that  it  was  an  accident. 

"  Was  this  boy  running  after  you,  Jupe  ? " 
asked  Mr.  Gradgrind. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  girl  reluctantly. 

"  No,  I  wasn't,  sir  !  "  cried  Bitzer.  "  Not  till 
she  run  away  from  me.  But  the  horse-riders 
never  mind  what  they  say,  sir ;  they're  famous 
for  it.  You  know  the  horse-riders  are  famous 
for  never  minding  what  they  say,"  addressing 
Sissy.  "  It's  as  well  known  in  the  town  as — 
please,  sir,  as  the  multijjlication  table  isn't  known 
to  the  horse-riders."  Bitzer  tried  j\lr.  Bounderby 
with  this. 

"  He  frightened  me  so,"  said  the  girl,  "  with 
his  cruel  faces  !  " 

"  Oh  !  "  cried  Bitzer.  "  Oh  !  An't  you  one 
of  die  rest !  An't  you  a  horse-rider  !  I  never 
looked  at  her,  sir.  I  asked  her  if  she  would 
know  how  to  define  a  horse  to  -  morrow,  and 
olTcrcd  to  tell  her  again,  and  she  ran  away,  and 
1  ran  after  her,  sir,  that  she  might  know  how-  to 
answer  when  she  was  asked.    You  wouldn't  have 
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thought  of  saying  such  mischief  if  you  hadn't 
been  a  horse-rider  ! " 

'•  Her  caUing  seems  to  be  pretty  well  known 
among  'em,"  observed  Mr.  Bounderby.  '■'  You'd 
have  had  the  whole  school  peeping  in  a  row  in 
a  week." 

"Truly,  I  think  so,"  returned  his  friend. 
"  Bitzer,  turn  you  about  and  take  yourself  home. 
Jupe,  stay  here  a  moment.  Let  me  hear  of 
your  running  in  this  manner  any  more,  boy, 
and  you  will  hear  of  me  through  the  master  of 
the  school.  You  understand  what  I  mean.  Go 
along." 

The  boy  stopped  in  his  rapid  blinking, 
knuckled  his  forehead  again,  glanced  at  Sissy, 
turned  about,  and  retreated. 

"  Now,  girl"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  take  this 
gentleman  and  me  to  your  father's ;  we  are  going 
there.  What  have  you  got  in  that  bottle  you 
are  carrying? '' 

"  Gin,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby. 

"  Dear,  no,  sir  !     It's  the  nine  oils." 

"  The  what  ?  "  cried  Mr.  Bounderby. 

'■The  nine  oils,  sir.  To  rub  father  with." 
Then  said  Mr.  Bounderby  with  a  loud  short 
Jaugh,  "  What  the  devil  do  you  rub  your  father 
with  nine  oils  for  ?" 

'■  It's  what  our  people  always  use,  sir,  when 
they  get  any  hurts  in  the  ring,"  replied  the  girl, 
looking  over  her  shoulder  to  assure  herself  that 
her  pursuer  was  gone.  '■  They  bruise  themselves 
very  bad  sometimes." 

'■  Serve  'em  right,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby,  "  for 
being  idle."  She  glanced  up  at  his  face  with 
mingled  astonishment  and  dread. 

"  By  George  !"  said  Mr.  Bounderby,  "  when  I 
was  four  or  five  years  younger  than  yovi,  I  had 
worse  bruises  upon  me  than  ten  oils,  twenty 
oils,  forty  oils,  would  have  rubbed  off.  I  didn't 
get  'em  by  posture-making,  but  by  being  banged 
about.  'I'here  was  no  rope-dancing  for  me;  I 
danced  on  the  bare  ground,  and  was  larruped 
with  a  rope." 

Mr.  Gradgrind,  though  hard  enough,  was  by 
no  means  so  rough  a  man  as  Mr.  Bounderby. 
His  character  was  not  unkind,  all  things  con- 
sidered ;  it  might  have  been  a  very  kind  one 
indeed  if  he  had  only  made  some  round  mis- 
take in  the  arithmetic  that  balanced  it  years 
ago.  He  said,  in  what  he  meant  for  a  reassur- 
ing tone,  as  they  turned  down  a  narrow  road, 
"And  this  is  Pod's  End;  is  it,  Jupe  ?" 

"  This  is  it,  sir,  and — if  you  wouldn't  mind, 
sir — this  is  the  house." 

She  stopped,  at  twilight,  at  the  door  of  a 
mean  little  public-house,  with  dim  red  lights  in 
it.     As  haggard  and  as  shabby  as  if,  for  want  of 


custom,  it  had  itself  taken  to  drinking,  and  had 
gone  the  way  all  drunkards  go,  and  was  verj 
near  the  end  of  it. 

"  It's  only  crossing  the  bar,  sir,  and  up  the 
stairs,  if"  you  wouldn't  mind,  and  waiting  there 
for  a  moment  till  I  get  a  candle.  If  you  should 
hear  a  dog,  sir,  it's  only  Merrylegs,  and  he  only 
barks." 

"  Merrylegs  and  nine  oils,  eh  ? "  said  Mr. 
Bounderby,  entering  last,  with  his  metallic  laugh. 
"  Pretty  well,  this,  for  a  self-made  man  !  " 
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HE  name  of  the  public-house  was 
V    the  Pegasus's  Arms.    The  Pegasus's 
\    legs  might  have  been  more  to  the 
;    purpose;  but  underneath  the  winged 
Li>-y    horse    upon    the    sign -board,    the 
Pegasus's  Arms  was  inscribed  in  Roman 
letters.     Beneath   that  inscription  again, 
in  a  flowing  scroll,  the  painter  had  touched 
off  the  lines  : 

"  Good  malt  makes  good  beer, 
Walli  in,  and  they'll  draw  it  here ; 
Good  wine  makes  good  brandy, 
Give  us  a  call,  and  you'll  find  it  handy." 

Framed  and  glazed  upon  the  wall,  behind 
the  dingy  little  bar,  was  another  Pegasus — a 
theatrical  one — with  real  gauze  let  in  for  his 
wings,  golden  stars  stuck  on  all  over  him,  and 
his  ethereal  harness  made  of  red  silk. 

As  it  had  grown  too  dusky  without  to  see  the 
sign,  and  as  it  had  not  grown  light  enough 
within  to  see  the  picture,  Mr.  Gradgrind  and 
Mr.  Bounderby  received  no  offence  from  these 
idealities.  They  followed  the  girl  up  some  steep 
corner  stairs  without  meeting  any  one,  and 
stopped  in  the  dark  while  she  went  on  for  a 
candle.  They  e.xpected  every  moment  to  hear 
Merrylegs  give  tongue,  but  the  highly-trained 
performing  dog  had  not  barked  when  the  girl 
and  the  candle  appeared  together. 

"  Father  is  not  in  our  room,  sir,"  she  said 
with  a  face  of  great  surprise.  "  If  you  wouldn't 
mind  walking  in,  I'll  find  him  directly." 

They  walked  in;  and  Sissy,  having  set  two 
chairs  for  them,  sped  away  with  a  quick  light 
step.  It  was  a  mean,  shabbily-furnished  room, 
with  a  bed  in  it.  The  white  nightcap,  embel- 
lished with  two  peacock's  feathers  and  a  pigtail 
bolt  upright,  in  which  Signer  Jupe  had  that  very 
afternoon    enlivened    the  varied    performances 
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with  his  chaste  Shakspearian  quips  and  retorts, 
hung  upon  a  nail ;  but  no  other  portion  of  his 
wardrobe,  or  other  token  of  himself  or  his  pur- 
suits, was  to  be  seen  anywhere.  As  to  Merry- 
legs,  that  respectable  ancestor  of  the  highly- 
trained  animal  who  went  aboard  the  ark  might 
have  been  accidentally  shut  out  of  it,  for  any 
sign  of  a  dog  that  was  manifest  to  eye  or  ear  in 
the  Pegasus's  Arms. 

They  heard  the  doors  of  rooms  above  open- 
ing and  shutting  as  Sissy  went  from  one  to 
another  in  quest  of  her  father ;  and  presently 
they  heard  voices  expressing  surprise.  She 
came  bounding  down  again  in  a  great  hurry, 
opened  a  battered  and  mangy  old  hair  trunk, 
found  it  empty,  and  looked  round  with  her 
hands  clasped  and  her  face  full  of  terror. 

"  Father  must  have  gone  down  to  the  Booth, 
sir.  I  don't  know  why  he  should  go  there,  but 
he  must  be  there  ;  I'll  bring  him  in  a  minute  !  " 
She  was  gone  directly,  without  her  bonnet ; 
with  her  long,  dark,  childish  hair  streaming  be- 
hind her. 

"  What  does  she  mean  ?''  said  Mr.  Gradgrind. 
"Back  in  a  minute?  It's  more  than  a  mile 
off." 

Before  Mr.  Bounderby  could  reply,  a  young 
man  appeared  at  the  door,  and,  introducing 
himself  with  the  words,  "  By  your  leaves,  gentle- 
men !  "  walked  in,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 
His  face,  close-shaven,  thin,  and  sallow,  was 
shaded  by  a  great  quantity  of  dark  hair,  brushed 
into  a  roll  all  round  his  head,  and  parted  up  the 
centre.  His  legs  were  very  robust,  but  shorter 
than  legs  of  good  proportions  should  have  been. 
His  chest  and  back  were  as  much  too  broad  as 
his  legs  were  too  short.  He  was  dressed  in  a 
Newmarket  coat  and  tight-fitting  trousers ;  wore 
a  shawl  round  his  neck  ;  smelt  of  lamp-oil,  straw, 
orange-peel,  horses'  provender,  and  sawdust ; 
and  looked  a  most  remarkable  sort  of  Centaur, 
compounded  of  the  stable  and  the  play-house. 
Where  the  one  began  and  the  other  ended, 
nobody  could  have  told  with  any  precision. 
This  gentleman  was  mentioned  in  the  bills  of 
the  day  as  Mr.  E.  W.  B.  Childers,  so  justly  cele- 
brated for  his  daring  vaulting  act  as  the  Wild 
Huntsman  of  the  North  American  Prairies;  in 
which  popular  performance  a  diminutive  boy 
with  an  old  face,  who  now  accompanied  him, 
assisted  as  his  infant  son  :  being  carried  upside 
down  over  his  father's  shoulder,  by  one  foot, 
and  held  by  the  crown  of  his  head,  heels  up- 
wards, in  the  palm  of  his  father's  hand,  accord- 
ing to  the  violent  paternal  manner  in  which 
wild  huntsmen  may  be  observed  to  fondle  their 
offspring.  Made  up  with  curls,  wreaths,  wings, 
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white  bismuth,  and  carmine,  this  hopeful  young 
person  soared  into  so  pleasing  a  Cupid  as  to 
constitute  the  chief  delight  of  the  maternal  part 
of  the  spectators ;  but  in  private,  where  his 
characteristics  were  a  precocious  cut-away  coat 
and  an  extremely  gruff  voice,  he  became  of  the 
Turf,  turfy. 

"  By  your  leaves,  gentlemen  ! "  said  Mr. 
E.  W.  B.  Childers,  glancing  round  the  room. 
"  It  was  you,  I  believe,  that  were  wishing  to 
see  Jupe  ?" 

"  It  was,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind.  "  His  daughter 
has  gone  to  fetch  him,  but  I  can't  wait ;  there- 
fore, if  you  please,  I  will  leave  a  message  for 
him  with  you." 

"  You  see,  my  friend,"  Mr.  Bounderby  put  in, 
"  we  are  the  kind  of  people  who  know  the  value 
of  time,  and  you  are  the  kind  of  people  who 
don't  know  the  value  of  time." 

"  I  have  not,"  retorted  Mr.  Childers  after  sur- 
veying him  from  head  to  foot,  "  the  honour  of 
knowing  you;  but  if  you  mean  that  you  can 
make  more  money  of  your  time  than  I  can  of 
mine,  I  should  judge,  from  your  appearance, 
that  you  are  about  right." 

"  And  when  you  have  made  it,  you  can  keep 
it  too,  I  should  think,"  said  Cupid. 

"  Kidderminster,  stow  that !  "  said  Mr.  Chil- 
ders. (Master  Kidderminster  was  Cupid's 
mortal  name.) 

"  What  does  he  come  here  cheeking  us  for, 
then  ?  "  cried  Master  Kidderminster,  showing  a 
very  irascible  temperament.  "  If  you  want  to 
cheek  us,  pay  your  ochre  at  the  doors  and  take 
it  out." 

"  Kidderminster,"  said  Mr.  Childers,  raising 
his  voice,  "  stow  that  ! — Sir,"  to  Mr.  Grad- 
grind, "I  was  addressing  myself  to  you.  You 
may  or  you  may  not  be  aware  (for  perhaps  you 
have  not  been  much  in  the  audience)  that  Jupe 
has  missed  his  tip  very  often  lately." 

"Has — what  has  he  missed?''  asked  Mr. 
Gradgrind,  glancing  at  the  potent  Bounderby 
for  assistance. 

"  Missed  his  tip." 

"  Offered  at  the  Garters  four  times  last  night, 
and  never  done  'cm  once,"  said  Master  Kidder- 
minster. '•  Missed  his  tip  at  the  banners,  too, 
and  was  loose  in  his  ponging." 

"  Didn't  do  what  he  ought  to  do.  Was  short 
in  his  leaps,  and  bad  in  his  tumbling,"  Mr. 
Childers  interpreted. 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  that  is  tip,  is 
it  ?  " 

"  In  a  general  way  that's  missing  his  tip," 
Mr.  E.  W.  B.  Childers  answered. 

"  Nine  oils,  Merrylegs,  missing  tips,  garters, 
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banners,  and  Ponging,  eh?"  ejaculated  Boun- 
derby  witli  his  laugh  of  laughs.  "  Queer  sort  of 
company,  too,  for  a  man  who  has  raised  him- 
self." 

"  Lower  yourself,  then,"  retorted  Cupid.  "  Oh 
Lord  !  if  you've  raised  yourself  so  high  as  all 
that  comes  to,  let  yourself  down  a  bit." 

"  This  is  a  very  obtrusive  lad  !  "  said  Mr. 
Gradgrind,  turning,  and  knitting  his  brows  on 
him. 

'•■  We'd  have  had  a  young  gentleman  to  meet 
you,  if  we  had  known  you  were  coming,"  re- 
torted Master  Kidderminster,  nothing  abashed. 
"  It's  a  pity  you  don't  have  a  bespeak,  being  so 
particular.  You're  on  the  Tight-Jeff,  ain't 
you?" 

"  What  does  this  unmannerly  boy  mean,"  asked 
Mr.  Gradgrind,  eveing  him  in  a  sort  of  despera- 
tion, "  by  Tight- Jeff  ?^" 

"  There  !  Get  out,  get  out  ! "  said  Mr. 
Childers,  thrusting  his  young  friend  from  the 
room  rather  in  the  prairie  manner.  "  Tight- 
Jeff  or  Slack-Jeff,  it  don't  much  signify  :  it's 
only  tight-rope  and  slack-rope.  You  were 
going  to  give  me  a  message  for  Jupe  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  was." 

"  Then,"  continued  Mr.  Childers  quickly. 
"  my  opinion  is,  he  will  never  receive  it.  Do 
you  know  much  of  him  ?  " 

"  I  never  saw  the  man  in  my  life." 

"  I  doubt  if  you  ever  ^Lnll  see  him  now.  It's 
pretty  plain  to  me  he's  off." 

"  Do  you  mean  that  he  has  deserted  his 
daughter  ?  " 

"  Ay !  I  mean,"  said  Mr.  Childers  with  a 
nod,  "  that  he  has  cut.  He  was  goosed  last 
night,  he  was  goosed  the  night  before  last.  He 
was  goosed  to-day.  He  has  lately  got  in  the 
way  of  being  always  goosed,  and  he  can't  stand 
it." 

"Why  has  he  been — so  very  much — Goosed?" 
asked  ilr.  Gradgrind,  forcing  the  word  out  of 
himself  with  great  solemnity  and  reluctance. 

"  His  joints  are  turning  stiff,  and  he  is  getting 
used  up,"  said  Childers.  "  He  has  his  points  as 
a  Cackler  still,  but  he  can't  get  a  living  out  of 
them." 

"  A  Cackler  !  "  Bounderby  repeated.  "  Here 
we  go  again  ! " 

"  A  speaker,  if  the  gentleman  likes  it  better," 
said  Mr.  E.  W.  B.  Childers,  superciliously 
throwing  the  interpretation  over  his  shoulder, 
and  accompanying  it  with  a  shake  of  his  long 
hair — which  all  shook  at  once.  "  Now,  it's  a 
remarkable  fact,  sir,  that  it  cut  that  man  deeper 
to  know  that  his  daughter  knew  of  his  being 
goosed  than  to  go  through  with  it." 


"  Good  !"  interrupted  Mr.  Bounderby.  "  This 
is  good,  Gradgrind  !  A  man  so  fond  of  his 
daughter  that  he  runs  away  from  her  !  This  is 
devilish  good  !  Ha,  ha  !  Now,  I'll  tell  you 
what,  young  man.  I  haven't  always  occupied 
my  present  station  of  life.  I  know  what  these 
things  are.  You  may  be  astonished  to  hear 
it,  but  my  mother  ran  away  from  we." 

E.  W.  B.  Childers  replied  pointedly,  that  he 
was  not  at  all  astonished  to  hear  it. 

"  Very  well,"  said  Bounderby.  "  I  was  bom 
in  a  ditch,  and  my  mother  ran  away  from  me. 
Do  I  excuse  her  for  it  ?  No.  Have  I  ever 
excused  her  for  it?  Not  I.  What  do  I  call 
her  for  it  ?  I  call  her  probably  the  very  worst 
woman  that  ever  lived  in  the  world,  except  my 
drunken  grandmother.  There's  no  family  pride 
about  me,  there's  no  imaginative  sentimental 
humbug  about  me.  I  call  a  spade  a  spade  ; 
and  I  call  the  mother  of  Josiah  Bounderby  of 
Coketown,  without  any  fear  or  any  favour,  what 
I  should  call  her  if  she  had  been  the  mother  of 
Dick  Jones  of  Wapping.  So  with  this  man. 
He  is  a  runaway  rogue  and  a  vagabond,  that's 
what  he  is  in  English." 

"  It's  all  the  same  to  me  what  he  is  or  what 
he  is  not,  whether  in  English  or  whether  in 
French,"  retorted  Mr.  E.  W.  B.  Childers,  facing 
about.  "  I  am  telling  your  friend  what's  the  fact ; 
if  you  don't  like  to  hear  it,  you  can  avail  your- 
self of  the  open  aii'.  You  give  it  mouth  enough, 
you  do  ;  but  give  it  mouth  in  your  own  building 
at  least,"  remonstrated  E.  W.  B.  with  stem 
irony.  "  Don't  give  it  mouth  in  this  building 
till  you're  called  upon.  You  have  got  some 
building  of  your  own  I  dare  say,  now?" 

"  Perhaps  so,"  replied  Mr.  Bounderby,  rattling 
his  money  and  laughing. 

"  Then  give  it  mouth  in  your  own  building, 
will  you,  if  you  please  ?  "  said  Childers.  "  Be- 
cause this  isn't  a  strong  building,  and  too  much 
of  you  might  bring  it  dowTi." 

Eyeing  Mr.  Bounderby  from  head  to  foot 
again,  he  turned  from  him,  as  from  a  man  finally 
disposed  of,  to  Mr.  Gradgrind. 

"Jupe  sent  his  daughter  out  on  an  errand 
not  an  hour  ago,  and  then  was  seen  to  slip 
out  himself,  with  his  hat  over  his  eyes,  and  a 
bundle  tied  up  in  a  handkerchief  under  his  arm. 
She  will  never  believe  it  of  him,  bat  he  has  cut 
away  and  left  her." 

"  Pray,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  why  will  she 
never  believe  it  of  him  ?  " 

"  Because  those  two  were  one.  Because  they 
were  never  asunder.  Because,  up  to  this  time, 
he  seemed  to  dote  upon  her,"  said  Childers,  tak- 
ing a  step  or  two  to  look  into  the  empty  trunk. 
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Both  Mr.  Childers  and  Master  Kidderminster 
walked  in  a  curious  manner;  with  their  legs 
wider  apart  than  the  general  run  of  men,  and 
with  a  very  kno\\-ing  assumption  of  being  stiff 
in  the  knees.  This  walk  was  common  to  all 
the  male  members  of  Sleary's  company,  and 
was  understood  to  express  that  they  were  always 
on  horseback. 

"  Poor  Sissy  !  He  had  Ijetter  have  appren- 
ticed her,"  said  Childers,  giving  his  hair  another 
shake  as  he  looked  up  from  the  empty  box. 
"  Now  he  leaves  her  without  anything  to  take 
to." 

"  It  is  creditable  to  you,  who  have  never  been 
apprenticed,  to  express  that  opinion,"  returned 
Mr.  Gradgrind  approvingly. 

"/  never  apprenticed  !  I  was  apprenticed 
when  I  was  seven  years  old." 

'•■  Oh  !  Indeed  !  "  said  Mr.  Gradgrind  rather 
resentfully,  as  having  been  defrauded  of  his 
good  opinion.  "  I  was  not  aware  of  its  being 
the  custom  to  apprentice  young  persons  to " 

"  Idleness,"  Mr.  Bounderby  put  in  with  a 
loud  laugh.    "  No,  by  the  Lord  Harry !    Nor  I ! " 

"  Her  father  always  had  it  in  his  head,"  re- 
sumed Childers,  feigning  unconsciousness  of 
Mr.  Bounderby's  existence,  "  that  she  was  to  be 
taught  the  deuce-and-all  of  education.  How  it 
got  into  his  head  I  can't  say ;  I  can  only  say 
that  it  never  got  out.  He  has  been  picking  up 
a  bit  of  reading  for  her  here — and  a  bit  of  writ- 
ing for  her  there — and  a  bit  of  ciphering  for  her 
somewhere  else — these  seven  years." 

Mr.  E.  W.  B.  Childers  took  one  of  his  hands 
out  of  his  pockets,  stroked  his  face  and  chin, 
and  looked,  with  a  good  deal  of  doubt  and  a 
little  hope,  at  Mr.  Gradgrind.  From  the  first 
he  had  sought  to  conciliate  that  gentleman,  for 
the  sake  of  the  deserted  girl. 

"  When  Sissy  got  into  the  school  here,"  he 
pursued,  "  her  father  was  as  pleased  as  Punch. 
I  couldn't  altogether  make  out  why  myself,  as 
we  were  not  stationary  here,  being  but  comers 
and  goers  anywhere.  I  suppose,  however,  he 
had  this  move  in  his  mind — he  was  always  half 
cracked — and  then  considered  her  provided  for. 
If  you  should  happen  to  have  looked  in  to- 
night for  the  purpose  of  telling  him  that  you 
were  going  to  do  her  any  little  service,"  said 
Mr.  Childers,  stroking  his  face  again,  and  re- 
peating his  look,  "  it  would  be  very  fortunate 
and  well  timed ;  very  fortunate  and  well  timed." 

"  On  the  contrary,"  returned  Mr.  Gradgrind, 
"  I  came  to  tell  him  that  her  connections  made 
her  not  an  object  for  the  school,  and  that  she 
must  not  attend  any  more.  Still,  if  her  father 
really  has  left  her,  without  any  connivance  on 


her  part- 


Bounderby,  let  me  have  a  word 
with  you." 

Upon  this,  Mr.  Childers  politely  betook  him- 
self, with  his  equestrian  walk,  to  the  landing 
outside  the  door,  and  there  stood  stroking  his 
face  and  softly  whistling.  While  thus  engaged, 
he  overheard  such  phrases  in  Mr.  Bounderby's 
voice  as  "  No.  /say  no.  I  advise  you  not.  I 
say  by  no  means."  While,  from  Mr.  Gradgrind, 
he  heard,  in  his  much  lower  tone,  the  words, 
"  But  even  as  an  example  to  Louisa  of  what 
this  pursuit,  which  has  been  the  subject  of  a 
vulgar  curiosity,  leads  to  and  ends  in.  Think  of 
it,  Bounderby,  in  that  point  of  view." 

Meanwhile,  the  various  members  of  Sleary's 
company  gradually  gathered  together  from  the 
upper  regions,  where  they  were  quartered,  and, 
from  standing  about,  talking  in  low  voices  to 
one  another  and  to  Mr.  Childers,  gradually 
insinuated  themselves  and  him  into  the  room. 
There  were  two  or  three  handsome  young  women 
among  them,  with  their  two  or  three  husbands, 
and  their  two  or  three  mothers,  and  their  eight 
or  nine  litUe  children,  who  did  the  fairy  business 
when  required.  The  father  of  one  of  the  families 
was  in  the  habit  of  balancing  the  father  of  an- 
other of  the  families  on  the  top  of  a  great  pole  ; 
the  father  of  a  third  family  often  made  a  pyramid 
of  both  those  fathers,  with  Master  Kidderminster 
for  the  apex,  and  himself  for  the  base ;  all  the 
fathers  could  dance  upon  rolling  casks,  stand 
upon  bottles,  catch  knives  and  balls,  twirl  band- 
basins,  ride  upon  anything,  jump  over  every- 
thing, and  stick  at  nothing.  All  the  mothers 
could  (and  did)  dance  upon  the  slack  wire  and 
the  tight-rope,  and  perform  rapid  acts  on  bare- 
backed steeds ;  none  of  them  were  at  all  par- 
ticular in  respect  of  showng  their  legs  ;  and 
one  of  them,  alone  in  a  Greek  chariot,  drove 
six-in-Iiand  into  every  town  they  came  to.  They 
all  assumed  to  be  mighty  rakish  and  kno^^^ng, 
they  were  not  very  tidy  in  their  private  dresses, 
they  were  not  at  all  orderly  in  their  domestic 
arrangements,  and  the  combined  literature  of 
the  whole  company  would  have  produced  but 
a  poor  letter  on  any  subject.  Yet  there  was  a 
remarkable  gentleness  and  childishness  about 
these  people,  a  special  inaptitude  for  any  kind 
of  sharp  practice,  and  an  untiring  readiness  to 
hell)  and  pity  one  another,  descr\ing  often  of 
as  much  respect,  and  always  of  as  much  gene- 
rous construction,  as  the  cvcry-day  virtues  of 
any  class  of  people  in  the  world. 

Last  of  all  apjacared  Mr.  Sleary :  a  stout  man, 
as  already  mentioned,  with  one  fixed  eye  and 
one  loose  eye,  a  voice  (if  it  can  be  called  so) 
like  the  efforts  of  a  broken  old  pair  of  bellows, 
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a  flabby  surface,  and  a  muddled  head  which  was 
never  sober  and  never  drunk. 

"  Thquire!  "  said  jNIr.  Sleary,  who  was  troubled 
with  asthma,  and  whose  breath  came  far  too 
thick  and  heavy  for  the  letter  s,  "  your  ther- 
vant !  Thith  ith  a  bad  piethe  of  bithnith,  thith 
ith.  You've  heard  of  my  Clown  and  hith  dog 
being  thuppothed  to  have  morrithed  ?  " 

He  addressed  Mr.  Gradgrind,  who  answere'^ 
"  Yes." 

"  Well,  Thquire  !  "  he  returned,  taking  off  his 
hat,   and    rubbing  the   lining  with  his   pocket- 


handkerchief,  which  he  kept  inside  for  the  pur- 
pose. "  Ith  it  your  intenthion  to  do  anything 
for  the  poor  girl,  Thquire  .''  " 

"  I  shall  have  something  to  propose  to  her 
when  she  comes  back,''  said  Mr.  Gradgrind. 

"Glad  to  hear  it,  Thquire.  Not  that  I  want 
to  get  rid  of  the  child,  any  more  than  I  want  to 
thtand  in  her  way.  I'm  willing  to  take  her 
prentith,  though  at  her  age  ith  late.  My  voithe 
ith  a  little  huthky,  Thquire,  and  not  eathy  heard 
by  them  ath  don't  know  me ;  but  if  you'd  been 
chilled  and  heated,  heated  and  chilled,  chilled ' 


'  THIS   IS  A  VERY   OBTRUSIVE   LAD  !  "    SAID   MR.    GRADGRIND. 


and  heated  in  the  ring  when  you  wath  young, 
ath  often  ath  I  have  been,  your  voithe  wouldn't 
have  lathted  out,  Thquire,  no  more  than 
mine." 

"  I  dare  say  not,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind. 

"  What  thall  it  be,  Thquire,  while  you  wait  ? 
Thall  it  be  Therry  ?  Give  it  a  name,  Thquire  !  " 
said  Mr.  Sleary  with  hospitable  ease. 

"  Nothing  for  me,  I  thank  you,"  said  Mr. 
Gradgrind. 

"  Don't  thay  nothing,  Thquire.  What  doth 
you  friend  thay?  If  you  haven't  took  your  feed 
yet,  have  a  glath  of  bitterth." 


Here  his  daughter  Josephine — a  pretty  fair- 
haired  girl  of  eighteen,  who  had  been  tied  on  a 
horse  at  two  years  old,  and  had  made  a  will  at 
twelve,  which  "she  always  carried  about  with  her,- 
expressive  of  her  dying  desire  to  be  drawn  to 
the  grave  by  the  two  piebald  ponies — cried 
"  Father,  hush  !  she  has  come  back  !  "  Then 
came  Sissy  Jupe,  running  into  the  room  as  she 
had  ran  out  of  it.  And  when  she  saw  them  all 
assembled,  and  saw  their  looks,  and  saw  no 
father  there,  she  broke  into  a  most  deplorable 
cry,  and  took  refuge  on  the  bosom  of  the  most 
accomplished    tight-rope    lady    (herself  in    the 


BOTH  SIDES  OF  THE  BANNER. 


family-way),  who   knelt  down  on  the  floor  to 
nurse  her,  and  to  weep  over  her. 

"  Ith  an  infernal  thame,  upon  my  thoul  it 
ith,"  said  Sleary. 

"Oh,  my  dear  father,  my  good  kind  father! 
where  are  you  gone?  You  are  gone  to  try  to  do 
me  some  good,  I  know !  You  are  gone  away 
for  my  sake,  I  am  sure.  And  how  miserable 
and  helpless  you  will  be  without  me,  poor,  poor 
father,  until  you  come  back !  "  It  was  so 
pathetic  to  hear  her  saying  many  things  of  this 
kind,  with  her  face  turned  upward,  and  her  arms 
stretched  out  as  if  she  were  trying  to  stop  his 
departing  shadow  and  embrace  it,  that  no  one 
spoke  a  word  until  Mr.  Bounderby  (growing  im- 
patient) took  the  case  in  hand. 

"Now,  good  people  all,"  said  he,  "this  is 
wanton  waste  of  time.  Let  the  girl  understand 
the  fact.  Let  her  take  it  from  me,  if  you  like,  who 
have  been  run  away  from  myself.  Here,  what's- 
your-name  !  Your  father  has  absconded— de- 
serted you — and  you  mustn't  expect  to  see  him 
again  as  long  as  you  live." 

They  cared  so  little  for  plain  Fact,  these 
people,  and  were  in  that  advanced  stage  of 
degeneracy  on  the  subject,  that,  instead  of  being 
impressed  by  the  speaker's  strong  common  sense, 
they  took  it  in  extraordinary  dudgeon.  The  men 
muttered  "  Shame  !  "  and  the  women  "  Brute  !  " 
and  Sleary,  in  some  haste,  communicated  the 
following  hint  apart  to  Mr.  Bounderby. 

"  I  tell  you  what,  Thquire.  To  thpeak  plain 
to  you,  my  opinion  ith  that  you  had  better  cut  ' 
it  thort,  and  drop  it.  They're  a  very  good- 
natur'd  people,  my  people,  but  they're  accuth- 
tomed  to  be  quick  in  their  movementh  ;  and  if 
you  don't  act  upon  my  advithe,  I'm  damned  if  I 
don't  believe  they'll  pith  you  out  o'  winder." 

Mr.  Bounderby  being  restrained  by  this  mild 
suggestion,  Mr.  Gradgrind  found  an  opening  for 
his  emmently  practical  exposition  of  the  subject. 

"  It  is  of  no  moment,"  said  he,  "  whether  this 
person  is  to  be  expected  back  at  any  time,  or 
the  contrary.  He  is  gone  away,  and  there  is  no 
present  expectation  of  his  return.  That,  I  be- 
lieve, is  agreed  on  all  hands." 

"  Thath  agreed,  Thquire.  Thtick  to  that  !  " 
from  Sleary. 

"  Well,  then.  I,  who  came  here  to  inform  the 
father  of  the  poor  girl,  Jupe,  that  she  could  not 
be  received  at  the  school  any  more,  in  con- 
sequence of  there  being  practical  objections,  into 
which  I  need  not  enter,  to  the  reception  there 
of  the  children  of  persons  so  employed,  am  pre- 
pared in  these  altered  circumstances  to  make  a 
proposal.  I  am  willing  to  take  charge  of  you, 
Jupe,  and  to  educate  you,  and  provide  for  you. 


The  only  condition  (over  and  above  your  good 
behaviour)  I  make  is,  that  you  decide  now,  at 
once,  whether  to  accompany  me  or  remain  here. 
Also,  that  if  you  accompany  me  now,  it  is 
understood  that  you  communicate  no  more 
with  any  of  your  friends  who  are  here  present. 
These  observations  comprise  the  whole  of  the 
case." 

"At  the  thame  time,"  said  Sleary,  "I  mutht 
put  in  my  word,  Thquire,  tho  that  both  thides  of 
the  banner  may  be  equally  theen.  If  you  like, 
Thethilia,  to  be  prentitht,  you  know  the  natur' 
of  the  work,  and  you  know  your  companionth. 
Emma  Gordon,  in  whothe  lap  you're  a  lying  at 
prethent, would  be  a  mother  to  you,  and  Joth'phine 
would  be  a  thithter  to  you.  I  don't  pretend  to 
be  of  the  angel  breed  mythelf,  and  I  don't  thay 
but  what,  when  you  mith'd  your  tip,  you'd  find 
me  cut  up  rough, and  thwear  a  oath  or  two  at  you. 
But  what  I  thay,  Thquire, ith,  that  good-tempered 
or  bad-tempered,  I  never  did  a  horthe  a  injury 
yet,  no  more  than  thwearing  at  him  went,  and 
that  I  don't  expect  I  thall  begin  othejwithe  at  my 
time  of  liie  with  a  rider.  I  never  wath  much  of 
a  Cackler,  Thquire,  and  I  have  thed  my  thay." 

The  latter  part  of  this  speech  was  addressed 
to  Mr.  Gradgrind,  who  received  it  with  a  grave 
inclination  of  his  head,  and  then  remarked  : 

"  The  only  observation  I  will  make  to  )'0u, 
Jupe,  in  the  way  of  influencing  your  decision,  is, 
that  it  is  highly  desirable  to  have  a  sound  prac- 
tical education,  and  that  even  your  father  him- 
self (from  what  I  understand)  appears,  on  your 
behalf,  to  have  known  and  felt  tliat  much." 

The  last  words  had  a  visible  effect  upon  her. 
She  stopped  in  her  wild  crying,  a  little  detached 
herself  from  Emma  Gordon,  and  turned  her  face 
full  upon  her  patron.  The  whole  company  per- 
ceived the  force  of  the  change,  and  drew  a  long 
breath  together,  that  plainly  said,  "  She  will  go  I " 

"Be  sure  you  know  your  own  mind,  Jupe," 
Mr.  Gradgrind  cautioned  her  ;  "  I  say  no  more. 
Be  sure  you  know  your  own  mind  !" 

"  When  father  comes  back,"  cried  the  girl, 
bursting  into  tears  again  after  a  minute's  silence, 
"  how  will  he  ever  find  me  if  I  go  away?" 

"  You  may  be  quite  at  ease,"  said  Mr.  Grad- 
grind calmly ;  he  worked  out  the  whole  matter 
like  a  sum  :  "you  may  be  quite  at  ease,  Jupe, 
on  that  score.  In  such  a  case,  your  father,  I 
apprehend,  must  find  out  Mr. " 

"Thlcary.  Thath  my  name,  Thquire.  Not 
athamcd  of  it.  Known  all  over  England,  and 
alwayth  [)aythe  hith  way." 

"  — Must  find  out  Mr.  Sleary,  who  would 
then  let  him  know  where  you  went.  I  should 
have  no  power  of  keeping  you  ngainst  his  wish, 
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and  he  -.vould  have  no  difficuky,  at  any  time,  in 
finding  Mr.  Thomas  Gradgrind  of  Coketown. 
I  am  well  known." 

"  Well  known,"  assented  Mr.  Sleary,  rolling 
his  loose  eye.  "  You're  one  of  the  thort,  Thquire, 
that  keepth  a  prethiouth  thight  of  money  out 
of  the  houthe.  But  never  mind  that  at  pre- 
thent." 

There  was  another  silence ;  and  then  she 
exclaimed,  sobbing  with  her  hands  before  her 
face,  "  Oh,  give  me  my  clothes,  give  me  my 
clothes,  and  let  me  go  away  before  I  break  my 
heart  !" 

The  women  sadly  bestirred  themselves  to  get 
the  clothes  together — it  was  soon  done,  for  they 
were  not  many — and  to  pack  them  in  a  basket 
which  had  often  travelled  with  them.  Sissy  sat 
all  the  time  upon  the  ground,  still  sobbing,  and 
covering  her  eyes.  Mr.  Gradgrind  and  his 
friend  Bounderby  stood  near  the  door,  ready  to 
take  her  away.  Mr.  Sleary  stood  in  the  middle 
of  the  room,  with  the  male  members  of  the  com- 
]jany  about  him,  exactly  as  he  would  have  stood 
in  the  centre  of  the  ring  during  his  daughter 
Josephine's  performance.  He  wanted  nothing 
but  his  whip. 

The  basket  packed  in  silence,  they  brought 
her  bonnet  to  her,  and  smoothed  her  disordered 
hair,  and  put  it  on.  Then  they  pressed  about 
her,  and  bent  over  her  in  very  natural  attitudes, 
kissing  and  embracing  her :  and  brought  the 
children  to  take  leave  of  her  ;  and  were  a  tender- 
hearted, simple,  foolish  set  of  women  altogether. 

"  Now,  Jupe,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind.  "  If  you 
are  quite  determined,  come  ! " 

But  she  had  to  take  her  farewell  of  the  male 
part  of  the  company  yet,  and  every  one  of  them 
had  to  unfold  his  arms  (for  they  all  assumed  the 
professional  attitude  when  they  found  themselves 
near  Sleary),  and  give  her  a  parting  kiss — Master 
Kidderminster  excepted,  in  whose  young  nature 
there  was  an  original  flavour  of  the  misanthrope, 
who  was  also  known  to  have  harboured  matri- 
monial views,  and  who  moodily  withdrew.  Mr. 
Sleary  was  reserved  until  the  last.  Opening  his 
arms  wide,  he  took  her  by  both  her  hands,  and 
would  have  sprung  her  up  and  down,  after  the 
riding-master  manner  of  congratulating  young 
ladies  on  their  dismounting  from  a  rapid  act ; 
but  there  was  no  rebound  in  Sissy,  and  she  only 
stood  before  him  crying. 

"  Good-bye,  my  dear  ! "  said  Sleary.  "  You'll 
make  your  fortun,  I  hope,  and  none  of  our 
poor  folkth  will  ever  trouble  you,  I'll  pound  it. 
I  with_  your  father  hadn't  taken  his  dog  with 
him  ;  ith  a  ill-conwenienth  to  have  the  dog  out 
of  the   billth.      But,   on   thecond   thought,  he 


wouldn't  have  performed  without  hith  mathter, 
tho  ith  ath  broad  ath  ith  long  !" 

With  that  he  regarded  her  attentivel}-  with  his 
fixed  eye,  surveyed  his  company  with  his  loose 
one,  kissed  her,  shook  his  head,  and  handed  her 
to  IMr.  Gradgrind  as  to  a  horse. 

"  There  the  ith,  Thquire,"  he  .said,  sweeping 
her  with  a  professional  glance  as  if  she  were 
being  adjusted  in  her  seat,  "and  the'll  do  you 
juthtithe.     Good-bye,  Thethilia!" 

"Good-bye,  Cecilia!"  "Good-bye,  Sissy!" 
"  God  bless  you,  dear  ! "  In  a  variety  of  voices 
from  all  the  room. 

But  the  riding-master  eye  had  observed  the 
bottle  of  the  nine  oils  in  her  bosom,  and  he  now 
interposed  with  "  Leave  the  bottle,  my  dear  ;  ith 
large  to  carry ;  it  will  be  of  no  uthe  to  you  now. 
Give  it  to  me  ! " 

"  No,  no  ! "  she  said  in  another  burst  of  tears. 
"  Oh  no  !  Pray  let  me  keep  it  for  father  till  he 
comes  back !  He  will  want  it  when  he  comes 
back.  He  had  never  thought  of  going  away 
when  he  sent  me  for  it.  I  must  keej)  it  for  him, 
if  you  please  ! " 

"  Tho  be  it,  my  dear.  (You  thee  how  it  ith, 
Thquire!)  Farewell,  Thethilia.  My  latht  wordth 
to  you  ith  thith,  Thtick  to  the  termth  of  your 
engagement ;  be  obedient  to  the  Thquire,  and 
forget  uth.  But  if,  when  you're  grown  up  and 
married  and  well  off,  you  come  upon  any 
horthe-riding  ever,  don't  be  hard  upon  it,  don't 
be  croth  with  it,  give  it  a  Bethpeak  if  you  can, 
and  think  you  might  do  wurth.  People  mutht 
be  amuthed,  Thquire,  thomehow,"  continued 
Sleary,  rendered  more  pursy  than  ever  by  so 
much  talking  ;  "  they  can't  be  alwayth  a  work- 
ing, nor  yet  they  can't  be  alwayth  a  learning. 
Make  the  betht  of  uth ;  not  the  wurtht.  I've 
got  my  living  out  of  the  horthe-riding  all  my 
life,  I  know  ;  but  I  consider  that  I  lay  down  the 
philothophy  of  the  thubject  when  I  thay  to  you, 
Thquire,make  the  betht  of  uth ;  not  the  wurtht ! " 

The  Sleary  philosophy  was  propounded  as 
they  went  down-stairs ;  and  the  fixed  eye  of 
Philosophy — and  its  rolling  eye,  too — soon  lost 
the  three  figures  and  the  basket  in  the  darkness 
of  the  street. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

MRS.   SPARSIT. 

MR.  BOUNDERBY  being  a  bachelor,  an 
elderly  lady  presided  over  his  establish- 
ment, in  consideration  of  a  certain  annual  sti- 
pend. Mrs.  Sparsit  was  this  lady's  name  ;  and 
she  was  a  prominent    figure  in  attendance   on 
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Mr.  Bounderby's  car,  as  it  rolled  along  in 
triumph  with  the  Bully  of  humility  inside. 

For,  Mrs.  Sparsit  had  not  only  seen  different 
days,  but  was  highly  connected.  She  had  a 
great  aunt  living  in  these  very  times  called  Lady 
Scadgers.  Mr.  Sparsit,  deceased,  of  whom  she 
was  the  relict,  had  been  by  the  mother's  side 
what  Mrs.  Sparsit  still  called  "  a  Powler." 
Strangers  of  limited  information  and  dull  appre- 
hension were  sometimes  observed  not  to  know 
what  a  Powler  was,  and  even  to  appear  uncertain 
whether  it  might  be  a  business,  or  a  political 
party,  or  a  profession  of  faith.  The  better  class 
of  minds,  however,  did  not  need  to  be  informed 
that  the  Fowlers  were  an  ancient  stock,  who 
could  trace  themselves  so  exceedingly  far  back 
that  it  was  not  surprising  if  they  sometimes  lost 
themselves — which  they  had  rather  frequently 
done,  as  respected  horse-flesh,  blind-hookey, 
Hebrew  monetary  transactions,  and  the  Insol- 
vent Debtors'  Court. 

The  late  Mr.  Sparsit,  being  by  the  mother's 
side  a  Powler,  married  this  lady,  being  by  the 
father's  side  a  Scadgers.  Lady  Scadgers  (an 
immensely  fat  old  woman,  with  an  inordinate 
appetite  for  butcher's  meat,  and  a  mysterious  leg 
which  had  now  refused  to  get  out  of  bed  for 
fourteen  years)  contrived  the  marriage,  at  a 
period  when  Sparsit  was  just  of  age,  and  chiefly 
noticeable  for  a  slender  body,  weakly  supported 
on  two  long  slim  props,  and  surmounted  by  no 
head  worth  mentioning.  He  inherited  a  fair 
fortune  from  his  uncle,  but  owed  it  all  before  he 
came  into  it,  and  spent  it  twice  over  immediately 
afterwards.  Thus,  when  he  died  at  twenty-four 
(the  scene  of  his  decease  Calais,  and  the  cause 
brandy),  he  did  not  leave  his  widow,  from  whom 
he  had  been  separated  soon  after  the  honey- 
moon, in  affluent  circumstances.  That  bereaved 
lady,  fifteen  years  older  than  he,  fell  presently  at 
deadly  feud  with  her  only  relative.  Lady  Scadgers; 
and,  partly  to  spite  her  ladyship,  and  partly  to 
maintain  herself,  went  out  at  a  salary.  And 
here  she  was  now,  in  her  elderly  days,  with  the 
Coriolanian  style  of  nose  and  the  dense  black 
eyebrows  which  had  captivated  Sparsit,  making 
Mr.  Bounderby's  tea  as  he  took  his  breakfast. 

If  Bounderby  had  been  a  Conqueror,  and 
Mrs.  Sparsit  a  captive  Princess  whom  he  took 
about  as  a  feature  in  his  state  processions,  he 
could  not  have  made  a  greater  flourish  with  her 
than  he  habitually  did.  Just  as  it  belonged  to 
his  boastfulness  to  depreciate  his  own  extraction, 
so  it  belonged  to  it  to  exalt  Mrs.  Sparsit's.  In 
the  measure  that  he  would  not  allow  his  own 
youth  to  have  been  attended  by  a  single  favour- 
able circumstance,  he  brightened  Mrs.  Sparsit's 


juvenile  career  with  every  possible  advantage, 
and  showered  waggon-loads  of  early  roses  all 
over  that  lady's  path.  "  And  yet,  sir,"  he  would 
say,  "how  does  it  turn  out  after  all?  Why, 
here  she  is  at  a  hundred  a  year  (I  give  her  a 
hundred,  which  she  is  pleased  to  term  hand- 
some), keeping  the  house  of  Josiah  Bounderby 
of  Coketown  !" 

Nay,  he  made  this  foil  of  his  so  very  widely 
known,  that  third  parties  took  it  up,  and  handled 
it  on  some  occasions  with  considerable  briskness. 
It  was  one  of  the  most  exasperating  attributes 
of  Bounderby  that  he  not  only  sang  his  own 
praises,  but  stimulated  other  men  to  sing  them. 
There  was  a  moral  infection  of  clap-trap  in  him. 
Strangers,  modest  enough  elsewhere,  started  up 
at  dinners  in  Coketown,  and  boasted,  in  quite  a 
rampant  way,  of  Bounderby.  They  made  him 
out  to  be  the  Royal  Arms,  the  Union  Jack, 
Magna  Charta,  John  "Bull,  Habeas  Corpus,  the 
Bill  of  Rights,  An  Englishman's  house  is  his 
castle.  Church  and  State,  and  God  save  the 
Queen,  all  put  together.  And  as  often  (and  it 
was  very  often)  as  an  orator  of  this  kind  brought 
into  his  peroration, 

"  Princes  and  Lords  may  flourish  or  may  f;ide, 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  h.is  made," 

— it  was,  for  certain,  more  or  less  understood 
among  the  company  that  he  had  heard  of  Mrs. 
Sparsit. 

"  Mr.  Bounderby,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "you 
arc  unusually  slow,  sir,  with  your  breakfast  this 
morning." 

"  Why,  ma'am,"  he  returned,  "  I  am  thinking 
about  Tom  Gradgrind's  whim  ;"  Tom  Gradgrind, 
for  a  bluff  independent  manner  of  speaking — as 
if  somebody  were  always  endeavouring  to  bribe 
liim  with  immense  sums  to  say  Thomas,  and 
he  wouldn't;  "Tom  Gradgrind's  whim,  ma'am, 
of  bringing  up  the  tumbling  girl." 

"  The  girl  is  now  waiting  to  know,"  said  Mrs. 
Sparsit,  "  whether  she  is  to  go  straight  to  the 
school,  or  up  to  the  Lodge." 

"  She  must  wait,  ma'am,"  answered  Bounderby, 
"  till  I  know  myself  We  shall  have  Tom  Grad- 
grind down  here  presently,  I  sujiposc.  If  he 
slnould  wish  her  to  remain  here  a  day  or  two 
longer,  of  course  she  can,  ma'am." 

"  Of  course  she  can  if  you  wish  it,  Mr. 
Bounderby." 

"  I  told  him  I  would  give  her  a  shake-down 
here  last  night,  in  order  that  he  might  .sleep  on 
it  before  he  decided  to  let  her  have  any  asso- 
ciation with  Louisa." 

"  Intleed,  Mr.  Bounderby?  Very  thoughtful 
of  you !" 


HARD  TIMES. 


Mrs.  Sparsit's  Coriolanian  nose  underwent  a 
slight  expansion  of  the  nostrils,  and  her  black 
eyebrows  contracted  as  she  took  a  sip  of  tea. 

"  It's  tolerably  clear  to  wf,"  said  Bounderby, 
"  that  the  little  puss  can  get  small  good  out  of 
such  companionship." 

"Are  you  speaking  of  young  Miss  Gradgrind, 
Mr.  Bounderby?" 

"Yes,  ma'am,  I  am  speaking  of  Louisa." 

"  Your  observation  being  limited  to  '  little 
puss,'  "  said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "  and  there  being  two 
little  girls  in  question,  I  did  not  know  which 
might  be  indicated  by  that  expression." 

"  Louisa,"  repeated  Mr.  Bounderby.  "  Louisa, 
Louisa  !" 

"  You  are  quite  another  father  to  Louisa,  sir." 
Mrs.  Sparsit  took  a  little  more  tea ;  and,  as  she 
bent  her  again  contracted  eyebrows  over  her 
steaming  cup,  rather  looked  as  if  her  classical 
countenance  were  invoking  the  infernal  gods. 

"  If  you  had  said  I  was  another  father  to  Tom 
— young  Tom,  I  mean,  not  my  friend  Tom 
Gradgrind — you  might  have  been  nearer  the 
mark.  I  am  going  to  take  young  Tom  into  my 
office.  Going  to  have  him  under  my  wing, 
ma'am." 

"Indeed?  Rather  young  for  that,  is  he  not, 
sir?"  Mrs.  Sparsit's  "sir,"  in  addressing  Mr. 
Bounderby,  was  a  word  of  ceremony,  rather 
exacting  consideration  for  herself  in  the  use  than 
honouring  him. 

"  I  am  not  going  to  take  him  at  once ;  he  is 
to  finish  liis  educational  cramming  before  then,'' 
said  Bounderby.  "  By  the  Lord  Harry,  he'll 
have  enough  of  it,  first  and  last !  He'd  open 
his  eyes,  that  boy  would,  if  he  knew  how  empty 
of  learning  my  young  maw  was  at  his  time  of 
life."  'Which,  by-the-bye,  he  probably  did  know, 
for  he  had  heard  of  it  often  enough.  "  But  it's 
extraordinary  the  difficulty  I  have,  on  scores  of 
such  subjects,  in  speaking  to  any  one  on  equal 
terms.  Here,  for  example,  I  have  been  speak- 
ing to  you  this  morning  about  tumblers.  Why, 
what  do  you  know  about  tumblers?  At  the 
time  when,  to  have  been  a  tumbler  in  the  mud 
of  the  streets  would  have  been  a  godsend  to  me, 
a  prize  in  the  lottery  to  me,  you  were  at  the 
Italian  Opera.  You  were  coming  out  of  the 
Italian  Opera,  ma'am,  in  white  satin  and  jewels, 
a  blaze  of  splendour,  when  I  hadn't  a  penny  to 
buy  a  link  to  light  you." 

"  I  certainly,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit  with 
a  dignity  serenely  mournful,  "  was  familiar  with 
the  Italian  Opera  at  a  very  early  age." 

■'Egad,  ma'am,  so  was  I,"  said  Bounderby, — 
"with  the  wrong  side  of  it.  A  hard  bed  the 
pavement  of  its  Arcade  used  to  make,  I  assure 


you.  People  like  you,  ma'am,  accustomed  from 
infancy  to  lie  on  Down  feathers,  have  no  idea 
how  hard  a  paving-stone  is,  without  trying  it. 
No,  no,  it's  of  no  use  my  talking  to  you  about 
tumblers.  I  should  speak  of  foreign  dancers, 
and  the  West-end  of  London,  and  Mayfair,  and 
lords  and  ladies  and  honourables." 

"  I  trust,  sir,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Sparsit  with 
decent  resignation,  "  it  is  not  necessary  that 
you  should  do  anything  of  that  kind.  I  hope  I 
have  learnt  how  to  accommodate  myself  to  the 
changes  of  life.  If  I  have  acquired  an  interest 
in  hearing  of  your  instructive  experiences,  and 
can  scarcely  hear  enough  of  them,  I  claim  no 
merit  for  that,  since  I  believe  it  is  a  general 
sentiment." 

"  Well,  ma'am,"  said  her  patron,  "  perhaps 
some  people  may  be  pleased  to  say  that  they  do 
like  to  hear,  in  his  own  unpolished  way,  what 
Josiah  Bounderby  of  Coketown  has  gone  through. 
But  you  must  confess  that  you  were  born  in  the 
lap  of  luxury  yourself.  Come,  ma'am,  you  know 
you  were  born  in  the  lap  of  luxury." 

"  I  do  not,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit  with  a 
shake  of  her  head,  "  deny  it." 

Mr.  Bounderby  was  obliged  to  get  up  from 
table,  and  stand  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  look- 
ing at  her;  she  was  such  an  enhancement  of 
his  position. 

"  And  you  were  in  crack  society.  De\'ilish 
high  society,"  he  said,  warming  his  legs. 

"  It  is  true,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sjjarsit  with 
an  affectation  of  humility  the  very  opposite  of 
his,  and  therefore  in  no  danger  of  jostling  it. 

"  You  were  in  the  tiptop  fashion,  and  all  the 
rest  of  it,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit  with  a  kind 
of  social  widowhood  upon  her.  "  It  is  unques- 
tionably true." 

Mr.  Bounderby,  bending  himself  at  the  knees, 
literally  embraced  his  legs  in  his  great  satisfac- 
tion, and  laughed  aloud.  Mr.  and  Miss  Grad- 
grind being  then  announced,  he  received  the 
former  with  a  shake  of  the  hand,  and  the  latter 
with  a  kiss. 

"  Can  Jupe  be  sent  here,  Bounderby  ?  "  asked 
Mr.  Gradgrind. 

Certainly.  So  Jupe  was  sent  there.  On 
coming  in,  she  curtsied  to  Mr.  Bounderby,  and 
to  his  friend  Tom  Gradgrind,  and  also  to  Louisa  ; 
but  in  her  confusion  unluckily  omitted  Mrs. 
Sparsit.  Observing  this,  the  blustrous  Boun- 
derby had  the  following  remarks  to  make  : 

"  Now,  I  tell  you  what,  my  girl.  The  name 
of  that  lady  by  the  teapot  is  Mrs.  Sparsit.  That 
lady  acts  as  mistress  of  this  house,  and  she  is  a 
highly-connected  lady.      Consequently,  if  ever 
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you  come  again  into  any  room  in  this  house, 
you  will  make  a  short  stay  in  it  if  you  don't 
behave  towards  that  lady  in  your  most  respectful 
manner.  Now,  I  don't  care  a  button  what  you 
do  to  me,  because  I  don't  affect  to  be  anybody. 
So  far  from  having  high  connections,  I  have  no 
connections  at  all,  and  I  come  of  the  scum  of 
the  earth.  But  towards  that  lady  I  do  care  what 
you  do  ;  and  you  shall  do  what  is  deferential 
and  respectful,  or  you  shall  not  come  here." 

"  I  hope,  Bounderby,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind  in 
a  conciliatory  voice,  "  that  this  was  merely  an 
oversight." 

"  My  friend  Tom  Gradgrind  suggests,  Mrs. 
Sparsit,"  said  Bounderby,  "  that  this  was  merely 
an  oversight.  Very  likely.  However,  as  you 
are  aware,  ma'am,  I  don't  allow  of  even  over- 
sights towards  you." 

"You  are  very  good  indeed,  sir,''  returned 
Mrs.  Sparsit,  shaking  her  head  with  her  State 
humility.     "  It  is  not  worth  speaking  of." 

Sissy,  who  all  this  time  had  been  faintly 
excusing  herself  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  was  now 
waved  over  by  the  master  of  the  house  to  Mr. 
Gradgrind.  She  stood,  looking  intently  at  him, 
and  Louisa  stood  coldly  by,  with  her  eyes  upon 
the  ground,  while  he  proceeded  thus  : 

'■■  Jupe,  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  take  you 
into  my  house  ;  and,  when  you  are  not  in 
attendance  at  the  school,  to  employ  you  about 
Mrs.  Gradgrind,  who  is  rather  an  invalid.  I 
have  explained  to  Miss  Louisa — this  is  Miss 
Louisa — the  miserable,  but  natural,  end  of  your 
late  career  ;  and  you  are  to  expressly  understand 
that  the  whole  of  that  subject  is  past,  and  is  not 
to  be  referred  to  any  more.  From  this  time  you 
begin  your  history.  You  are,  at  present,  igno- 
rant, I  know." 

"  Yes,  sir,  very,"  she  answered,  curtsying. 

"  I  shall  have  the  satisfaction  of  causing  you 
to  be  strictly  educated ;  and  you  will  be  a  living 
proof,  to  all  who  come  into  communication  with 
you,  of  the  advantages  of  the  training  you  will 
receive.  You  will  be  reclaimed  and  formed. 
You  have  been  in  the  habit  now  of  reading 
to  your  father,  and  those  people  I  found  you 
among,  I  dare  say  ? "  said  Mr.  Gradgrind, 
beckoning  her  nearer  to  him  before  he  said  so, 
and  dropping  his  voice. 

"  Only  to  father  and  Merrylegs,  sir.  At  least, 
I  mean  to  father,  when  Merrylegs  was  always 
there." 

"Never  mind  Merrylegs,  Jupe,"  said  Mr. 
Gradgrind  with  a  passing  frown.  "  I  don't  ask 
about  him.  I  understand  you  to  have  been  in 
the  habit  of  reading  to  your  father?" 

"  Oh    yes,  sir,    thousands  of  times  !     They 


were  the  happiest — oh,  of  all  the  happy  times 
we  had  together,  sir  !  " 

It  was  only  now,  when  her  sorrow  broke  out, 
that  Louisa  looked  at  her. 

"And  what,"  asked  Mr.  Gradgrind  in  a  still 
lower  voice,  "  did  you  read  to  your  father, 
Jupe?" 

"  About  the  Fairies,  sir,  and  the  Dwarf,  and 
the  Hunchback,  and  the  Genies,"  she  sobbed 
out ;  "  and  about " 

"  Hush  ! "  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  that  is 
enough.  Never  breathe  a  word  oi  such  de- 
structive nonsense  any  more.  Bounderby,  this 
is  a  case  for  rigid  training,  and  I  shall  observe  it 
with  interest." 

"Well,"  returnel  Mr.  Bounderby,  "I  have 
given  you  my  opinion  already,  and  I  shouldn't 
do  as  you  do.  But,  very  well,  very  \vell.  Since 
you  are  bent  upon  it,  Tery  well !  " 

So,  Mr.  Gradgrind  and  his  daughter  took 
Cecilia  Jupe  off  with  them  to  Stone  Lodge, 
and  on  the  way  Louisa  ne\er  spoke  one  word, 
good  or  bad.  And  Mr.  Bounderby  went  about 
his  daily  pursuits.  And  Mrs.  Sparsit  got  behind 
her  eyebrows,  and  meditated  in  the  gloom  of 
that  retreat  all  the  evening. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


NEVER   WONDER. 


I  ET  us  strike  the  key-note  again  be- 
fore pursuing  the  tune. 

When  she  was  half-a-dozen  years 
younger,  Louisa  had  been  overheard 
to  begin  a  conversation  with  her 
brother  one  day  by  saying,  "  Tom, 
t^  I  wonder " — upon  which  Mr.  Gradgrind, 
who  was  the  person  overhearing,  stepped 
forth  into  the  light,  and  said,  "Louisa,  never 
wonder  !  " 

Herein  lay  the  spring  of  the  mechanical  art 
and  mystery  of  educating  the  reason  without 
stooping  to  the  cultivation  of  the  sentiments 
and  affections.  Never  wonder.  By  means  of 
addition,  subtraction,  multiplication,  and  divi- 
sion settle  everything  somehow,  and  never  won- 
der. Bring  to  me,  says  M'Choakumcliild,  yonder 
baby  just  able  to  walk,  and  I  will  engage  that  it 
shall  never  wonder. 

Now,  besides  very  many  babies  just  able  to 
walk,  there  happened  to  be  in  Coketown  a  con- 
siderable population  of  babies  who  had  been 
walking  against  time  towards  the  infinite  world 
twenty,  thirty,  forty,  fifty  years  and  more.   These 
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portentous  infants  being  alarming  creatures  to 
stalk  about  in  any  human  society,  the  eigh- 
teen denominations  incessantly  scratched  one 
another's  faces  and  pulled  one  another's  hair, 
by  way  of  agreeing  on  tlie  steps  to  be  taken  for 
their  improvement — which  they  never  did ;  a 
surprising  circumstance,  when  the  happy  adapta- 
tion of  the  means  to  the  end  is  considered.  Still, 
although  they  differed  in  every  other  particular, 
concei\^able  and  inconceivable  (especially  incon- 
ceivable), they  were  pretty  well  united  on  the 
point  that  these  unlucky  infants  were  never  to 
wonder.  Body  number  one  said  they  must 
take  everything  on  trust.  Body  number  tvyo 
said  they  must  take  everything  on  political 
economy.  Body  number  three  wrote  leaden 
little  books  for  them,  showing  how  the  good 
grown-up  baby  invariably  got  to  the  Savings 
Bank,  and  the  bad  grown-up  baby  invariably 
got  transported.  Body  number  four,  under 
dreary  pretences  of  being  droll  (when  it  was 
very  melancholy  indeed),  made  the  shallowest 
pretences  of  concealing  pitfalls  of  knowledge, 
into  which  it  was  the  duty  of  these  babies  to  be 
smuggled  and  inveigled.  But,  all  the  bodies 
agreed  that  they  were  never  to  wonder. 

There  was  a  library  in  Coketown,  to  which 
general  access  was  easy.  Mr.  Gradgrind  greatly 
tormented  his  mind  about  what  the  people  read 
in  this  library  :  a  point  whereon  little  rivers  of 
tabular  statements  periodically  flowed  into  the 
howling  ocean  of  tabular  statements,  which  no 
diver  ever  got  to  any  depth  in,  and  came  up 
sane.  It  was  a  disheartening  circumstance,  but 
a  melancholy  fact,  that  even  these  readers 
persisted  in  wondering.  They  wondered  about 
human  nature,  human  passions,  human  hopes 
and  fears,  the  struggles,  triumphs  and  defeats, 
the  cares  and  joys  and  sorrows,  the  lives  and 
deaths,  of  common  men  and  women !  They 
sometimes,  after  fifteen  hours'  work,  sat  down  to 
read  mere  fables  about  men  and  women,  more 
or  less  like  themselves,  and  about  children, 
more  or  less  like  their  own.  They  took  De 
Foe  to  their  bosoms  instead  of  Euclid,  and 
seemed  to  be,  on  the  whole,  more  comforted  by 
Goldsmith  than  by  Cocker.  Mr.  Gradgrind  was 
for  ever  working,  in  print  and  out  of  print,  at 
this  eccentric  sum,  and  he  never  could  make 
out  how  it  yielded  this  unaccountable  product. 

"  I  am  sick  of  my  life.  Loo.  I  hate  it  alto- 
gether, and  I  hate  everybody  except  you,"  said 
the  unnatural  young  Thomas  Gradgrind  in  the 
hair-cutting  chamber  at  twilight. 

"  You  don't  hate  Sissy,  Tom  ?  " 

'■■  I  hate  to  be  obliged  to  call  her  Jupe.  And 
she  hates  me,"  said  Tom  moodily. 


"  No,  she  does  not,  Tom,  I  am  sure." 

"  She  must,"  said  Tom.  "  She  must  just  hate 
and  detest  the  whole  set-out  of  us.  They'll 
bother  her  head  oft",  I  think,  before  they  have 
done  with  her.  Already  she's  getting  as  pale 
as  wax,  and  as  heavy  as — I  am." 

Young  Thomas  expressed  these  sentiments 
sitting  astride  of  a  chair  before  the  fire,  with  his 
arms  on  the  back,  and  his  sulky  face  on  his 
arms.  His  sister  sat  in  the  darker  corner  by 
the  fireside,  now  looking  at  him,  now  looking  at 
the  bright  sparks  as  they  dropped  upon  the 
hearth. 

"  As  to  me,"  said  Tom,  tumbling  his  hair  all 
manner  of  ways  with  his  sulky  hands,  "  I  am  a 
Donkey,  that's  what  /  am.  I  am  as  obstinate 
as  one,  I  am  more  stupid  than  one,  I  get  as 
much  pleasure  as  one,  and  I  should  like  to  kick 
like  one." 

"  Not  me,  I  hope,  Tom  ?  " 

"No,  Loo;  I  wouldn't  hwxt you.  I  made  an 
exception  of  }'ou  at  first.  I  don't  know  what 
this — ^jolly  old — Jaundiced  Jail,"  Tom  had 
paused  to  find  a  sufficiently  complimentary 
and  expressive  name  for  the  parental  roof,  and 
seemed  to  relieve  his  mind  for  a  moment  by  the 
strong  alliteration  of  this  one,  "  would  be  with- 
out you." 

"  Indeed,  Tom  !  Do  you  really  and  truly 
say  so  ? " 

"  Why,  of  course  I  do.  What's  the  use  of 
talking  about  it?"  returned  Tom,  chafing  his 
face  on  his  coat-sleeve,  as  if  to  mortify  his  flesh, 
and  have  it  in  unison  with  his  spirit. 

'•  Because,  Tom,"  said  his  sister  after  silenitly 
watching  the  sparks  awhile,  "  as  I  get  older,  and 
nearer  growing  up,  I  often  sit  wondering  here, 
and  think  how  unfortunate  it  is  for  me  that  I 
can't  reconcile  you  to  home  better  than  I  am 
able  to  do.  I  don't  know  what  other  girls  know. 
I  can't  play  to  you  or  sing  to  you.  I  can't  talk 
to  you  so  as  to  lighten  your  mind,  for  I  never 
see  any  amusing  sights,  or  read  any  amusing 
books,  that  it  would  be  a  pleasure  or  a  relief  to 
you  to  talk  about  when  you  are  tired." 

"  Well,  no  more  do  I.  I  am  as  bad  as  you 
in  that  respect ;  and  I  am  a  Mule  too,  which 
you're  not.  If  father  was  determined  to  make 
me  either  a  Prig  or  a  Mule,  and  I  am  not  a 
Prig,  why,  it  stands  to  reason,  I  must  be  a  Mule. 
And  so  I  am,"  said  Tom  desperately. 

"  It's  a  great  pity,"  said  Louisa  after  another 
pause,  and  speaking  thoughtfully  out  of  her  dark 
corner ;  "  it's  a  great  pity,  Tom.  It's  very 
unfortunate  for  both  of  us." 

"  Oh  !  You,"  said  Tom ;  "  you  are  a  girl, 
Loo,  and  a  girl  comes  out  of  it  better  than  a  boy 
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does.  I  don't  miss  anything  in  you.  You  are 
the  only  pleasure  I  have — you  can  brighten  even 
this  place — and  you  can  always  lead  me  as  you 
like." 

"  You  are  a  dear  brother,  Tom ;  and  while 
you  think  I  can  do  such  things,  I  don't  so  much 
mind  knowing  better.  Though  I  do  know  better, 
Tom,  and  am  very  sorry  for  it."  She  came  and 
kissed  him,  and  went  back  into  her  corner 
again. 

"  I  wish  I  could  collect  all  the  Facts  we  hear 
so  much  about,"  said  Tom,  spitefully  setting  his 
teeth,  "  and  all  the  Figures,  and  all  the  people 
who  found  them  out ;  and  I  .wish  I  could  put  a 
thousand  barrels  of  gunpowder  under  them,  and 
blow  them  all  up  together  !  However,  when  I 
go  to  live  with  old  Bounderby,  I'll  have  my 
revenge." 

"  Your  revenge,  Tom?" 

"  I  mean,  I'll  enjoy  myself  a  little,  and  go 
about  and  see  something,  and  hear  something. 
I'll  recompense  myself  for  the  way  in  which  I 
have  been  brought  up." 

"  But  don't  disappoint  yourself  beforehand, 
Tom.  Mr.  Bounderby  thinks  as  father  thinks, 
and  is  a  great  deal  rougher,  and  not  half  so 
kind." 

"Oh!"  said  Tom,  laughing;  "  I  don't  mind 
that.  I  shall  very  well  know  how  to  manage 
and  smooth  old  Bounderby  ! " 

Their  shadows  were  defined  upon  the  wall, 
but  those  of  the  high  presses  in  the  room  were 
all  blended  together  on  the  wall  and  on  the 
ceiling,  as  if  the  brother  and  sister  were  over- 
hung by  a  dark  cavern.  Or,  a  fanciful  imagina- 
tion— if  such  treason  could  have  been  there — 
might  have  made  it  out  to  be  the  shadow  of 
their  subject,  and  of  its  lowering  association 
with  their  future. 

'•  ^Vhat  is  your  great  mode  of  smoothing  and 
managing,  Tom  ?     Is  it  a  secret?" 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Tom,  "  if  it  is  a  secret,  it's  not 
far  off.  It's  you.  You  are  his  little  pet,  you 
are  his  favourite ;  he'll  do  anything  for  you. 
When  he  says  to  me  what  I  don't  like,  I  shall 
say  to  him,  '  My  sister  Loo  will  be  hurt  and  dis- 
appointed, Mr.  Bounderby.  She  always  used 
to  tell  me  she  was  sure  you  would  be  easier 
with  me  than  this.'  That'll  bring  him  about,  or 
nothing  will." 

After  waiting  for  some  answering  remark,  and 
getting  none,  Tom  wearily  relapsed  into  tlie 
present  time,  and  twined  himself  yawning  round 
and  about  the  rails  of  his  chair,  and  rumpled 
his  head  more  and  more,  until  he  suddenly 
looked  up,  and  asked  : 

"  Have  you  gone  to  sleep.  Loo?" 


"  No,  Tom.     I  am  looking  at  the  fire." 

"  You  seem  to  find  more  to  look  at  in  it  than 
ever  I  could  find,"  said  Tom.  "  Another  of  the 
advantages,  I  suppose,  of  being  a  girl." 

"  Tom,"  inquired  his  sister  slowly,  and  in  a 
curious  tone,  as  if  she  were  reading  what  she 
asked  in  the  fire,  and  it  were  not  quite  plainly 
written  there,  "  do  you  look  forward  with  any 
satisfaction  to  this  change  to  Mr.  Bounderby's  ?" 

"  Why,  there's  one  thing  to  be  said  of  it," 
returned  Tom,  pushing  his  chair  from  him,  and 
standing  up;  "it  will  be  getting  away  from 
home." 

"  There  is  one  thing  to  be  said  of  it,"  Louisa 
repeated  in  her  former  curious  tone  ;  "  it  will  be 
getting  away  from  home.     Yes." 

"  Not  but  what  I  shall  be  very  unwilling,  both 
to  leave  you.  Loo,  and  to  leave  you  here.  But 
I  must  go,  you  know,  whether  I  like  it  or  not ; 
and  I  had  better  go  where  I  can  take  with  me 
some  advantage  of  your  influence,  than  where  I 
should  lose  it  altogether.     Don't  you  see  ?" 

"  Yes,  Tom." 

The  answer  was  so  long  in  coming,  though 
tliere  was  no  indecision  in  it,  that  Tom  went 
and  leaned  on  the  back  of  her  chair,  to  con- 
template the  fire  which  so  engrossed  her,  from 
her  point  of  view,  and  see  what  he  could  make 
of  it. 

"  Except  that  it  is  a  fire,"  said  Tom,  "it  looks 
to  me  as  stupid  and  blank  as  everything  else 
looks.     What  do  you  see  in  it  ?     Not  a  circus  ?  " 

"  I  don't  see  anything  in  it,  Tom,  particularly. 
But,  since  I  have  been  looking  at  it,  I  have 
been  wondering  about  you  and  me,  grown  up." 

"  Wondering  again  ! "  said  Tom. 

"  I  have  such  unmanageable  thoughts,"  re- 
turned his  sister,  "that  they  w/// wonder." 

"  Then  I  beg  of  you,  Louisa,"  said  Mrs. 
Gradgrind,  who  had  opened  the  door  without 
being  heard,  "  to  do  nothing  of  that  description, 
for  goodness'  sake,  you  inconsiderate  girl,  or  I 
shall  never  hear  the  last  of  it  from  your  father. 
And,  Thomas,  it  is  really  shameful,  with  my 
poor  head  continually  wearing  mc  out,  that  a 
boy  brought  up  as  you  have  been,  anil  whose 
education  has  cost  what  yours  has,  should  be 
found  encouraging  his  sister  to  wonder,  when  he 
knows  his  father  has  expressly  said  that  she  is 
not  to  do  it." 

Louisa  denied  Tom's  participation  in  the 
offence  ;  but  her  mother  stopped  her  with  the 
conclusive  answer,  "  Louisa,  don't  tell  me  in  my 
state  of  health  ;  for,  unless  you  had  been  en- 
couraged, it  is  morally  and  physically  impossible 
that  you  could  have  done  it." 

"  I  was  encouraged  by  nothing,  mother,  but 


24 


HARD  TIMES. 


by  looking  at  the  red  sparks  dropping  out  of  the 
fire,  and  whitening  and  dying.  It  made  me 
think,  after  all,  how  short  my  life  would  be,  and 
how  little  I  could  hope  to  do  in  it.'' 

"Nonsense!"  said  Mrs.  Gradgrind,  rendered 
almost  energetic.  "  Nonsense  !  Don't  stand 
there  and  tell  me  such  stuff,  Louisa,  to  my  face, 
when  you  know  very  well  that,  if  it  was  ever  to 
reach  your  father's  ears,  I  should  never  hear  the 
last  of  it.  After  all  the  trouble  that  has  been 
taken  with  you  !  After  tlie  lectures  you  have 
attended,  and  the  experiments  you  have  seen  ! 
After  I  have  heard  you  myself,  when  the  whole 
of  my  right  side  has  been  benumbed,  going  on 
with  your  master  about  combustion,  and  calcina- 
tion, and  calorification,  and  I  may  say  every 
kind  of  ation  that  could  drive  a  poor  invalid 
distracted,  to  hear  you  talking  in  this  absurd 
way  about  sparks  and  ashes  !  I  wish,"  whim- 
pered Mrs.  Gradgrind,  taking  a  chair,  and  dis- 
charging her  strongest  point  before  succumbing 
under  these  mere  shadows  of  facts,  "  yes,  I 
really  do  wish  that  I  had  never  had  a  famil)-, 
and  then  you  would  have  known  what  it  was  to 
do  without  me  I " 


CHAPTER  IX. 


SISSY   S     PROGRESS. 


ISSV  JUPE  had    not  an  easy  time 

of  it  between  Mr.  M'Choakumchild 

^ciSiW  and   Mrs.   Gradgrind,   and    was  not 


day  long  so  very- 
V^^  hard,  and  life  in  general  was  opened  to 
>/x?-  her  as  such  a  closely-ruled  ciphering 
book,  that  assuredly  she  would  have  run  away, 
but  for  only  one  restraint. 

It  is  lamentable  to  think  of;  but  this  restraint 
was  the  result  of  no  arithmetical  process,  was 
self-imposed  in  defiance  of  all  calculation,  and 
went  dead  against  any  table  of  probabilities  that 
any  Actuary  would  have  drawn  up  from  the 
premises.  The  girl  believed  that  her  father  had 
not  deserted  her ;  she  lived  in  the  hope  that  he 
would  come  back,  and  in  the  faith  that  he  would 
be  made  the  happier  by  her  remaining  where 
she  was. 

The  wretched  ignorance  with  which  Jupe 
clung  to  tliis  consolation,  rejecting  the  superior 
comfort  of  knowing,  on  a  sound  arithmetical 
basis,  that  her  father  was  an  unnatural  vagabond, 
filled  Mr.  Gradgrind  with  pity.  Yet,  what  was 
to  be  done?      M'Choakumchild  reported  that 


she  had  a  very  dense  head  for  figures ;  that, 
once  possessed  with  a  general  idea  of  the  globe, 
she  took  the  smallest  conceivable  interest  in  its 
exact  measurements ;  that  she  was  extremely 
slow  in  the  acquisition  of  dates,  unless  some 
pitiful  incident  happened  to  be  connected  there- 
with ;  that  she  would  burst  into  tears  on  being 
required  (by  the  mental  process)  immediately  to 
name  the  cost  of  two  hundred  and  forty-seven 
muslin  caps  at  fourteen-pence  halfpenny ;  that 
she  was  as  low  down  in  the  school  as  low  could 
be ;  that,  after  eight  weeks  of  induction  into  the 
elements  of  Political  Economy,  she  had  only 
yesterday  been  set  right  by  a  prattler  three  feet 
high,  for  returning  to  the  question,  "  What  is 
the  first  principle  of  this  science?"  the  absurd 
answer,  "  To  do  unto  others  as  I  would  tliat 
they  should  do  unto  me." 

Mr.  Gradgrind  observed,  shaking  his  head, 
that  all  this  was  very  bad ;  that  it  showed 
the  necessity  of  infinite  grinding  at  the  mill  of 
knowledge,  as  per  system,  schedule,  blue-book, 
report,  and  tabular  statements  A  to  Z  ;  and  that 
Jupe  "  must  be  kept  to  it."  So  Jupe  was  kept 
to  it,  and  became  low-spirited,  but  no  wiser. 

"  It  would  be  a  fine  thing  to  be  you,  Miss 
Louisa  ! "  she  said  one  night,  when  Louisa  had 
endeavoured  to  make  her  perplexities  for  next 
day  something  clearer  to  her. 

"  Do  you  think  so?" 

"  I  should  know  so  much.  Miss  Louisa.  All 
that  is  difficult  to  me  now  would  be  so  easy  then.' 

"  You  might  not  be  the  better  for  it,  Sissy." 

Sissy  submitted,  after  a  little  hesitation,  '■  I 
should  not  be  the  worse,  Miss  Louisa."  To 
wliich  Miss  Louisa  answered,  "  I  don't  know 
that." 

There  had  been  so  little  communication  be- 
tween these  two — both  because  life  at  Stone 
Lodge  went  monotonously  round  like  a  piece 
of  machinery  which  discouraged  human  inter- 
ference, and  because  of  the  prohibition  relati\e 
to  Sissy's  past  career — that  they  \\ere  still  almost 
strangers.  Sissy,  with  her  dark  eyes  wonderingly 
directed  to  Louisa's  face,  was  uncertain  whether 
to  say  more  or  to  remain  silent. 

"You  are  more  useful  to  my  mother,  and 
more  pleasant  w-ith  her,  than  1  can  ever  be," 
Louisa  resumed.  "  You  are  pleasanter  to  your- 
self than  /  am  to  wy'self." 

"But,  if  you  pleas'^,  Miss  Louisa,"  Sissy 
pleaded,  "  I  am — oh,  so  stupid  ! " 

Louisa,  with  a  brighter  laugh  than  usual,  told 
her  she  would  be  wiser  by-and-by. 

"You  don't  know,"  said  Sissy,  half  crying, 
"  what  a  stupid  girl  I  am.  All  through  school 
hours  I  make  mistakes.    Mr.  and  Mrs.  M'Choak- 
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umchild  call  me  up,  over  and  over  again,  regu- 
larly to  make  mistakes.  I  can't  help  them. 
They  seem  to  come  natural  to  me." 

"  Mr.  and  Mrs.  M'Choakurachild  never  make 
any  mistakes  themselves,  I  suppose.  Sissy?" 


"  Oh  no  !  "  she  eagerly  returned.  "  They 
know  everything." 

"  Tell  me  some  of  your  mistakes. 

"  I  am  almost  ashamed,"  said  Sissy  with  reluc- 
tance.   "  But  to-day,  for  instance,  Mr.  M'Choak- 


'IT   WOULD   BE  A   M.NE    iUl.NO    lu    1;L   VOU,   MISS   LOUISA!" 


umchild  was  explaining  to  us  about  Natural 
Prosperity." 

"National,  I  think  it  must  have  been,"  ob- 
served Louisa. 

"  Yes,  it  was. — But  isn't  it  the  same  ?  "  she 
timidly  asked. 


"  You  had  better  say  National,  as  he  said  so," 
returned  Louisa  with  her  dry  reserve. 

"  National  Prosperity.  And  he  said,  Now, 
this  schoolroom  is  a  Nation.  And  in  this 
nation  there  are  fifty  millions  of  money.  Isn't  this 
a  prosperous  nation  ?    Girl  number  twenty,  isn't 
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this  a  prosperous  nation,  and  an't  you  in  a 
thriving  state  ?  " 

"  What  did  you  say  ?  "  asked  Louisa. 

"  Miss  Louisa,  I  said  I  didn't  know.  I 
thought  I  couldn't  know  whether  it  was  a  pros- 
perous nation  or  not,  and  whether  I  was  in  a 
tliriving  state  or  not,  unless  I  knew  who  had 
got  the  money,  and  whether  any  of  it  was  mine. 
But  that  had  nothing  to  do  with  it.  It  was  not 
in  the  figures  at  all,"  said  Sissy,  wiping  her  eyes. 

"That  was  a  great  mistake  of  yours,"  ob- 
served Louisa. 

"  Yes,  Miss  Louisa,  I  know  it  was  now. 
Then  Mr.  M'Choakumchild  said  he  would  try  me 
again.  And  he  said,  This  schoolroom  is  an 
immense  town,  and  in  it  there  are  a  million  of  in- 
habitants, and  only  five-and-twenty  are  starved 
to  death  in  the  streets  in  die  course  of  a  year. 
AVhat  is  your  remark  on  that  proportion  ?  And 
my  remark  was — for  I  couldn't  think  of  a  better 
one — that  I  thought  it  must  be  just  as  hard 
upon  those  who  were  starved,  whether  the  others 
Vi-ere  a  million  or  a  million  million.  And  that 
was  wrong  too." 

"  Of  course  it  was." 

"  Then  Mr.  M'Choakumchild  said  he  would 
try  me  once  more.  And  he  said,  Here  are  the 
stutterings " 

"  Statistics,"  said  Louisa. 

"  Yes,  Miss  Louisa — they  always  remind  me 
of  stutterings,  and  that's  another  of  my  mistakes 
— of  accidents  upon  the  sea.  And  I  find  (Mr. 
M'Choakumchild  said)  that  in  a  given  time  a 
hundred  thousand  persons  went  to  sea  on  long 
vo3'ages,  and  only  five  hundred  of  them  were 
drowned  or  burnt  to  death.  What  is  the  per- 
centage ?  And  I  said,  miss,'' — here  Sissy  fairly 
sobbed,  as  confessing  witli  extreme  contrition  to 
her  greatest  error, — "I  said  it  was  nothing." 

"Nothing,  Sissy?" 

"  Nothing,  miss — to  the  relations  and  friends 
of  the  people  who  were  killed.  I  shall  never 
learn,"  said  Sissy.  "  And  the  worst  of  all  is, 
that  although  my  poor  father  wished  me  so  much 
to  learn,  and  although  I  am  so  anxious  to  learn, 
because  he  wished  me  to,  I  am  afraid  I  don't 
like  it." 

Louisa  stood  looking  at  the  pretty  modest 
head,  as  it  drooped  abashed  before  her,  until  it 
was  raised  again  to  glance  at  her  face.  Then 
she  asked : 

"  Did  your  father  know  so  much  himself,  that 
he  wished  you  to  be  well  taught  too.  Sissy?" 

Sissy  hesitated  before  replying,  and  so  plainly 
showed  her  sense  that  they  were  entering  on 
forbidden  ground,  that  Louisa  added,  "  No  one 
hears  us;  and  if  any  one  did,  I  am  sure  no 


harm  could  be  found  in  such  an  innocent  ques- 
tion." 

"  No,  Miss  Louisa,"  answered  Sissy  upon  this 
encouragement,  shaking  her  head  ;  "  father 
knows  very  little  indeed.  It's  as  much  as  he 
can  do  to  write ;  and  it's  more  than  people  in 
general  can  do  to  read  his  writing.  Though  it's 
plain  to  me." 

"  Your  mother  ?" 

"  Father  says  she  was  quite  a  scholar.  She 
died  when  I  was  born.  She  was," — Sissy  made 
the  terrible  communication  nervously, — "  she 
was  a  dancer." 

"Did  your  father  love  her?"  Louisa  asked 
these  questions  with  a  strong,  wild,  'wandering 
interest  peculiar  to  her ;  an  interest  gone  astray 
like  a  banished  creature,  and  hiding  in  solitary 
places. 

"  Oh  yes  !  As  dearly  as  he  loves  me.  Father 
loved  me,  first,  for  her  sake.  He  carried  me 
about  with  him  when  I  was  quite  a  baby.  We 
have  never  been  asunder  from  that  time." 

"  Yet  he  leaves  you  now.  Sissy  ?  " 

"  Only  for  my  good.  Nobody  understands 
him  as  I  do ;  nobody  knows  him  as  I  do. 
\Vhen  he  left  me  for  my  good — he  never  would 
have  left  me  for  his  own — I  know  he  was  almost 
broken-hearted  with  the  trial.  He  will  not  be 
happy  for  a  single  minute  till  he  comes  back." 

"  Tell  me  more  about  him,"  said  Louisa  ;  "  I 
will  never  ask  you  again.  Where  did  you 
live?" 

"  We  travelled  about  the  country,  and  had  no 
fixed  place  to  five  in.  Father's  a"' — Sissy  whis- 
pered the  awful  word — "  a  clown." 

"  To  make  the  people  laugh  ?"  said  Louisa 
with  a  nod  of  intelligence. 

"  Yes.  But  they  wouldn't  laugh  sometimes, 
and  then  father  cried.  Lately,  they  very  often 
wouldn't  laugh,  and  he  used  to  come  home 
despairing.  Father's  not  like  most.  Those  who 
didn't  know  him  as  well  as  I  do,  and  didn't  love 
him  as  dearly  as  I  do,  might  believe  he  was  not 
quite  right.  Sometimes  they  played  tricks  upon 
him;  but  they  never  knew  how  he  felt  them, 
and  shrunk  up,  when  he  was  alone  with  me. 
He  was  far,  far  timider  than  they  thought." 

"  And  you  were  his  comfort  through  every- 
thing ?  " 

She  nodded,  with  the  tears  rolling  down  her 
face.  "  I  hope  so,  and  father  said  I  was.  It 
was  because  he  grew  so  scared  and  trembling, 
and  because  he  felt  himself  to  be  a  poor,  weak, 
ignorant,  helpless  man  (those  used  to  be  his 
words),  that  he  wanted  me  so  much  to  know  a 
great  deal,  and  be  different  from  him.  I  used 
to  read  to  him  to  cheer  his  courage,  and  he  was 
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very  fond  of  that.  The}-  were  wrong  books — I 
am  never  to  speak  of  them  here — but  we  didn't 
know  there  was  any  harm  in  them." 

"  And  he  Uked  them?"  said  Louisa,  with  her 
searching  gaze  on  Sissy  all  this  time. 

"  Oh,  very  much !  They  kept  him,  many 
times,  from  what  did  him  real  harm.  And  often 
and  often  of  a  night  he  used  to  forget  all  his 
troubles  in  wondering  whether  the  Sultan  would 
let  the  lady  go  on  with  the  story,  or  would  have 
her  head  cut  off  before  it  was  finished." 

"  And  your  father  was  always  kind  ?  To  the 
last  ? "  asked  Louisa  ;  contravening  the  great 
principle,  and  wondering  very  much. 

'•Always,  always!"  returned  Siss}',  clasping 
her  hands.  "  Kinder  and  kinder  than  I  can 
tell.  He  was  angry  only  one  night,  and  that 
was  not  to  me,  but  Merrylegs.  Merrylegs  " — she 
whispered  the  awful  fact — "  is  his  performing 
dog." 

"  Why  was  he  angry  with  the  dog  ?  '  Louisa 
demanded. 

"  Father,  soon  after  they  came  home  from  per- 
forming, told  Merrylegs  to  jump  up  on  the  backs 
of  the  two  chairs,  and  stand  across  them — 
which  is  one  of  his  tricks.  He  looked  at  father, 
and  didn't  do  it  at  once.  Everything  of  father's 
had  gone  wrong  that  night,  and  he  hadn't  pleased 
the  public  at  all.  He  cried  out  that  the  very 
dog  knew  he  was  failing,  and  had  no  compassion 
on  him.  Then  he  beat  the  dog,  and  I  was 
frightened,  and  said,  '  Father,  father !  Pray 
don't  hurt  the  creature  who  is  so  fond  of  you  ! 
Oh,  Heaven  forgive  you,  father,  stop  ! '  And 
he  stopped,  and  the  dog  was  bloody,  and  father 
lay  down  cr)^ing  on  the  floor  with  the  dog  in  his 
arms,  and  the  dog  licked  his  face." 

Louisa  saw  that  she  was  sobbing ;  and,  going 
to  her,  kissed  her,  took  her  hand,  and  sat  down 
beside  her. 

"  Finish  by  telling  me  how  your  father  left 
you,  Siss)'.  Now  that  I  have  asked  you  so 
much,  tell  me  the  end.  The  blame,  if  there  is 
any  blame,  is  mine,  not  yours." 

"  Dear  Miss  Louisa,"  said  Sissy,  covering  her 
eyes,  and  sobbing  yet;  "  I  came  home  from  the 
school  that  afternoon,  and  found  poor  father 
just  come  home  too  from  the  booth.  And  he 
sat  rocking  himself  over  the  fire,  as  if  he  was  in 
pain.  And  I  said,  '  Have  you  hurt  yourself, 
father  ? '  (as  he  did  sometimes,  like  they  all 
did  ;)  and  he  said,  '  A  little,  my  darling.'  And 
when  I  came  to  stoop  down  and  look  up  at  his 
face,  I  saw  that  he  was  crying.  The  more  I 
spoke  to  him,  the  more  he  hid  his  face ;  and  at 
first  he  shook  all  over,  and  said  nothing  but  '  My 
darling,'  and  '  My  love  ! '" 


Here  Tom  came  lounging  in,  and  stared  at 
the  two  with  a  coolness  not  particularly  savour- 
ing of  interest  in  anything  but  himself,  and  not 
much  of  that  at  present. 

"  I  am  asking  Sissy  a  few  questions,  Tom," 
observed  his  sister.  "  You  have  no  occasion  to 
go  away ;  but  don't  interrupt  us  for  a  moment, 
Tom  dear." 

"Oh,  very  well!"  returned  Tom.  "Only 
father  has  brought  old  Bounderby  home,  and  I 
want  you  to  come  into  the  drawing-room.  Be- 
cause, if  you  come,  there's  a  good  chance  of  old 
Bounderby's  asking  me  to  dinner;  and,  if  you 
don't,  there's  none." 

"  I'll  come  directly." 

"  I'll  wait  for  you,"  said  Tom,  "  to  make 
sure." 

Sissy  resumed  in  a  lower  voice.  "  At  last 
poor  father  said  that  he  had  given  no  satisfac- 
tion again,  and  never  did  give  any  satisfaction 
now,  and  that  he  was  a  shame  and  disgrace,  and 
I  should  have  done  better  without  him  all  along. 
I  said  all  the  affectionate  things  to  him  that  came 
into  my  heart,  and  presently  he  was  quiet,  and  I 
sat  down  by  him,  and  told  him  all  about  the 
school,  and  everything  that  had  been  said  and 
done  there.  When  I  had  no  more  left  to  tell,  he 
put  his  arms  round  my  neck,  and  kissed  me  a 
great  many  times.  Then  he  asked  me  to  fetch 
some  of  the  stuff  he  used  for  the  little  hurt  he 
had  had,  and  to  get  it  at  the  best  place,  which 
was  at  the  other  end  of  the  town  from  there ;  and 
then,  after  kissing  me  again,  he  let  me  go.  When 
I  had  gone  down-stairs,  I  turned  back  that  I 
might  be  a  little  bit  more  company  to  him  yet, 
and  looked  in  at  the  door,  and  said,  '  Father 
dear,  shall  I  take  Merrylegs?'  Father  shook 
his  head  and  said,  '  No,  Sissy,  no  ;  take  nothing 
that's  known  to  be  mine,  my  darling;'  and  1 
left  him  sitting  b)'  the  fire.  Then  the  thought 
must  have  come  upon  him — poor,  poor  father  ! 
of  going  away  to  try  something  for  my  sake ; 
for,  when  I  came  back,  he  was  gone." 

"  I  say !  Look  sharp  for  old  Bounderby, 
Loo  !  "  Tom  remonstrated. 

"There's  no  more  to  tell.  Miss  Louisa.  I 
keep  the  nine  oils  ready  for  him,  and  I  know  he 
will  come  back.  Every  letter  that  I  see  in  Mr. 
Gradgrind's  hand  takes  my  breath  away  and 
blinds  my  eyes,  for  I  think  it  comes  from  father, 
or  from  Mr.  Sleary  about  father.  Mr.  Sleary 
promised  to  write  as  soon  as  ever  father  should 
be  lieard  of,  and  I  trust  to  liim  to  keep  his 
word." 

"Do  look  .sharp  for  old  Bounderby,  Loo  I " 
said  Tom  with  an  impatient  whistle.  "  He'll 
be  off  if  you  don't  look  sharp ! " 
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After  this,  whenever  Sissy  dropped  a  curtsy 
to  ]\Ir.  Gradgrind  in  the  presence  of  his  family, 
and  said  in  a  faltering  way,  "  I  beg  your  pardon, 
sir,  for  being  troublesome — but — have  you  had 
any  letter  yet  about  me?"  Louisa  would  sus- 
pend the  occupation  of  the  moment,  whatever 
it  was,  and  look  for  the  reply  as  earnestly  as 
Sissy  did.  And  when  Mr.  Gradgrind  regularly 
answered,  "  No,  Jupe,  nothing  of  the  sort,"  the 
trembling  of  Sissy's  lip  would  be  repeated  in 
Louisa's  face,  and  her  eyes  would  follow  Sissy 
with  compassion  to  the  door.  Mr.  Gradgrind 
usually  improved  these  occasions  by  remarking, 
when  she  was  gone,  that  if  Jupe  had  been  pro- 
perly trained  from  an  early  age,  she  would  have 
demonstrated  to  herself  on  sound  principles  the 
baselessness  of  these  fantastic  hopes.  Yet  it 
did  seem  (though  not  to  him,  for  he  saw  nothing 
of  it)  as  if  fantastic  hope  could  take  as  strong  a 
hold  as  Fact. 

This  observation  must  be  limited  exclusively 
to  his  daughter.  As  to  Tom,  he  was  becoming 
that  not  unprecedented  triumph  of  calculation 
which  is  usually  at  work  on  number  one.  As  to 
Mrs.  Gradgrind.  if  she  said  anything  on  the 
subject,  she  would  come  a  little  way  out  of  her 
wrappers,  like  a  feminine  dormouse,  and  say  : 

"  Good  gracious  bless  me,  how  my  poor  head 
is  vexed  and  worried  by  that  girl  Jupe's  so 
perseveringly  asking,  over  and  over  again,  about 
her  tiresome  letters !  Upon  my  word  and  honour 
I  seem  to  be  fated,  and  destined,  and  ordained 
to  live  in  the  midst  of  things  that  I  am  never  to 
hear  the  last  of  It  really  is  a  most  extraordi- 
nary circumstance  that  it  appears  as  if  I  never 
was  to  hear  the  last  of  anything  !  " 

At  about  this  point  Mr.  Gradgrind's  eye 
would  fall  upon  her  ;  and,  under  the  influence 
of  that  wintry  piece  of  fact,  she  would  become 
torpid  again. 


CHAPTER  X. 


STEPHEN   BLACKPOOL. 


ENTERTAIN  a  weak  idea  that  the 
English  people  are  as  hard-worked 
j^^t^/iSi^)    as  any  people  upon  whom  the  sun 
■       '-^  >'.    shines.     I  acknowledge  to  this  ridi- 
'^■-^•.   culous  idiosyncrasy,  as  a  reason  why 
I  would  give  them  a  little  more  play. 
"^    '         In  the  hardest-working  part  of  Coke- 
°  town  ;  in  the  innermost  fortifications  of 

that  ugly  citadel,  where  Nature  was  as  strongly 
bricked  out  as  killing  airs  and  gases  were  bricked 
in  ;    at  the   heart  of  the   labyrinth  of   narrow 


courts  upon  courts,  and  close  streets  upon 
streets,  which  had  come  into  existence  piece- 
meal, every  piece  in  a  violent  hurry  for  some 
one  man's  purpose,  and  the  whole  an  unnatural 
family,  shouldering,  and  trampling,  and  pressing 
one  another  to  death  ;  in  the  last  close  nook  ot 
this  great  exhausted  receiver,  where  the  chim- 
neys, for  want  of  air  to  make  a  draught,  were 
built  in  an  immense  variety  of  stunted  and 
crooked  shapes,  as  though  every  house  put  out 
a  sign  of  the  kind  of  people  who  might  be  ex- 
pected to  be  born  in  it ;  among  the  multitude 
of  Coketown,  generically  called  "  the  Hands  '' — 
a  race  who  would  have  found  more  favour  with 
some  people,  if  Providence  had  seen  fit  to  make 
them  only  hands,  or,  like  the  lower  creatures  of 
the  seashore,  only  hands  and  stomachs, — lived 
a  certain  Stephen  Blackpool,  forty  years  of  age. 

Stephen  looked  older,  but  he  had  had  a  hard 
life.  It  is  said  that  every  life  has  its  roses  and 
thorns  ;  there  seemed,  however,  to  have  been  a 
misadventure  or  mistake  in  Stephen's  case, 
whereby  somebody  else  had  become  possessed 
of  his  roses,  and  he  had  become  possessed  of 
the  same  somebody  else's  thorns  in  addition  to 
his  own.  He  had  known,  to  use  his  words, 
a  peck  of  trouble.  He  was  usually  called  Old 
Stephen,  in  a  kind  of  rough  homage  to  the 
fact. 

A  rather  stooping  man,  with  a  knitted  brow, 
a  pondering  expression  of  face,  and  a  hard- 
looking  head  sufficiently  capacious,  on  which 
his  iron-grey  hair  lay  long  and  thin.  Old  Stephen 
might  have  passed  for  a  particularly  intelligent 
man  in  his  condition.  Yet  he  was  not.  He 
took  no  place  among  those  remarkable  "Hands" 
who,  piecing  together  their  broken  intervals  of 
leisure  through  many  years,  had  mastered  difii- 
cult  sciences,  and  acquired  a  knowledge  of 
most  unlikely  things.  He  held  no  station  among 
the  hands  who  could  make  speeches  and  carry 
on  debates.  Thousands  of  his  compeers  could 
talk  much  better  than  he,  at  any  time.  He  was 
a  good  power-loom  weaver,  and  a  man  of  per- 
fect integrity.  What  more  he  was,  or  what  else 
he  had  in  him,  if  anything,  let  him  show  for 
himself 

The  lights  in  the  great  factories,  which  looked, 
when  they  were  illuminated,  like  Fairy  Palaces 
— or  the  travellers  by  express  train  said  so — 
were  all  extinguished  ;  and  the  bells  had  rung 
for  knocking  off  for  the  night,  and  had  ceased 
again  ;  and  the  Hands,  men  and  women,  boy 
and  girl,  were  clattering  home.  Old  Stephen 
was  standing  in  the  street,  with  the  odd  sensa- 
tion upon  him  which  the  stoppage  of  the 
machinery  always   produced — the  sensation  of 
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its    having   worked   and    stopped    in   his    own 
head. 

"Yet  I  don't  see  Rachael  still !"  said  he. 

It  was  a  wet  night,  and  many  groups  of  young 
women  passed  him,  with  their  shawls  drawn 
over  their  bare  heads,  and  held  close  under  their 
chins,  to  keep  the  rain  out.  He  knew  Rachael 
well,  for  a  glance  at  any  one  of  these  groups 
was  sufficient  to  show  him  that  she  was  not 
there.  At  last,  there  were  no  more  to  come  ; 
and  then  he  turned  away,  saying,  in  a  tone  of 
disappointment,  "  Why,  then,  I  ha'  missed 
her  ! " 

But,  he  had  not  gone  the  length  of  three 
streets  when  he  saw  another  of  the  shawled 
figures  in  advance  of  him,  at  which  he  looked 
so  keenly  that  perhaps  its  mere  shadow  indis- 
tinctly reflected  on  the  wet  pavement — if  he 
could  have  seen  it  without  the  figure  itself  mov- 
ing along  from  lamp  to  lamp,  brightening  and 
fading  as  it  went — would  have  been  enough  to 
tell  him  who  was  there.  Making  his  pace  at 
once  much  quicker  and  much  softer,  he  darted 
on  until  he  was  very  near  this  figure,  then  fell 
into  his  former  walk,  and  called  "  Rachael ! " 

She  turned,  being  then  in  the  brightness  of  a 
lamp ;  and,  raising  her  hood  a  little,  showed  a 
(juiet  oval  face,  dark  and  rather  delicate,  irra- 
diated by  a  pair  of  very  gentle  eyes,  and  further 
set  off  by  the  perfect  order  of  her  shining  black 
hair.  It  was  not  a  face  in  its  first  bloom ;  she 
was  a  woman  five-and-thirty  years  of  age. 

"  Ah,  lad  !  'Tis  thou  ?  "  When  she  had  said 
this,  with  a  smile  which  would  have  been  quite 
expressed,  though  nothing  of  her  had  been  seen 
but  her  pleasant  eyes,  she  replaced  her  hood 
again,  and  they  went  on  together. 

"  I  thought  thou  wast  ahind  me,  Rachael  !  " 

"No." 

"  Early  t'night,  lass  ?  " 

"  'Times  I'm  a  little  early,  Stephen  ;  'times  a 
little  late.  I'm  never  to  be  counted  on,  going 
home." 

"  Nor  going  t'other  way,  neither,  't  seems  to 
me,  Rachael  ?" 

"  No,  Stephen." 

He  looked  at  her  with  some  disappointment 
in  his  face,  but  with  a  respectful  and  patient 
conviction  that  she  must  be  right  in  whatever 
she  did.  The  expression  was  not  lost  upon 
her  ;  she  laid  her  hand  lightly  on  his  arm  a 
moment,  as  if  to  thank  him  for  it. 

"  We  are  such  true  friends,  lad,  and  such 
old  friends,  and  getting  to  be  such  old  folk 
now." 

"  No,  Rachael,  thou'rt  as  young  as  ever  thou 
wast." 
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"  One  of  us  would  be  puzzled  how  to  get  old, 
Stephen,  without  t'other  getting  so  too,  botli 
being  alive,"  she  answered,  laughing ;  "  but, 
anyways,  we're  such  old  friends,  that  t'  hide  a 
word  of  honest  truth  fro'  one  another  would  be 
a  sin  and  a  pity.  'Tis  better  not  to  walk  too 
much  together.  'Times,  yes  !  'Twould  be  hard, 
indeed,  if  'twas  not  to  be  at  all,"  she  said  with 
a  cheerfulness  she  sought  to  communicate  to 
him. 

"  'Tis  hard  anyways,  Rachael." 

"  Try  to  think  not ;  and  'twill  seem  better." 

"  I've  tried  a  long  time,  and  tan't  got  better. 
But  thou'rt  right ;  't  might  mak  fok  talk,  even 
of  thee.  Thou  hast  been  that  to  me,  Rachael, 
through  so  many  year :  thou  hast  done  me  so 
much  good,  and  heartened  of  me  in  that  cheer- 
ing way,  that  thy  word  is  a  law  to  me.  Ah,  lass, 
and  a  bright  good  law  !  Better  than  some  real 
ones." 

"  Never  fret  about  them,  Stephen,"  she  an- 
swered quickly,  and  not  without  an  anxious 
glance  at  his  face.     "  Let  the  laws  be  !  " 

"  Yes,"  he  said  with  a  slow  nod  or  two.  "  Let 
'em  be.  Let  everything  be.  Let  all  sorts  alone. 
'Tis  a  muddle,  and  that's  aw." 

"  Always  a  muddle  ?  "  said  Rachael,  with 
another  gentle  touch  upon  his  arm,  as  if  to 
recall  him  out  of  the  thoughtfulness  in  which 
he  was  biting  the  long  ends  of  his  loose  necker- 
chief as  he  walked  along.  The  touch  had  its 
instantaneous  eft'ect.  He  let  them  fall,  turned 
a  smiling  face  upon  her,  and  said,  as  he  broke 
into  a  good-humoured  laugh,  "  Ay,  Rachael, 
lass,  awlus  a  muddle.  That's  where  I  stick.  I 
come  to  the  muddle  many  times  and  agen,  and 
I  never  get  beyond  it." 

They  had  walked  some  distance,  and  were 
near  their  own  homes.  The  woman's  was  the 
first  reached.  It  was  in  one  of  the  many  small 
streets  for  which  the  favourite  undertaker  (who 
turned  a  handsome  sum  out  of  the  one  poor 
ghastly  pomp  of  the  neighbourhood)  kept  a 
black  ladder,  in  order  that  those  who  had  done 
their  daily  groping  up  and  down  the  narrow 
stairs,  might  slide  out  of  this  working  world  by 
the  windows.  She  stopped  at  the  corner,  anil, 
putting  her  hand  in  his,  wished  him  good  night. 

"Good  night,  dear  lass  ;  gootl  night  !  " 

She  went,  with  her  neat  figure  and  her  sober 
womanly  step,  down  the  dark  street,  and  he 
stood  looking  after  her  until  she  turned  into 
one  of  the  small  houses.  There  was  not  a 
flutter  of  her  coarse  shawl,  perhaps,  but  had 
its  interest  in  this  man's  eyes  ;  not  a  tone  of 
her  voice  but  had  its  echo  in  his  innermost 
heart. 
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When  she  was  lost  to  his  view,  he  pursued 
his  homeward  way,  glancing  up  sometimes  at 
the  sky,  where  the  clouds  were  sailing  fast  and 
wildly.  But  they  were  broken  now,  and  the 
rain  had  ceased,  and  the  moon  shone — looking 
down  the  high  chimneys  of  Coketown  on  the 
deep  furnaces  below,  and  casting  Titanic  sha- 
■dows  of  the  steam-engines  at  rest  upon  the  walls 
•where  they  were  lodged.  The  man  seemed  to 
have  brightened  with  the  night  as  he  went  on. 

His  home,  in  such  another  street  as  the  first, 
saving  that  it  was  narrower,  was  over  a  little 
shop.  How  it  came  to  pass  that  any  people 
found  it  worth  their  while  to  sell  or  buy  the 
^vretched  little  toys,  mixed  up  in  its  window 
with  cheap  newspapers  and  pork  (there  was  a 
leg  to  be  raffled  for  to-morrow  night),  matters 
not  here.  He  took  his  end  of  candle  from  a 
shelf,  lighted  it  at  another  end  of  candle  on  the 
counter,  without  disturbing  the  mistress  of  the 
shop,  who  was  asleep  in  her  little  room,  and 
went  up-stairs  into  his  lodging. 

It  was  a  room  not  unacquainted  with  tlie 
Tjlack  ladder  under  various  tenants ;  but  as  neat, 
at  present,  as  such  a  room  could  be.  A  few 
books  and  writings  were  on  an  old  bureau  in  a 
corner,  the  furniture  was  decent  and  sufficient, 
and,  though  the  atmosphere  was  tainted,  the 
room  was  clean. 

Going  to  the  hearth  to  set  the  candle  down 
upon  a  round  three-legged  table  standing  there, 
he  stumbled  against  something.  As  he  recoiled, 
looking  down  at  it,  it  raised  itself  up  into  the 
form  of  a  woman  in  a  sitting  attitude. 

"  Heaven's  mercy,  woman  !  "  he  cried,  falling 
farther  off  from  the  figure.  "  Hast  thou  come 
back  agen  ?  " 

Such  a  woman  !  A  disabled,  drunken  crea- 
ture, barely  able  to  preserve  her  sitting  posture 
by  steadying  herself  with  one  begrimed  hand  on 
the  floor,  while  the  other  was  so  purposeless  in 
trying  to  push  away  her  tangled  hair  from  her 
face,  that  it  only  blinded  her  the  more  with  the 
dirt  upon  it.  A  creature  so  foul  to  look  at,  in 
her  tatters,  stains,  and  splashes,  but  so  much 
fouler  than  that  in  her  moral  infamy,  that  it  was 
a  shameful  thing  even  to  see  her. 

After  an  impatient  oath  or  two,  and  some 
stupid  clawing  of  herself  with  the  hand  not 
necessary  to  her  support,  she  got  her  hair  away 
from  her  eyes  sufficiently  to  obtain  a  sight  of 
him.  Then  she  sat  swaying  her  body  to  and 
fro,  and  making  gestures  with  her  unnerved 
ami,  which  seemed  intended  as  the  accompani- 
ment to  a  fit  of  laughter,  though  her  face  was 
stolid  and  drowsy. 

"  Eigh,    lad  ?      ^Vhat,   yo'r    there  ?  "      Some 


hoarse  sounds,  meant  for  this,  came  mockingly 
out  of  her  at  last ;  and  lier  head  dropped  for- 
ward on  her  breast. 

"  Back  agen  ?  "  she  screeched  after  some 
minutes,  as  if  he  had  that  moment  said  it. 
"  Yes  !  And  back  agen.  Back  agen  ever  and 
ever  so  often.     Back?    Yes,  back.    Why  not?" 

Roused  by  the  unmeaning  violence  with 
which  she  cried  it  out,  she  scrambled  up,  and 
stood  supporting  herself  with  her  shoulders 
against  the  wall ;  dangling  in  one  hand,  by  the 
string,  a  dunghill  fragment  of  a  bonnet,  and  try- 
ing to  look  scornfully  at  him. 

"  I'll  sell  thee  oft"  agen,  and  I'll  sell  thee  off 
agen,  and  I'll  sell  thee  oft'  a  score  of  times  !  " 
she  cried,  with  something  between  a  furious 
menace  and  an  eftbrt  at  a  defiant  dance. 
"  Come  awa'  from  th'  bed !  "  He  was  sitting 
on  the  side  of  it,  with  his  face  hidden  in  his 
hands.  "  Come  awa'  from  't.  'Tis  mine,  and 
I've  a  right  to  't." 

As  she  staggered  to  it,  he  avoided  her  with 
a  shudder,  and  passed — his  face  still  hidden — to 
the  opposite  end  of  the  room.  She  threw  her- 
self upon  the  bed  heavily,  and  soon  was  snoring 
hard.  He  sunk  into  a  chair,  and  moved  but 
once  all  that  night.  It  was  to  throw  a  covering 
over  her;  as  if  his  hands  were  not  enough  to 
hide  her,  even  in  the  darkness. 


CHAPTER  XI. 


NO   WAY  OUT. 


|i\  HE  Fairy  Palaces  burst  into  illumi- 
nation before  pale  morning  showed 
the    monstrous  serpents   of  smoke 
trailing  themselves  over  Coketown. 
A  clattering  of  clogs  upon  the  pave- 
ment ;    a   rapid   ringing    of  bells ; 
all    the  melancholy-mad   elephants, 
polished  and  oiled  up  for  the  day's  mono- 
tony, were  at  their  heavy  exercise  again. 

Stephen  bent  over  his  loom,  quiet,  watchful, 
and  steady.  A  special  contrast,  as  every  man 
was  in  the  forest  of  looms  where  Stephen 
worked,  to  the  crashing,  smashing,  tearing  piece 
of  mechanism  at  which  he  laboured.  Never 
fear,  good  people  of  an  anxious  turn  of  mind, 
that  Art  will  consign  Nature  to  oblivion.  Set 
anywhere,  side  by  side,  the  work  of  God  and 
the  work  of  man  ;  and  the  former,  even  though 
it  be  a  troop  of  Hands  of  very  small  account, 
will  gain  in  dignity  from  the  comparison. 

So  many  hundred    Hands  in    this    Mill  ;  so 
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many  hundred  horse  Steam  Power.  It  is  known, 
to  the  force  of  a  single  pound  weight,  what  the 
engine  will  do  ;  but,  not  all  the  calculators  of 
the  National  Debt  can  tell  me  the  capacity  for 
good  or  evil,  for  love  or  hatred,  for  patriotism  or 
discontent,  for  the  decomposition  of  virtue  into 
vice,  or  the  reverse,  at  any  single  moment  in  the 
soul  of  one  of  these  its  quiet  servants,  with  the 
composed  faces  and  the  regulated  actions. 
There  is  no  mystery  in  it ;  there  is  an  un- 
fathomable mystery  in  the  meanest  of  them, 
for  ever. — Supposing  we  were  to  reserve  our 
arithmetic  for  material  objects,  and  to  govern 
these  awful  unknown  quantities  by  other  means  ! 

The  day  grew  strong,  and  showed  itself  out- 
side, even  against  the  flaming  lights  within. 
The  lights  were  turned  out,  and  the  work  went 
on.  The  rain  fell,  and  the  Smoke-serpents,  sub- 
missive to  the  curse  of  all  that  tribe,  trailed 
themselves  upon  the  earth.  In  the  waste-yard 
outside,  the  steam  from  the  escape  pipe,  the 
litter  of  barrels  and  old  iron,  the  shining  heaps 
of  coals,  the  ashes  everywhere,  were  shrouded  in 
a  veil  of  mist  and  rain. 

The  work  went  on  until  the  noon  bell  rang. 
More  clattering  upon  the  pavements.  The 
looms,  and  wheels,  and  Hands  all  out  of  gear 
for  an  hour. 

Stephen  came  out  of  the  hot  mill  into  the 
damp  wind  and  cold  wet  streets,  haggard  and 
worn.  He  turned  from  his  own  class  and  his 
own  quarter,  taking  nothing  but  a  little  ;bread  as 
he  walked  along,  towards  the  hill  on  which  his 
principal  employer  lived,  in  a  red  house  with 
black  outside  shutters,  green  inside  blinds,  a 
black  street-door,  up  two  white  steps,  Boun- 
DERBY  (in  letters  very  like  himself)  upon  a 
brazen  plate,  and  a  round  brazen  door-handle 
underneath  it,  like  a  brazen  full-stop. 

Mr.  Bounderby  was  at  his  lunch.  So  Stephen 
had  expected.  Would  his  servant  say  that  one 
of  the  Hands  begged  leave  to  speak  to  him  ? 
Message  in  return,  requiring  name  of  such 
Hand.  Stephen  Blackpool.  There  was  nothing 
troublesome  against  Stephen  Blackpool ;  yes,  he 
might  come  in. 

Stephen  Blackpool  in  the  parlour.  Mr.  Boun- 
derby (whom  he  just  knew  by  sight)  at  lunch  on 
chop  and  sherry.  Mrs.  Sparsit  netting  at  the 
fireside,  in  a  side-saddle  attitude,  with  one  foot 
in  a  cotton  stirrup.  It  was  a  part  at  once  of 
Mrs.  Sparsit's  dignity  and  service  not  to  lunch. 
She  supervised  the  meal  officially,  but  implied 
that  in  her  own  stately  person  she  considered 
lunch  a  weakness. 

"  Now,  Stephen,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby, 
"  what's  the  matter  with  jv«^" 


Stephen  made  a  bow.  Not  a  servile  one — 
these  Hands  will  never  do  that !  Lord  bless 
you,  sir,  you'll  never  catch  them  at  that,  if  they 
have  been  with  you  twenty  years  ! — and,  as  a 
complimentary  toilet  for  Mrs.  Sparsit,  tucked  his 
neckerchief  ends  into  his  waistcoat. 

"  Now,  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby,  tak- 
ing some  sherry,  "  we  have  never  had  any  diffi- 
culty with  you,  and  you  have  never  been  one  of 
the  unreasonable  ones.  You  don't  expect  to  be 
set  up  in  a  coach  and  six,  and  to  be  fed  on 
turtle  soup  and  venison,  with  a  gold  spoon,  as  a 
good  many  of  'em  do  !  "  Mr.  Bounderby  always 
represented  this  to  be  the  sole,  immeiliate,  and 
direct  object  of  any  Hand  who  was  not  entirely 
satisfied  ;  "  and  therefore  I  know  already  that 
you  have  not  come  here  to  make  a  complaint. 
Now,  you  know,  I  am  certain  of  that  before- 
hand." 

"  No,  sir,  sure  I  ha'  not  coom  for  nowt  o'  th' 
kind." 

Mr.  Bounderby  seemed  agreeably  surprised, 
notwithstanding  his  previous  strong  conviction. 
"  Very  well,"  he  returned.  "  You're  a  steady 
Hand,  and  I  was  not  mistaken.  Now,  let  me 
hear  what  it's  all  about.  As  it's  not  that,  let  me 
hear  what  it  is.  What  have  you  got  to  say  ?  Out 
with  it,  lad  !  " 

Stephen  happened  to  glance  towards  Mrs. 
Sparsit.  "  I  can  go,  Mr.  Bounderby,  if  you 
wish  it,"  said  that  self-sacrificing  lady,  making  a 
feint  of  taking  her  foot  out  of  the  stirrup. 

Mr.  Bounderby  stayed  her  by  holding  a 
mouthful  of  chop  in  suspension  before  swallow- 
ing it,  and  putting  out  his  left  hand.  Then, 
withdrawing  his  hand  and  swallowing  his  mouth- 
ful of  chop,  he  said  to  Stephen  :  , 

"  Now,  you  know,  this  good  lady  is  a  born 
lady,  a  high  lady.  You  are  not  to  suppose,  be- 
cause she  keeps  my  house  for  me,  that  she 
hasn't  been  very  high  up  the  tree — ah,  up  at 
the  top  of  the  tree  !  Now,  if  you  have  got  any- 
thing to  say  that  can't  be  said  before  a  born 
lady,  this  lady  will  leave  the  room.  If  what  you 
have  got  to  say  can  be  said  before  a  born  lady, 
this  lady  will  stay  where  she  is." 

"  Sir,  I  hope  I  never  had  nowt  to  say  not 
fitten  for  a  born  lady  to  year,  sin'  I  were  born 
myseln,"  was  the  reply,  accompanied  with  a 
slight  flush. 

"  Very  well,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby,  pushing 
away  his  plate,  and  leaning  back.  .  "Fire 
away ! "  : 

"  I  ha'  coom,"  Stephen  began,  raising  hia 
eyes  from  the  floor,  after  a  moment's  considera- 
tion, "  to  ask  yo  yor  advice.  I  need  't  over- 
much.    I  were  married  on  Eas'r  Monday  nine- 
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teen   year   sin',    long   and 
young   lass — pretty  enow- 


dree.  She  were  a 
wi'  good  accounts 
of  herseln.  Well !  She  went  bad — soon.  Not 
along  of  me.  Gonnows  I  were  not  a  unkind 
husband  to  her." 

"  I  have  heard  all  this  before,"  said  Mr. 
Bounderby.  "  She  took  to  drinking,  left  off 
working,  sold  the  furniture,  pawned  the  clothes, 
and  played  old  Gooseberry." 

"  I  were  patient  wi'  her." 

("  The  more  fool  you,  I  think,"  said  Mr. 
Bounderby  in  confidence  to  his  wine-glass.) 


"  I  were  very  patient  wi'  her.  I  tried  to 
wean  her  fra  't  ower  and  ower  agen.  I  trie-d 
this,  I  tried  that,  I  tried  t'other.  I  ha'  gone 
home,  many's  the  time,  and  found  all  vanished 
as  I  had  in  the  world,  and  her  without  a  sense 
left  to  bless  herseln,  lying  on  bare  ground.  I 
ha'  dun  't  not  once,  not  twice — twenty  time  ! " 

Every  line  in  his  face  deepened  as  he  said  it, 
and  put  in  its  affecting  evidence  of  the  suffering 
he  had  undergone. 

"  From  bad  to  worse,  from  worse  to  worsen. 
She  left  me.     She  disgraced  herseln  everyways, 


'heaven's  mercy,  woman!"  he  cried,  falling   farther   off  from  the  figure. 

back  age.n  .'"' 
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bitter  and  bad.  She  coom  back,  she  coom 
back,  she  coom  back.  What  could  I  do  t' 
hinder  her?  I  ha'  walked  the  streets  nights 
long,  ere  ever  I'd  go  home.  I  ha'  gone  t'  th' 
brigg,  minded  to  fling  myseln  ower,  and  ha'  no 
more  on  't.  I  ha'  bore  that  much,  that  I  were 
owd  when  I  were  young." 

Mrs.  Sparsit,  easily  ambling  along  with  her 
netting  needles,  raised  the  Coriolanian  eyebrows 
and  shook  her  head,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  The 
great  know  trouble  as  well  as  the  small.  Please 
to  turn  your  humble  eye  in  My  direction." . 


"  I  ha'  paid  her  to  keep  awa'  fra  me.  These 
five  year  I  ha'  paid  her.  I  ha'  gotten  decent 
fewtrils  about  me  agen.  I  ha'  lived  hard  and 
sad,  but  not  ashamed  and  fearfo'  a'  the  minnits 
o'  my  life.  Last  night  I  went  home.  There 
she  lay  upon  my  har-stone  !     There  she  is  !  " 

In  the  strength  of  his  misfortune,  and  the 
energy  of  his  distress,  he  fired  for  the  moment 
like  a  proud  man.  In  another  moment  he  stood 
as  he  had  stood  all  the  lime— his  usual  stoop 
upon  him  ;  his  pondering  face  addressed  to  Mr. 
Bounderby,  with  a  curious  e.xpression  on  it,  halt 
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shrewd,  half  perplexed,  as  if  his  mind  were  set 
upon  unravelling  something  very  difficult;  his 
hat  held  tight  in  his  left  hand,  which  rested  on 
his  hip;  his  right  arm,  with  a  rugged  propriety 
and  force  of  action,  very  earnestly  emphasizing 
what  he  said ;  not  least  so  when  it  always 
paused,  a  little  bent,  but  not  withdrawn,  as  he 
paused. 

"  I  was  acquainted  with  all  this,  you  know," 
said  Mr.  Bounderby,  "  except  the  last  clause, 
long  ago.  It's  a  bad  job ;  that's  what  it  is. 
You  had  better  have  been  satisfied  as  you  were, 
and  not  have  got  married.  However,  it's  too 
late  to  say  that." 

"  Was  it  an  unequal  marriage,  sir,  in  point  of 
years?"  asked  Mrs.  Sparsit. 

"  You  hear  what  this  lady  asks.  Was  it  an 
unequal  marriage  in  point  of  years,  this  unlucky 
job  of  yours?"  said  Mr.  Bounderby. 

"  Not  e'en  so.  I  were  one-and-twenty  my- 
seln  ;  she  were  twenty  nighbut." 

"Indeed,  sir!"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit  to  her 
■Chief  with  great  placidity.  "  I  inferred,  from 
its  being  so  miserable  a  marriage,  that  it  was 
probably  an  unequal  one  in  point  of  years." 

Mr.  Bounderby  looked  very  hard  at  the  good 
lady  in  a  sidelong  way  that  had  an  odd  sheep- 
ishness  about  it.  He  fortified  himself  with  a 
little  more  sherry. 

"  Well  ?  Why  don't  you  go  on  ?  "  he  then 
asked,  turning  rather  irritably  on  Stephen  Black- 
pool. 

"  I  ha'  coom  to  ask  yo,  sir,  how  I  am  to  be 
ridded  o'  this  woman."  Stephen  infused  a  yet 
■deeper  gravity  into  the  mixed  expression  of  his 
attentive  face.  Mrs.  Sparsit  uttered  a  gentle 
■ejaculation,  as  having  received  a  moral  shock. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  said  Bounderby, 
getting  up  to  lean  his  back  against  the  chimney- 
piece.  "  What  are  you  talking  about  ?  You 
took  her  for  better  for  worse." 

'•  I  mun'  be  ridden  o'  her.  I  cannot  bear  't 
nommore.  I  ha'  lived  under 't  so  long,  for  that 
I  ha'  had'n  the  pity  and  comforting  words  o'  th' 
best  lass  living  or  dead.  Haply,  but  for  her,  I 
should  ha'  gone  hottering  mad." 

"  He  wishes  to  be  free,  to  marry  the  female 
of  whom  he  speaks,  I  fear,  sir,"  observed  Mrs. 
Sparsit  in  an  under-tone,  and  much  dejected  by 
the  immorality  of  the  people. 

"  I  do.  The  lady  says  what's  right.  I  do.  I 
were  a-coming  to  't.  I  ha'  read  i'  the  papers 
that  great  fok  (fair  faw  'em  a' !  I  wishes  'em  no 
hurt !)  are  not  bonded  together  for  better  for 
worse  so  fast,  but  that  they  can  be  set  free  fro' 
their  misfortnet  marriages,  an'  marry  owcr  agen. 
When  they  dunnot  agree,  for  that  their  tempers 


is  ill-sorted,  they  has  rooms  o'  one  kind  an' 
another  in  their  houses,  above  a  bit,  and  th^ey 
can  live  asunders.  We  fok  ha'  only  one  room, 
an'  we  can't.  When  that  won't  do,  they  ha' 
gowd  an'  other  cash,  an'  they  can  say,  'This 
for  yo,  an'  that  for  me,'  an'  they  can  go  their 
separate  ways.  We  can't.  Spite  o'  all  that, 
they  can  be  set  free  for  smaller  wrongs  than 
mine.  So,  I  mun  be  ridden  o'  this  woman,  and 
I  want  t'  know  how  ?" 

"  No  how,"  returned  Mr.  Bounderby. 

"If  I  do  her  any  hurt,  sir,  there's  a  law  to 
punish  me  ?" 

"  Of  course  there  is." 

"  If  I  flee  from  her,  there's  a  law  to  punish 
me  ?" 

"  Of  course  there  is." 

"  If  I  marry  t'oother  dear  lass,  there's  a  law  to 
punish  me?' 

"  Of  course  there  is." 

"  If  I  was  to  live  wi'  her  an'  not  marry  her — ■ 
saying  such  a  thing  could  be,  which  it  never 
could  or  would,  an'  lier  so  good — there's  a  law 
to  punish  me  in  every  innocent  child  belonging 
to  me?" 

"  Of  course  there  is." 

"  Now,  a'  God's  name,"  said  Stephen  Black- 
pool, "  show  me  the  law  to  help  me  !" 

"  Hem  !  There's  a  sanctity  in  this  relation 
of  life,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby,  "  and — and — it 
must  be  kept  up." 

"  No,  no,  dunnot  say  that,  sir.  Tan't  kep' 
up  that  way.  Not  that  way.  'Tis  kep'  down 
that  way.  I'm  a  weaver ;  I  were  in  a  fact'ry 
when  a  chilt,  but  I  ha'  gotten  een  to  see  wi'  and 
eern  to  year  wi'.  I  read  in  th'  papers  every 
'Sizes,  every  Sessions — an'  you  read  too — I 
know  it ! — with  dismay — how  th'  supposed  un- 
possibility  o'  ever  getting  unchained  from  one 
another,  at  any  price,  on  any  terms,  brings 
blood  upon  this  land,  and  brings  many  common 
married  fok  to  battle,  murder,  and  sudden  death. 
Let  us  ha'  this  right  understood.  Mine's  a 
grievous  case,  an'  I  want — if  yo  will  be  so  good 
— t'  know  the  law  that  helps  me." 

"  Now,  I  tell  you  what ! "  said  Mr.  Bounderby, 
putting  his  hands  in  his  pockets.  "  There  is 
such  a  law." 

Stephen,  subsiding  into  his  quiet  manner,  and 
never  wandering  in  his  attention,  gave  a  nod. 

"  But  it's  not  for  you  at  all.  It  costs  money. 
It  costs  a  mint  of  money." 

How  much  might  that  be  ?  Stephen  calmly 
asked. 

"  Why,  you'd  have  to  go  to  Doctors'  Com- 
mons with  a  suit,  and  you'd  have  to  go  to  a 
Court  of  Common  ,Law  with  a  suit,  and  you'd 
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have  to  go  to  the  House  of  Lords  with  a  suit, 
and  you'd  have  to  get  an  Act  of  Parliament  to 
enable  you  to  marry  again,  and  it  would  cost 
you  (if  it  was  a  case  of  very  plain  sailing),  I 
suppose,  from  a  thousand  to  fifteen  hundred 
pound,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby.  "  Perhaps  twice 
the  money." 

-•.  "  There's  no  other  law?" 
■  "  Certainly  not." 

"  Why,  then,  sir,"  said  Stephen,  turning  white, 
and  motioning  with  that  right  hand  of  his  as  if 
he  gave  everything  to  the  four  winds,  "  'tis  a 
muddle.  ■  'Tis  just  a  muddle  a'toogether,  an'  the 
sooner  I  am  dead  the  better." 

(Mrs.  Sparsit  again  dejected  by  the  impiety 
of  the  people.) 

"  Pooh,  pooh  !  Don't  you  talk  nonsense,  my 
good  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby,  "  about 
things  you  don't  understand ;  and  don't  you 
call  the  Institutions  of  your  country  a  muddle, 
or  you'll  get  yourself  into  a  real  muddle  one  of 
these  fine  mornings.  The  institutions  of  your 
country  are  not  your  piece-work,  and  the  only 
thing  you  have  got  to  do  is  to  mind  your  piece- 
work. You  didn't  take  your  wife  for  fast  and 
for  loose  ;  but  for  better  for  worse.  If  she  has 
turned  out  worse — why,  all  we  have  got  to  say 
is,  she  might  have  turned  out  better." 

"  'Tis  a  muddle,"  said  Stephen,  shaking  his 
head  as  he  moved  to  the  door.  "  'Tis  a'  a 
muddle  ! " 

"  Now,  I'll  tell  you  wliat ! "  Mr.  Bounderby 
resumed,  as  a  valedictory  address.  "  With  what 
I  shall  call  your  unhallowed  opinions,  you  have 
been  quite  shocking  this  lady  :  who,  as  I  have 
already  told  you,  is  a  born  lady,  and  who,  as  I 
have  not  already  told  you,  has  had  her  own 
marriage  misfortunes  to  the  tune  of  tens  of 
thousands  of  pounds — tens  of  Thou-sands  of 
Pounds!"  (he  repeated  it  with  great  relish). 
"  Now,  you  have  always  been  a  steady  Hand 
hitherto ;  but  my  opinion  is,  and  so  I  tell  you 
plainly,  that  you  are  turning  into  the  wrong 
road.  You  have  been  listening  to  some  mis- 
chievous stranger  or  other — -they're  always  about 
— and  the  best  thing  you  can  do  is,  to  come  out 
of  that.  Now,  you  know  " — here  his  counte- 
nance expressed  marvellous  acuteness — "  I  can 
see  as  far  into  a  grindstone  as  another  man  ; 
farther  than  a  good  many,  perhaps,  because  I 
had  my  nose  well  kept  to  it  when  I  was  young. 
I  see  traces  of  the  turtle  soup,  and  venison,  and 
gold  spoon  in  this.  Yes,  I  do  !"  cried  Mr. 
Bounderby,  shaking  his  head  with  obstinate 
cunning.     "By  the  Lord  Harry,  I  do  !" 

With  a  very  different  shake  of  the  head  and 
deep  sigh,   Stephen  said,   "Thank  you,  sir;   I 


wish  you  good  day."  So  he  left  Mr.  Bounderby 
swelling  at  his  own  portrait  on  the  wall,  as  if  he 
were  going  to  explode  himself  into  it ;  and  Mrs. 
Sparsit  still  ambling  on  with  her  foot  in  her  stirrup, 
looking  quite  cast  down  by  the  popular  vices. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


THE   OLD  WOMAN. 


LD  STEPHEN  descended  the  two 
white  steps,  shutting  the  black  door 
with  the  brazen  door-plate  by  the 
aid  of  the  brazen  full-stop,  to  which 
he  gave  a  parting  polish  with  the 
sleeve  of  his  coat,  observing  that  his 
hand  clouded  it.  He  crossed  the 
street  with  his  eyes  bent  upon  the  ground, 
and  thus  was  walking  sorrowfully  away,  when  he 
felt  a  touch  upon  his  arm. 

It  was  not  the  touch  he  needed  most  at  such 
a  moment — the  touch  that  could  calm  the  wild 
waters  of  his  soul,  as  the  uplifted  hand  of  the 
sublimest  love  and  patience  could  abate  the 
raging  of  the  sea — yet  it  was  a  woman's  hand 
too.  It  was  an  old  woman,  tall  and  shapely 
still,  though  withered  by  time,  on  whom  his  eyes 
fell  when  he  stopped  and  turned.  She  was  very 
cleanly  and  plainly  dressed,  had  country  mud 
upon  her  shoes,  and  was  newly  come  from  a 
journey.  The  flutter  of  her  manner,  in  the  un- 
wonted noise  of  the  streets  ;  the  spare  shawl, 
carried  unfolded  on  her  arm;  the  heavy  um- 
brella and  little  basket ;  the  loose,  long-fingered 
gloves  to  which  her  hands  were  unused ;  all 
bespoke  an  old  woman  from  the  country,  in  her 
plain  holiday  clothes,  come  into  Coketown  on 
an  expedition  of  rare  occurrence.  Remarking 
this  at  a  glance,  with  the  quick  observation  of 
his  class,  Stephen  Blackpool  bent  his  attentive 
face — his  face,  which,  like  the  faces  of  many  of 
his  order,  by  dint  of  long  working  with  e}es  and 
hands  in  the  midst  of  a  prodigious  noise,  Ixid 
acquired  the  concentrated  look  with  which  we 
are  familiar  in  the  countenances  of  the  deaf — 
the  better  to  hear  what  she  asked  him. 

"Pray,  sir,"  said  the  old  woman,  "didnt  I 
see  you  come  out  of  that  gentleman's  house?" 
pointing  back  to  Mr.  Bounderby's.  "  I  believe 
it  was  you,  unless  I  have  had  the  bad  luck  to 
mistake  the  person  in  following." 

"Yes,  missus,"  returned  Stephen,  "it  were 
me." 

"  Have  you — you'll  excuse  an  old  woman's 
curiosity — have  you  seen  the  gentleman?" 
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"  Yes,  missus." 

"  And  how  did  he  look,  sir?  Was  he  portly, 
bold,  outspoken,  and  hearty?"  As  she  straight- 
ened her  own  figure,  and  held  up  lier  head  in 
adapting  her  action  to  her  words,  the  idea 
crossed  Stephen  that  he  had  seen  this  old  woman 
before,  and  had  not  quite  liked  her. 

"  Oh  yes,"  he  returned,  observing  her  more 
attentively,  "he  were  all  that !" 

"  And  healthy,"  said  the  old  woman.  "  as  the 
fresh  wind?" 

"Yes,"  returned  Stephen.  "He  were  ett'n 
and  drinking — as  large  and  as  loud  as  a  Hum- 
mobee." 

"Thank  you!"  said  the  old  woman  with 
infinite  content.     "  Thank  you  !" 

He  certainly  never  had  seen  this  old  woman 
before.  Yet  there  was  a  vague  remembrance  in 
his  mind,  as  if  he  had  more  than  once  dreamed 
of  some  old  woman  like  her. 

She  walked  along  at  his  side,  and,  gently 
accommodating  himself  to  her  humour,  he  said 
Coketown  was  a  busy  place,  was  it  not  ?  To 
which  she  answered,  "  Eigb,  sure  !  Dreadful 
busy !"  Then  he  said,  she  came  from  the  country, 
he  saw  ?  To  which  she  answered  in  the 
affirmative. 

"  By  Parliamentary,  this  morning.  I  came 
forty  mile  by  Parliamentary  this  morning,  and 
I'm  going  back  the  same  forty  mile  this  after- 
noon. I  walked  nine  mile  to  the  station  this 
morning,  and,  if  I  find  nobody  on  the  road  to 
give  me  a  lift,  I  shall  walk  the  nine  mile  back 
to-night.  That's  pretty  well,  sir,  at  my  age  !" 
said  the  chatty  old  woman,  her  eye  brightening 
with  exultation. 

"  Deed  'tis.     Don't  do  't  too  often,  missus." 

'•  No,  no.  Once  a  year,"  she  answered, 
shaking  her  head.  "  I  spend  my  savings  so, 
once  every  year.  I  come  regular,  to  tramp 
about  the  streets,  and  see  the  gentlemen." 

"  Only  to  see  'em?"  returned  Stejjhen. 

"  That's  enough  for  me,"  she  replied  with 
great  earnestness  and  interest  of  manner.  "  I 
ask  no  more !  I  have  been  standing  about,  on 
this  side  of  the  way,  to  see  that  gentleman,"  turn- 
ing her  head  back  towards  Mr.  Bounderby's  again, 
"  come  out.  But  he's  late  this  year,  and  I  have 
not  seen  him.  You  came  out  instead.  Now, 
if  I  am  obliged  to  go  back  without  a  glimjjse  of 
him — I  only  want  a  glimpse — well  !  I  have 
seen  you,  and  you  have  seen  him,  and  I  must 
make  that  do."  Saying  this,  she  looked  at 
Stephen  as  if  to  fix  his  features  in  her  mind,  and 
her  eye  was  not  so  bright  as  it  had  been. 

With  a  large  allowance  for  difl'ercnce  of  tastes, 
and  with  all  submission  to  the  patricians  of  Coke- 


town,  this  seemed  so  extraordinary  a  source  of 
interest  to  take  so  much  trouble  about,  that  it 
perplexed  him.  But  they  were  passing  the 
church  now,  and,  as  his  eye  caught  the  clock, 
he  quickened  his  pace. 

He  was  going  to  his  work  ?  the  old  woman 
said,  quickening  hers,  too,  quite  easily.  Yes, 
time  was  nearly  out.  On  his  telling  her  where 
he  worked,  the  old  woman  became  a  more 
singular  old  woman  than  before. 

"  An't  you  happy  ?"  she  asked  him. 

"  Why — there's  awmost  nobbody  but  has  their 
troubles,  missus."  He  answered  evasively,  be- 
cause the  old  woman  appeared  to  take  it  for 
granted  that  he  would  be  very  happy  indeed, 
and  he  had  not  the  heart  to  disappoint  her.  He 
knew  that  there  was  trouble  enough  in  the 
world  ;  and  if  the  old  woman  had  lived  so  long, 
and  could  count  upon  his  having  so  little,  why, 
so  much  the  better  for  her,  and  none  the  worse 
for  him. 

"  Ay,  ay  !  You  have  your  troubles  at  home, 
you  mean?"  she  said. 

"Times.  Just  now  and  then,"  he  answered 
slightly. 

"  But,  working  under  such  a  gentleman,  they 
don't  follow  you  to  the  Factory  ?  " 

No,  no ;  they  didn't  follow  him  there,  said 
Stephen.  All  correct  there.  Everything  ac- 
cordant there.  (He  did  not  go  so  far  as  to  say, 
for  her  pleasure,  that  there  was  a  sort  of  Divine 
Right  there ;  but  I  have  heard  claims  almost  as 
magnificent  of  late  years.) 

They  were  now  in  the  black  by-road  near  the 
place,  and  the  Hands  were  crowding  in.  The 
bell  was  ringing,  and  the  Serpent  was  a  Serpent 
of  many  coils,  and  the  Elephant  was  getting 
ready.  The  strange  old  woman  was  delighted 
with  the  very  bell.  It  was  the  beautifullcst  bell 
she  had  ever  heard,  she  said,  and  sounded  grand ! 

She  asked  him.  when  he  stopped  good- 
naturedly  to  shake  hands  with  her  before  going 
in,  how  long  he  had  worked  there? 

"  A  dozen  year,"  he  told  her. 

"  I  must  kiss  the  hand,"  said  she,  "  that  has 
worked  in  this  fine  factory  for  a  dozen  year !  " 
And  she  lifted  it,  though  he  would  have  pre- 
vented her,  and  put  it  to  her  lips.  What  har- 
mony, besides  her  age  and  her  simplicity,  sur- 
rounded her,  he  did  not  know,  but  even  in  this 
fantastic  action  there  was  a  something  neither 
out  of  time  nor  place  :  a  something  which  it 
seemed  as  if  nobody  else  could  have  made  as 
serious,  or  done  with  such  a  natural  and  toucli- 
ing  air. 

He  had  been  at  his  loom  full  half  an  hour, 
thinking  about  this   old  woman,  when,  having 
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occasion  to  move  round  the  loom  for  its  adjust- 
ment, he  glanced  through  a  window  which  was 
in  his  corner,  and  saw  her  still  looking  up  at  the 
pile  of  building,  lost  in  admiration.  Heedless 
of  the  smoke  and  mud  and  wet,  and  of  her  two 


long  journeys,  she  was  gazing  at  it  as  if  the 
heavy  thrum  that  issued  from  its  many  stories 
were  proud  music  to  her. 

She  was  gone  by-and-by,  and  the  day  went 
after  her,  and  the  lights  sprung  up  again,  and 


"HE  FELT  A  TOUCH  UPON  HIS  ARM." 


the  E.xpress  whirled  in  full  sight  of  the  Fairy 
Palace  over  the  arches  near :  litde  felt  amid  the 
jarring  of  the  machinery,  and  scarcely  heard 
above  its  crash  and  rattle.  Long  before  then 
his  thoughts  had  gone  back  to  the  dreary 
room  above  the   little  shop,  and  to  the  shame- 


ful figure  heavy  on  the  bed,  but  heavier  on  his 
heart. 

Machinery  slackened  ;  throbbing  feebly  like  a 
fainting  pulse ;  stopped.  The  bell  again ;  the 
glare  of  light  and  heat  dispelled  ;  the  factories, 
looming  heavy  in  the  black  wet  night — their  tall 
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chimneys  rising  up  into  the  air  hke  competing 
Towers  of  Babel. 

He  had  spoken  to  Rachael  only  last  night,  it 
was  true,  and  had  walked  with  her  a  little  way ; 
but  he  had  his  new  misfortune  on  him,  in  which 
no  one  else  could  give  him  a  moment's  relief, 
and,  for  the  sake  of  it,  and  because  he  knew 
himself  to  want  that  softening  of  his  anger  which 
no  voice  but  hers  could  eft'ect,  he  felt  he  might 
so  far  disregard  what  she  had  said  as  to  wait 
for  her  again.  He  waited,  but  she  had  eluded 
him.  She  was  gone.  On  no  other  night  in  the 
year  could  he  so  ill  have  spared  her  patient  face. 

Oh !  Better  to  have  no  home  in  which  to  lay 
his  head  than  to  have  a  home,  and  dread  to  go  to 
it,  through  such  a  cause.  He  ate  and  drank,  for 
he  was  exhausted — but  he  little  knew  or  cared 
what ;  and  he  wandered  about  in  the  chill  rain, 
thinkingand  thinking,  and  brooding  and  brooding. 

No  word  of  a  new  marriage  had  ever  passed 
between  them  ;  but  Rachael  had  taken  great  pity 
on  him  years  ago,  and  to  her  alone  he  had  opened 
his  closed  heart  all  this  time  on  the  subject  of 
his  miseries  ;  and  he  knew  very  well  that,  if  he 
were  free  to  ask  her,  she  would  take  him.  He 
thought  of  the  home  he  might  at  that  moment 
have  been  seeking  with  pleasure  and  pride  ;  of 
She  different  man  he  might  have  been  that 
night;  of  the  lightness  then  in  his  now  heavy- 
laden  breast ;  of  the  then  restored  honour,  self- 
respect,  and  tranquillity  all  torn  to  pieces.  He 
thought  of  the  waste  of  the  best  part  of  his 
life,  of  the  change  it  made  in  his  character  for 
the  worse  every  day,  of  the  dreadful  nature  of 
his  existence,  bound  hand  and  foot  to  a  dead 
woman,  and  tormented  by  a  demon  in  her 
shape.  He  thought  of  Rachael,  how  young 
when  they  were  first  brought  together  in  these 
circumstances,  how  mature  now,  how  soon  to 
grow  old.  He  thought  of  the  number  of  girls 
and  women  she  had  seen  marry,  how  many 
homes  with  children  in  them  she  had  seen  grow 
up  around  her,  liow  she  had  contentedly  pursued 
her  own  lone  quiet  path — for  him — and  how  he 
had  sometimes  seen  a  shade  of  melancholy  on 
her  blessed  face,  that  smote  him  with  remorse 
and  despair.  He  set  the  picture  of  her  up 
beside  the  infamous  image  of  last  night ;  and 
thought,  Could  it  be  that  the  whole  earthly 
course  of  one  so  gentle,  good,  and  self-denying 
was  subjugate  to  such  a  wretch  as  that? 

Filled  with  these  thoughts — so  filled  that  he 
had  an  unwholesome  sense  of  growing  larger, 
of  being  placed  in  some  new  and  diseased  re- 
lation towards  the  objects  among  which  he 
passed,  of  seeing  the  iris  round  every  misty  light 
turn  red — he  went  home  for  shelter. 


CHAPTER  xnr. 

RACHAEL. 

CANDLE  faintly  burned  in  the 
window,  to  which  the  'black  ladder 
had  often  been  raised  for  the  sliding 
away  of  all  that  was  most  precious 
in  this  world  to  a  striving  wife  and  a 
brood  of  hungry  babies ;  and  Stephen 
added  to  his  other  thoughts  the  stern 
reflection,  that  of  all  the  casualties  of 
this  existence  upon  earth,  not  one  was  dealt  out 
with  so  unequal  a  hand  as  Death.  The  in- 
equality of  Birth  was  nothing  to  it.  For,  say 
that  the  child  of  a  King  and  the  child  of  a 
Weaver  were  born  to-night  in  the  same  moment, 
what  was  that  disparity  to  the  death  of  any 
human  creature  who  was  serviceable  to,  or 
beloved  by,  another,  while  this  abandoned 
woman  lived  on  ?  ■ 

From  the  outside  of  his  home  he  gloomily 
passed  to  the  inside,  with  suspended  breath  and 
with  a  slow  footstep.  He  went  up  to  his  door, 
opened  it,  and  so  into  the  room. 

Quiet  and  peace  were  there.  Rachael  was 
there,  sitting  by  the  bed. 

She  turned  her  head,  and  the  light  of  her  face 
shone  in  upon  the  midnight  of  his  mind.  She 
sat  by  the  bed,  watching  and  tending  his  wife. 
That  is  to  say,  he  saw  that  some  one  lay  there, 
and  he  knew  too  well  it  must  be  she ;  but 
Rachael's  hands  had  put  a  curtain  up,  so  that 
she  was  screened  from  his  eyes.  Her  disgraceful 
garments  were  removed,  and  some  of  Rachael's 
were  in  the  room.  Everything  was  in  its  place 
and  order  as  he  had  always  kept  it,  the  little  fire 
was  newly  trimmed,  and  the  hearth  was  freshly 
swept.  It  appeared  to  him  that  he  saw  all  this 
in  Rachael's  face,  and  looked  at  nothing  besides. 
While  looking  at  it,  it  was  shut  out  from  his 
view  by  the  softened  tears  that  filled  his  eyes ;  but 
not  before  he  had  seen  how  earnestly  she  looked 
at  him,  and  how  her  own  e)cs  were  filled  too. 

She  turned  again  towards  the  bed,  and,  satis- 
fying herself  that  all  was  quiet  there,  spoke  in  a 
low,  calm,  cheerful  voice. 

"  I  am  glad  you  have  come  at  last,  Stci)iien. 
You  are  very  late." 

"I  ha'  been  walking  up  an'  down." 

"I  thought  so.  But 'tis  too  bad  a  night  for  that. 
The  rain  falls  very  heavy,  and  the  wind  has  risen." 

The  wind?  True.  It  was  blowing  harii. 
Hark  to  the  thundering  in  the  chimney,  and  the 
surging  noise  !  To  have  been  out  in  such  a 
wind,  and  not  to  have  known  it  was  blowing  ! 

'■  I  have  been  here  once  before  to-day,  Stephen. 
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Landlady  came  round  for  me  at  dinner-time. 
There  was  some  one  here  that  needed  looking 
to,  she  said.  And  'deed  she  was  right.  All 
•wandering  and  lost,  Stephen.  Wounded  too, 
and  bruised." 

He  slowly  moved  to  a  chair  and  sat  down, 
drooping  his  hand  before  her. 

"  I  came  to  do  what  little  I  could,  Stephen ; 
first,  for  that  she  worked  with  me  when  we  were 
girls  both,  and  for  that  you  courted  her  and 
married  her  when  I  was  her  friend " 

He  laid  his  furrowed  forehead  on  his  hand 
with  a  low  groan. 

" — And  next,  for  that  I  know  your  heart,  and 
am  right  sure  and  certain  that  'tis  far  too  merciful 
to  let  her  die,  or  even  so  much  as  sutler,  for  want 
of  aid.  Thou  knowest  who  said,  '  Let  him  who 
is  without  sin  among  you  cast  the  first  stone  at 
her ! '  There  have  been  plenty  to  do  that. 
Thou  art  not  the  man  to  cast  the  last  stone, 
Stephen,  when  she  is  brought  so  low." 

"Oh,  Rachael,  Rachael !  " 

"Thou  hast  been  a  cruel  sufferer.  Heaven 
reward  thee  ! "  she  said  in  compassionate  accents. 
"  I  am  thy  poor  friend,  with  all  my  heart  and 
mind." 

The  wounds  of  which  she  had  spoken  seemed 
to  be  about  the  neck  of  the  self-made  outcast. 
She  dressed  them  now,  still  without  showing  her. 
She  steeped  a  piece  of  linen  in  a  basin,  into 
which  she  poured  some  liquid  from  a  bottle,  and 
laid  it  with  a  gentle  hand  upon  the  sore.  The 
three-legged  table  had  been  drawn  close  to  the 
bedside,  and  on  it  there  were  two  bottles.  This 
was  one. 

It  was  not  so  far  off  but  that  Stephen,  follow- 
ing her  hands  with  his  eyes,  could  read  what  was 
printed  on  it  in  large  letters.  He  turned  of  a 
deadly  hue,  and  a  sudden  horror  seemed  to  fall 
upon  him. 

"  I  will  stay  here,  Stephen,"  said  Rachael, 
quietly  resuming  her  seat,  "  till  the  bells  go 
Three.  'Tis  to  be  done  again  at  three,  and 
then  she  may  be  left  till  morning." 

"  But  thy  rest  agen  to-morrow's  work,  my 
dear?" 

"  I  slept  sound  last  night.  I  can  wake  many 
nights,  when  I  am  put  to  it.  'Tis  thou  who  art 
in  need  of  rest — so  white  and  tired.  Try  to 
sleep  in  the  chair  there  while  I  watch.  Thou 
hadst  no  sleep  last  night,  I  can  well  believe.  To- 
morrow's work  is  far  harder  for  thee  than  for  me." 

He  heard  the  thundering  and  surging  out  of 
doors,  and  it  seemed  to  him  as  if  his  late  angry 
mood  were  going  about  trying  to  get  at  him. 
She  had  cast  it  out ;  she  would  keep  it  out ;  he 
trusted  to  her  to  defend  him  from  himself 


"  She  don't  know  me,  Stephen ;  she  just 
drowsily  mutters  and  stares.  I  have  spoken  to 
her  times  and  again,  but  she  don't  notice  !  'Tis 
as  well  so.  When  she  comes  to  her  right  mind 
once  more,  I  shall  have  done  what  I  can,  and 
she  never  the  wiser." 

"  How  long,  Rachael,  is 't  looked  for  that 
she'll  be  so  ?  " 

"  Doctor  said  she  would  haply  come  to  her 
mind  to-morrow." 

His  eyes  again  fell  on  the  bottle,  and  a  tremble 
passed  over  him,  causing  him  to  shiver  in  every 
limb.  She  thought  he  was  chilled  with  the  wet. 
"  No,"  he  said ;  "  it  was  not  that.  He  had  had 
a  fright." 

"  A  fright  ?  " 

"Ay,  ay  !  coming  in.     When  I  were  walking. 

When  I  were  thinking.    When  I "    It  seized 

him  again  ;  and  he  stood  up,  holding  by  the 
mantel-shelf,  as  he  pressed  his  dank  cold  hair 
down  with  a  hand  that  shook  as  if  it  were 
palsied. 

"  Stephen ! " 

She  was  coming  to  him,  but  he  stretched  out 
his  arm  to  stop  her. 

"  No  !  Don't,  please  ;  don't !  Let  me  see 
thee  setten  by  the  bed.  Let  me  see  thee,  a'  so 
good,  and  so  forgiving.  Let  me  see  thee  as  I 
see  thee  when  I  coom  in.  I  can  never  see  thee 
better  than  so.     Never,  never,  never  ! " 

He  had  a  violent  fit  of  trembling,  and  then 
sunk  into  his  chair.  After  a  time  he  controlled 
himself,  and,  resting  with  an  elbow  on  one  knee, 
and  his  head  upon  that  hand,  could  look  towards 
Rachael.  Seen  across  the  dim  candle  with  his 
moistened  eyes,  she  looked  as  if  she  had  a  glory 
shining  round  her  head.  He  could  have  believed 
she  had.  He  did  believe  it  as  the  noise  without 
shook  the  window,  rattled  at  the  door  belovv, 
and  went  about  the  house  clamouring  and 
lamenting. 

"  When  she  gets  better,  Stephen,  'tis  to  be 
hoped  she'll  leave  thee  to  thyself  again,  and  do 
thee  no  more  hurt.  Anyways  we  will  hope  so 
now.  And  now  I  shall  keep  silence,  for  I  want 
thee  to  sleep." 

He  closed  his  eyes,  more  to  please  her  than 
to  rest  his  weary  head  ;  but,  by  slow  degrees  as 
he  listened  to  the  great  noise  of  the  wind,  he 
ceased  to  hear  it,  or  it  changed  into  the  work- 
ing of  his  loom,  or  even  into  the  voices  of  the 
day  (his  own  included),  saying  what  had  been 
really  said.  Even  this  imperfect  consciousness 
faded  away  at  last,  and  he  dreamed  a  long, 
troubled  dream. 

He  thought  that  he,  and  some  one  on  whom 
his  heart  had  long  been  set — but  she  was  not 
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Rachael,  and  that  surprised  him,  even  in  tlie 
midst  of  his  imaginary  happiness — stood  in  the 
church  being  married.  While  the  ceremony 
was  performing,  and  while  he  recognised  among 
the  witnesses  some  whom  he  knew  to  be  hving, 
and  many  whom  he  knew  to  be  dead,  darkness 
came  on,  succeeded  by  the  shining  of  a  tremen- 
dous hght.  It  broke  from  one  Hne  in  the  table 
of  commandments  at  the  altar,  and  illuminated 
ihe  building  with  the  words.  They  were  sounded 
through  the  church,  too,  as  if  there  were  voices 
in  the  fiery  letters.  Upon  this,  the  whole  ap- 
pearance before  him  and  around  him  changed, 
and  nothing  was  left  as  it  had  been  but  himself 
and  the  clergyman.  They  stood  in  ihe  daylight 
before  a  crowd  so  vast,  that  if  all  the  people 
in  the  world  could  have  been  brought  together 
into  one  space,  they  could  not  have  looked,  he 
thought,  more  numerous ;  and  they  all  abhorred 
him,  and  there  was  not  one  pitying  or  friendly 
eye  among  the  millions  that  were  fastened  on 
his  face.  He  stood  on  a  raised  stage  under  his 
own  loom;  and,  looking  up  at  the  shape  the 
loom  took,  and  hearing  the  burial  service  dis- 
tinctly read,  he  knew  that  he  was  there  to  suffer 
death.  In  an  instant  what  he  stood  on  fell 
below  him,  and  he  was  gone. 

Out  of  what  mystery  he  came  back  to  his 
usual  life,  and  to  places  that  he  knew,  he  was 
unable  to  consider  ;  but  he  was  back  in  those 
places  by  some  means,  and  with  this  condemna- 
tion upon  him — that  he  was  never,  in  this  world 
or  the  next,  through  all  the  unimaginable  ages 
of  eternity,  to  look  on  Rachael's  face  or  hear 
her  voice.  AVandering  to  and  fro  unceasingly, 
without  hope,  and  in  search  of  he  knew  not 
what  (he  only  knew  that  he  was  doomed  to  seek 
it),  he  was  the  subject  of  a  nameless,  horrible 
dread,  a  mortal  fear  of  one  particular  shape 
n'hich  everything  took.  Whatsoever  he  looked 
at 'grew  into  that  form  sooner  or  later.  The 
object  of  his  miserable  existence  was  to  pre- 
vent its  recognition  by  any  one  among  the 
various  people  he  encountered.  Hopeless  la- 
bour !  If  he  led  them  out  of  rooms  where  it 
was,  if  he  shut  up  drawers  and  closets  where  it 
stood,  if  he  drew  the  curious  from  places  where 
he  knew  it  to  be  secreted,  and  got  them  out 
into  the  streets,  the  very  chimneys  of  the  mills 
assumed  that  shape,  and  round  them  was  the 
printed  word. 

The  wind  was  blowing  again,  the  rain  was 
beating  on  the  housetops,  and  the  larger  spaces 
through  which  he  had  strayed  contracted  to  the 
four  walls  of  his  room.  Saving  that  the  fire  had 
died  out,  it  was  as  his  eyes  had  closed  upon  it. 
llachael  seemed  to  have  fallen  into  a  doze  in 


the  chair  by  the  bed.  She  sat  wrapped  in  her 
shawl,  perfectly  still.  The  table  stood  in  the 
same  place,  close  by  the  bedside,  and  on  it, 
in  its  real  proportions  and  appearance,  was  the 
shape  so  often  repeated. 

He  thought  he  saw  the  curtain  move.  He 
looked  again,  and  he  was  sure  it  moved.  He 
saw  a  hand  come  forth,  and  grope  about  a 
little.  Then  the  curtain  moved  more  per- 
ceptibly, and  the  woman  in  the  bed  put  it  back, 
and  sat  up. 

With  her  woeful  eyes,  so  haggard  and  wild, 
so  heavy  and  large,  she  looked  all  round  the 
room,  and  passed  the  corner  where  he  slept  in 
his  chair.  Her  eyes  returned  to  that  corner, 
and  she  put  her  hand  over  them  as  a  shade 
while  she  looked  into  it.  Again  they  went  all 
round  the  room,  scarcely  heeding  Racliael,  if  at 
all,  and  returned  to  that  corner.  He  thought, 
as  she  once  more  shaded  them — not  so  much 
looking  at  him,  as  looking  for  him  with  a  brutish 
instinct  that  he  was  there — that  no  single  trace 
was  left  in  those  debauched  features,  or  in  the 
mind  that  went  along  with  them,  of  the  woman 
he  had  married  eighteen  years  before.  But 
that  he  had  seen  her  come  to  this  by  inches, 
he  never  could  have  believed  her  to  be  the 
same. 

All  this  time,  as  if  a  spell  were  on  him,  he 
was  motionless  and  powerless,  except  to  watch 
her. 

Stupidly  dozing,  or  communing  with  her  in- 
capable self  about  nothing,  she  sat  for  a  little 
while  with  her  hands  at  her  ears,  and  her  head 
resting  on  them.  Presently  she  resumed  her 
staring  round  the  room.  And  now,  for  the  first 
time,  her  eyes  stopped  at  the  table  with  the 
bottles  on  it. 

Straightway  she  turned  her  eyes  b.ack  to  his 
corner  with  the  defiance  of  last  night,  and, 
moving  very  cautiously  and  softly,  stretched  out 
her  greedy  hand.  She  drew  a  mug  into  the 
bed,  and  sat  for  awhile  considering  wliich  of 
the  two  bottles  she  should  clioose.  l''inally,  she 
laid  her  insensate  grasj)  upon  the  bottle  that 
had  swift  and  certain  death  in  it,  and,  before  his 
eyes,  pulled  out  the  cork  with  her  teeth. 

Dream  or  reality,  he  had  no  voice,  nor  had 
he  power  to  stir.  If  this  be  real,  and  her 
allotted  time  be  not  yet  come,  wake,  Rachael, 
wake  ! 

She  thought  of  that  too.  She  looked  at 
Rachael,  and  very  slowly,  very  cautiously, 
poured  out  the  contents.  The  draught  was  at 
her  lips.  A  moment  and  she  would  be  past  all 
helj),  let  the  whole  world  wake  and  come  about 
her  with  its  utmost  power.    But,  in  that  moment 
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Rachael  started  up  with  a  suppressed  cry.  The 
creature  struggled,  struck  her,  seized  her  by  the 
hair  ;  but  Rachael  had  the  ciy). 

Stephen  broke  out  of  his  chair.  "  Rachael, 
am  I  wakin'  or  dreamin'  this  dreadfo'  night  ?  " 

"  'Tis  all  well,  Stephen.  I  have  been  asleep 
mvself.  'Tis  near  three.  Hush  !  I  hear  the 
bells." 

The  wind  brought  the  sounds  of  the  church 
•clock  to  the  window.  They  listened,  and  it 
struck  three.  Stephen  looked  at  her,  saw  how 
pale  she  was,  noted  the  disorder  of  her  hair, 
and  the  red  marks  of  fingers  on  her  forehead, 
and  felt  assured  that  his  senses  of  sight  and 
hearing  had  been  awake.  She  held  the  cup  in 
her  hand  even  now. 

"  I  thought  it  must  be  near  three,"  she  said, 
■calmly  pouring  from  the  cup  into  the  basin,  and 
steeping  the  linen  as  before.  "  I  am  thankful  I 
stayed  !  'Tis  ,done  now,  when  I  have  put  this 
on.  There  !  And  now  she's  quiet  again.  The 
few  drops  m  the  basin  I'll  pour  away,  for  'tis 
bad  stuff  to  leave  about,  though  ever  so  little  of 
it."  As  she  spoke,  she  drained  the  basin  into 
the  ashes  of  the  fire,  and  broke  the  bottle  on 
the  hearth. 

She  had  nothing  to  do,  then,  but  to  cover 
herself  with  her  shawl  before  going  out  into  the 
wind  and  rain. 

"  Thou'lt  let  me  walk  wi'  thee  at  this  hour, 
Rachael  ?  " 

"  No,  Stephen.  'Tis  but  a  minute,  and  I  am 
home." 

"  Thou'rt  not  fearfo' " — he  said  it  in  a  low 
voice  as  they  went  out  at  the  door — ''to  leave 
me  alone  wi'  her  ?" 

As  she  looked  at  him,  saying  "  Stephen  !  " 
he  went  down  on  his  knee  before  her  on  the 
jjoor  mean  stairs,  and  put  an  end  of  her  shawl 
to  his  lips. 

"  Thou  art  an  Angel.   Bless  thee,  bless  thee  ! " 

"  I  am,  as  I  have  told  thee,  Stephen,  thy  poor 
friend.  Angels  are  not  like  me.  Between  them, 
and  a  working-woman  fu'  of  faults,  there  is  a 
deep  gulf  set.  My  httle  sister  is  among  them, 
but  she  is  changed." 

She  raised  her  eyes  for  a  moment  as  she  said 
the  words  ;  and  then  they  fell  again,  in  all  their 
gentleness  and  mildness,  on  his  face. 

"  Thou  changest  me  from  bad  to  good.  Thou 
mak'st  me  humbly  wishfo'  to  be  more  like  thee, 
and  fearfo'  to  lose  thee  when  this  life  is  ower, 
an'  a'  the  muddle  cleared  awa'.  Thou'rt  an 
Angel  ;  it  may  be  thou  hast  saved  my  soul 
alive  1" 

She  looked  at  him,  on  his  knee  at  her  feet, 
\Yith  her  shawl  still  in  his  hand,  and  the  reproof 


on  her  lips  died  away  when  she  saw  the  working 
of  his  face. 

"  I  coom  home  desp'rate.  I  coom  home 
wi'out  a  hope,  an'  mad  wi'  thinking  tliat  when 
I  said  a  word  o'  complaint  I  was  reckoned  a 
onreasonable  Hand.  I  told  thee  I  had  had  a 
fright.  It  were  the  Poison-bottle  on  table.  I 
never  hurt  a  livin'  creetur  ;  but  happenin'  so 
suddenly  upon  't,  I  thowt,  '  How  can  /  say 
what  I  might  ha'  done  to  mjseln,  or  her,  or 
both  ? '  " 

She  put  her  two  hands  on  his  mouth,  with  a 
face  of  terror,  to  stop  him  from  saying  more. 
He  caught  them  in  his  unoccupied  hand,  and 
holding  them,  and  still  clasping  the  border  of 
her  shawl,  said  hurriedly  : 

"  But  I  see  thee,  Rachael,  setten  by  the  bed. 
I  ha'  seen  thee  aw  this  night.  In  my  troublous 
sleep  I  ha'  known  thee  still  to  be  there.  Ever- 
more I  will  see  thee  there.  I  nevermore  will 
see  her  or  think  o'  her,  but  thou  shalt  be  beside 
her.  I  nevermore  will  see  or  think  o'  anything 
that  angers  me,  but  thou,  so  much  better  than 
me,  shalt  be  by  th'  side  on  't.  And  so  I  will 
try  t'  look  t'  th'  time,  and  so  I  will  try  t'  trust 
t'  th'  time,  when  thou  and  me  at  last  shall  walk 
together  far  awa',  beyond  the  deep  gulf,  in  th' 
country  where  thy  little  sister  is." 

He  kissed  the  border  of  her  shawl  again,  and 
let  her  go.  She  bade  him  good  night  in  a  broken 
voice,  and  went  out  into  the  street. 

The  wind  blew  from  the  quarter  where  the 
day  would  soon  appear,  and  still  blew  strongly. 
It  had  cleared  the  sky  before  it,  and  the  rain 
had  spent  itself  or  travelled  elsewhere,  and  the 
stars  were  bright.  He  stood  bareheaded  in  the 
road,  watching  her  quick  disappearance.  As 
the  shining  stars  were  to  the  heavy  candle  in 
the  window,  so  was  Rachael,  in  the  rugged 
fancy  of  this  man,  to  the  common  experiences 
of  his  life. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE   GRE.\T   MANUFACTURER. 

IME  went  on  in  Coketown  like  its 
own  machinery  :  so  much  material 
wrought  up,  so  much  fuel  consumed, 
so  many  powers  worn  out,  so  much 
money  made.  But,  less  inexorable 
than  iron,  steel,  and  brass,  it  brought 
varying  seasons  even  into  that  wilder- 
ness of  smoke  and  brick,  and  made  the 
only  stand  that  ever  was  made  in  the  place 
against  its  direful  uniformity. 


BELO  W  THE  MARK. 


"  Louisa  is  becoming,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind, 
"almost  a  young  woman." 

Time,  with  his  innumerable  horse-power, 
worked  away,  not  minding  what  anybody  .said, 
and  presently  turned  out  young  Thomas  a  foot 
taller  than  when  his  father  had  last  taken  par- 
ticular notice  of  him. 

"  Thomas  is  becoming,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind, 
"  almost  a  young  man.'' 

Time  passed  Thomas  on  in  the  mill,  while  his 
father  was  thinking  about  it,  and  there  he  stood 
in  a  long-tailed  coat  and  a  stiff  shirt  collar. 


"  Really,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  the  period 
has  arrived  when  Thomas  ought  to  go  to 
Bounderby."  , 

Time,  sticking  to  him,  passed  him  on  into 
Bounderby's  Bank,  made  him  an  inmate  of 
Bounderby's  house,  necessitated  the  purchase  of 
his  first  razor,  and  exercised  him  diligently  in 
his  calculations  relative  to  number  one. 

The  same  great  manufacturer,  always  with  an 
immense  variety  of  work  on  hand,  in  every  stage  of 
development,  passed  Sissy  onward  in  his  mill,  and 
worked  her  up  into  a  very  pretty  article  indeed. 


HE  WENT     DOWN     ON     HIS    KNEt    lihlOlii.     HER    ON     1111.,    ruuK     .MEAN    Sl.-^LIKS,    AND    PUT     AN     END     OE   HER 

SHAWL  TO   HIS   LIPS." 


"  I  fear,  Jupe,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  that 
your  continuance  at  the  school  any  longer  would 
be  useless." 

"  I  am  afraid  it  would,  sir,"  Sissy  answered 
with  a  curtsy. 

"  I  cannot  disguise  from  you,  Jupe,"  said  Mr. 
Gradgrind,  knitting  his  brow,  "  that  the  result  of 
your  probation  there  has  disappointed  me ;  has 
greatly  disappointed  me.  You  have  not  acquired, 
under  Mr.  and  Mrs.  M'Choakumchild,  anything 
like  that  amount  of  exact  knowledge  which  I 


looked  for.  You  are  extremely  deficient  in  your 
facts.  Your  acquaintance  with  figures  is  very 
limited.  You  are  altogether  backward  and  below 
the  mark." 

"  I  am  sorry,  sir,"  she  returned  ;  "  but  I  know 
it  is  quite  true.     Yet  I  have  tried  hard,  sir." 

"Yes,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "yes,  I  believe 
you  have  tried  hard  ;  I  have  observed  you,  and 
I  can  find  no  fault  in  that  respect." 

"  Thank  you,  sir.  I  have  thought  sometimes" 
— Sissy  very  timid  here — "  that  perhaps  I  tried 


42 


HARD  TIMES. 


to  learn  too  much,  and  that  if  I  had  asked  to  be 
allowed  to  try  a  little  less,  I  might  have " 

"  No,  Jupe,  no,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  shaking 
his  head  in  his  profoundest  and  most  eminently 
practical  way.  "  No.  The  course  you  pursued, 
you  pursued  according  to  the  system — the  system 
— and  there  is  no  more  to  be  said  about  it.  I 
can  only  suppose  that  the  circumstances  of  your 
early  life  were  too  unfavourable  to  the  develop- 
ment of  your  reasoning  powers,  and  that  we 
began  too  late.  Still,  as  I  have  said  already, 
I  am  disappointed." 

"  I  wish  I  could  have  made  a  better  acknow- 
ledgment, sir,  of  your  kindness  to  a  poor  forlorn 
girl  who  had  no  claim  upon  you,  and  of  your 
protection  of  her." 

"  Don't  shed  tears,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind. 
"  Don't  shed  tears.  I  don't  complain  of  you. 
You  are  an  affectionate,  earnest,  good  young 
woman,  and — and  we  must  make  that  do." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  very  much,"  said  Sissy  with 
a  grateful  curtsy. 

"You  are  useful  to  j\Irs.  Gradgrind,  and  (in 
a  generally  pervading  way)  you  are  serviceable  in 
the  family  also ;  so  I  understand  from  Miss 
Louisa,  and,  indeed,  so  I  have  observed  myself. 
I  therefore  hope,"  said  Air.  Gradgrind,  "  that 
you  can  make  yourself  happy  in  those  rela- 
tions." 

"  I  should  have  nothing  to  .wish,  sir,  if " 

"  I  understand  you,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind  ; 
"you  still  refer  to  your  father.  I  have  heard 
from  Miss  Louisa  that  you  still  preserve  that 
bottle.  Well  !  If  your  training  in  the  science 
of  arriving  at  exact  results  had  been  more  suc- 
cessful, you  would  have  beeQ<  wiser  on  these 
points.     I  will  say  no  more." 

He  really  liked  Sissy  too  well  to  have  a  con- 
tempt for  her;  otherwise  he  held  her  calculating 
powers  in  such  very  slight  estimation  that  he 
must  have  fallen  upon  that  conclusion.  Some- 
how or  other,  he  had  become  possessed  by  an 
idea  that  there  was  something  in  this  girl  which 
could  hardly  be  set  forth  in  a  tabular  form.  Her 
capacity  of  definition  might  be  easily  stated  at  a 
very  low  figure,  her  mathematical  knowledge 
at  nothing ;  yet  he  was  not  sure  that  if  he  had 
been  required,  for  example,  to  tick  her  off  into 
columns  in  a  parliamentary  return,  he  would 
have  quite  known  how  to  divide  her. 

In  some  stages  of  his  manufacture  of  the 
human  fabric  the  processes  of  Time  are  very 
rapid.  Young  Thomas  and  Sissy  being  both  at 
such  a  stage  of  their  working  up,  these  changes 
were  effected  in  a  year  or  two  ;  while  Mr.  Grad- 
grind himself  seemed  stationary  in  his  course, 
and  underwent  no  alteration. 


Except  one,  which  was  apart  from  his  neces- 
sary progress  through  the  mill.  Time  hustled 
him  into  a  little  noisy  and  rather  dirty  machinery 
in  a  by-corner,  and  made  him  Member  of  Par- 
liament for  Coketown  :  one  of  the  respected 
members  for  ounce  weights  and  measures,  one 
of  the  representatives  of  the  multiplication  table, 
one  of  the  deaf  honourable  gentlemen,  dumb 
honourable  gentlemen,  blind  honourable  gentle- 
men, lame  honourable  gentlemen,  dead  honour- 
able gentlemen,  to  every  other  consideration. 
Else  wherefore  live  we  in  a  Christian  land, 
eighteen  hundred  and  odd  years  after  our 
Master  ? 

All  this  while  Louisa  had  been  passing  on,  so 
quiet  and  reserved,  and  so  much  given  to  watch- 
ing the  bright  ashes  at  twilight  as  they  fell  from 
the  grate  and  became  extinct,  that  from  the 
period  when  her  father  had  said  she  was  almost 
a  young  woman — which  seemed  but  yesterday 
— she  had  scarcely  attracted  his  notice  again, 
when  he  found  her  quite  a  young  woman. 

"  Quite  a  young  woman,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind, 
musing.     "  Dear  me  !" 

Soon  after  this  discovery,  he  became  more 
thoughtful  than  usual  for  several  days,  and 
seemed  much  engrossed  by  one  subject.  On  a 
certain  night,  when  he  was  going  out,  and  Louisa 
came  to  bid  him  good-bye  before  his  departure 
— as  he  was  not  to  be  home  until  late,  and  she 
would  not  see  him  again  until  the  morning — he 
held  her  in  his  arms,  looking  at  her  in  his  kindest 
manner,  and  said : 

"  My  dear  Louisa,  you  are  a  woman  !" 

She  answered  with  the  old,  quick,  searching 
look  of  the  night  when  she  was  found  at  the 
Circus  ;  then  cast  down  her  eyes.    "  Yes,  father." 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  I  must 
speak  with  you  alone  and  seriously.  Come  to 
me  in  my  room  after  breakfast  to-morrow,  will 
you?" 

"  Yes,  father." 

"  Your  hands  are  rather  cold,  Louisa.  Are 
you  not  well?" 

"  Quite  well,  father." 

"  And  cheerful?" 

She  looked  at  him  again,  and  smiled  in  her 
peculiar  manner.  "  I  am  as  cheerful,  father,  as 
I  usually  am,  or  usually  have  been." 

"  That's  well,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind.  So,  he 
kissed  her  and  went  away ;  and  Louisa  returned 
to  the  serene  apartment  of  the  hair-cutting 
character,  and,  leaning  her  elbow  on  her  hand, 
looked  again  at  the  short-lived  sparks  that  so 
soon  subsided  into  ashes. 

"Are  you  there.  Loo?"  said  her  brother, 
looking  in  at  the  door.     He  was  quite  a  young 
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gentleman  of  pleasure  now,  and  not  (juite  a  pre- 
possessing one. 

"  Dear  Tom,"  she  answered,  rising  and  em- 
bracing him,  "how  long  it  is  since  you  have 
been  to  see  me  !" 

"  Why,  I  have  been  otherwise  engaged,  Loo, 
in  the  evenings ;  and  in  the  daytime  old  Boun- 
derby  has  been  keeping  me  at  it  rather.  But  I 
touch  him  up  with  you  when  he  comes  it  too 
strong,  and  so  we  preserve  an  understanding. 
I  say !  Has  father  said  anything  particular  to 
you  to-day  or  yesterday.  Loo?'' 

"  No,  Tom.  But  he  told  me  to-night  that  he 
wished  to  do  so  in  the  morning." 

"  Ah  !  That's  what  I  mean,"  said  Tom.  "  Do 
you  know  where  he  is  to-night  ?'' — with  a  very 
deep  expression. 

"  No." 

"  Then  I'll  tell  you.  He's  with  old  Bounderby. 
They  are  having  a  regular  confab  together  up 
at  the  Bank.  Why  at  the  Bank,  do  you  think  ? 
Well,  I'll  tell  you  again.  To  keep  Mrs.  Sparsit's 
ears  as  far  off  as  possible,  I  e.xpect." 

With  her  hand  upon  her  brother's  shoulder, 
Louisa  still  stood  looking  at  the  fire.  Her 
brother  glanced  at  her  face  with  greater  interest 
than  usual,  and,  encircling  her  waist  with  his 
arm,  drew  her  coaxingly  to  him. 

"  You  are  very  fond  of  me,  an't  you,  Loo  ?" 

"  Indeed  I  am,  Tom,  though  you  do  let 
such  long  intervals  go  by  without  coming  to  see 
me." 

"  Well,  sister  of  mine,"  said  Tom,  "  when  you 
say  that,  you  are  near  my  thoughts.  We  might 
be  so  much  oftener  together — mightn't  we  ? 
Always  together,  almost — mightn't  we  ?  It 
would  do  me  a  great  deal  of  good  if  you  were  to 
make  up  your  mind  to  I  know  what.  Loo.  It 
would  be  a  splendid  thing  for  me.  It  would  be 
uncommonly  jolly  !" 

Her  thoughtfulness  baffled  his  cunning  scru- 
tiny. He  could  make  nothing  of  her  face.  He 
pressed  her  in  his  arm,  and  kissed  her  cheek. 
She  returned  the  kiss,  but  still  looked  at  the  fire. 

"  I  say,  Loo  !  I  thought  I'd  come,  and  just 
hint  to  you  what  was  going  on  :  though  I  sup- 
posed you'd  most  likely  guess,  even  if  you  didn't 
know.  I  can't  stay,  because  I'm  engaged  to 
some  fellows  to-night.  You  won't  forget  how 
fond  you  are  of  me  ?" 

"  No,  dear  Tom,  I  won't  forget." 

"  That's  a  capital  girl,"  said  Tom.  "  Good- 
bye, Loo  !" 

She  gave  him  an  affectionate  good  night,  and 
went  out  with  him  to  the  door,  whence  the  fires 
of  Coketown  could  be  seen,  making  the  distance 
lurid.       She    stood    there,    looking    steadfastly 


towards  them,  and  listening  to  his  departing 
steps.  They  retreated  quickly,  as  glad  to  get 
away  from  Stone  Lodge;  and  she  stood  there 
yet,  when  he  was  gone  and  all  was  quiet.  It 
seemed  as  if,  first  in  her  own  fire  within  the 
house,  and  then  in  the  fiery  haze  without,  she 
tried  to  discover  what  kind  of  woof  Old  Time, 
that  greatest  and  longest-established  Spinner  of 
all,  would  weave  from  the  threads  he  had  already 
spun  into  a  woman.  But  his  factory  is  a  secret 
place,  his  work  is  noiseless,  and  his  Hands  are 
mutes. 


CHAPTER  XV. 


FATHER    AND     D.VUGHTER. 


LTHOUGH  Mr.  Gradgrind  did  not 
take  after  Blue  Beard,  his  room  was 
quite  a  blue  chamber  in  its  abun- 
dance of  blue-books.  Whatever  they 
j"*  could  prove  (which  is  usually  any- 
'^^^1  thing  you  like),  they  proved  there,  in 
(^■g^  ^'  an  army  constantly  strengthening  by 
^&<  tiig  arrival  of  new  recruits.  In  that 
charmed  apartment  the  most  complicated  social 
questions  were  cast  up,  got  into  exact  totals, 
and  finally  settled — if  those  concerned  could 
only  have  been  brought  to  know  it.  As  if  an 
astronomical  observatory  should  be  made  with- 
out any  windows,  and  the  astronomer  within 
should  arrange  the  starry  universe  solely  by  pen, 
ink,  and  paper,  so  Mr.  Gradgrind,  in  his  Obser- 
vatory (and  there  are  many  like  it),  had  no  need 
to  cast  an  eye  upon  the  teeming  myriads  of 
human  beings  around  him,  but  coulil  settle  all 
their  destinies  on  a  slate,  and  wipe  out  all  their 
tears  with  one  dirty  little  bit  of  sponge. 

To  this  Observatory,  then  :  a  stern  room, 
with  a  deadly  statistical  clock  in  it,  which  mea- 
sured every  second  with  a  beat  like  a  rap  ujion 
a  coffin-lid  :  Louisa  repaired  on  the  a]jpointcd 
morning.  A  window  looked  towartls  Coke- 
town  :  and,  when  she  sat  down  near  her  father's 
table,  she  saw  the  high  chimneys  and  the  long 
tracks  of  smoke  Icjoming  in  the  heavy  distance 
gloomily.  > 

"  My  dear  Louisa,"  said  her  father,  "  I  pre- 
pared you  last  night  to  give  me  your  serious 
attention  in  the  conversation  we  are  now  going 
to  liave  together.  You  have  been  so  well 
trained,  and  you  do,  I  am  happy  to  say,  so  much 
justice  to  the  education  you  iiave  received,  that 
1  have  ])erfcct  confidence  in  your  good  sense. 
You  are  not  impulsive,  you  are  not  romantic, 
\ou  are  accustomed    to  view  everything   from 
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the  strong  dispassionate  ground  of  reason  and 
calculation.  From  that  gronnd  alone,  I  know 
you  will  view  and  consider  what  I  am  going  to 
communicate." 

He  waited,  as  if  he  would  have  been  glad 
that  she  said  something.  But  she  said  never  a 
word. 

"  Louisa,  my  dear,  you  are  the  subject  of  a 
proposal  of  marriage  that  has  been  made  to 
me." 

.\gain  he  waited,  and  again  she  answered  not 
one  word.  This  so  far  surprised  him  as  to  in- 
duce him  gently  to  repeat,  "A  proposal  of 
marriage,  my  dear."  To  which  she  returned, 
without  any  visible  emotion  whatever  : 

"  I  hear  you,  father.  I  am  attending,  I  as- 
sure you." 

"Well  !"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  breaking  into 
a  smile,  after  being  for  the  moment  at  a  loss, 
"  you  are  even  more  dispassionate  than  I  ex- 
pected, Louisa.  Or,  perhaps,  you  are  not  un- 
prepared for  the  announcement  I  have  it  in 
charge  to  make  ?" 

"  i  cannot  say  that,  father,  until  I  hear  it. 
Prepared  or  unprepared,  I  wish  to  hear  it  all 
from  you.  I  wish  to  hear  you  state  it  to  me, 
father." 

Strange  to  relate,  Mr.  Gradgrind  was  not  so 
collected  at  this  moment  as  his  daughter  was. 
He  took  a  paper  knife  in  his  hand,  turned  it 
over,  laid  it  down,  took  it  up  again,  and  even 
then  had  to  look  along  the  blade  of  it,  consider- 
ing how  to  go  on. 

"  What  you  say,  my  dear  Louisa,  is  perfectly 
reasonable.    I  have  undertaken,  then,  to  let  you 

know  that in  short,  that  Mr.  Bounderby  has 

informed  me  that  he  has  long  watched  your  pro- 
gress with  particular  interest  and  pleasure,  and 
has  long  hoped  that  the  time  might  ultimately 
arrive  when  he  should  offer  you  his  hand  in 
marriage.  That  time,  to  which  he  has  so  long, 
and  certainly  with  great  constancy,  looked  for- 
ward, is  now  come.  Mr.  Bounderby  has  made 
his  proposal  of  marriage  to  me,  and  has  en- 
treated me  to  make  it  known  to  you,  and  to 
express  his  hope  that  you  will  take  it  into  your 
favourable  consideration." 

Silence  between  them.  The  deadly  statistical 
clock  very  hollow.  The  distant  smoke  very 
black  and  heavy. 

"  Father,"  said  Louisa,  "  do  you  think  I  love 
Mr.  Bounderby?" 

Mr.  Gradgrind  was  extremely  discomfited  by 
this  unexpected  question.  "  Well,  my  child," 
he  returned,  "  I — really — cannot  take  upon  my- 
self to  say." 

"  Father,"  pursued  Louisa  in  exactly  the  same 


voice  as  before,  "do  you  ask  me  to  love  Mr. 
Bounderby?" 

"  My  dear  Louisa,  no.     No.     I  ask  nothing." 

"  Father,"  she  still  pursued,  "  does  Mr.  Boun- 
derby ask  me  to  love  him  ?  " 

"  Really,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  it 
is  difficult  to  answer  your  question '' 

"  Difficult  to  answer  it,  Yes  or  No,  father?" 

"  Certainly,  my  dear.  Because  " — here  was 
something  to  demonstrate,  and  it  set  him  up 
again — "  because  the  reply  depends  so  mate- 
rially, Louisa,  on  the  sense  in  which  we  use  the 
expression.  Now,  Mr.  Bounderby  does  not  do 
you  the  injustice,  and  does  not  do  himself  the 
injustice,  of  pretending  to  anything  fanciful, 
fantastic,  or  (I  am  using  synonymous  terms) 
sentimental.  Mr.  Bounderby  would  have  seen 
you  grow  up  under  his  eyes  to  very  little  pur- 
pose, if  he  could  so  far  forget  what  is  due  to 
your  good  sense,  not  to  say  to  his,  as  to  address 
you  from  any  such  ground.  Therefore,  perhaps, 
the  expression  itself — I  merely  suggest  this  to 
you,  my  dear — may  be  a  little  misplaced." 

"What  would  you  advise  me  to  use  in  its 
stead,  father?" 

"  Why,  my  dear  Louisa,"  said  Mr.  Grad- 
grind, completely  recovered  by  this  time,  "  I 
would  advise  you  (since  you  ask  me)  to  consider 
this  question,  as  you  have  been  accustomed  to 
consider  every  other  question,  simply  as  one  of 
tangible  Fact.  The  ignorant  and  the  giddy  may 
embarrass  such  subjects  with  irrelevant  fancies, 
and  other  absurdities  that  have  no  existence, 
properly  viewed — really  no  existence — but  it  is 
no  compliment  to  you  to  say  that  you  know 
better.  Now,  what  are  the  Facts  of  this  case  ? 
You  are,  we  will  say  in  round  numbers,  twenty 
years  of  age ;  Mr.  Bounderby  is,  we  will  say  in 
round  numbers,  fifty.  There  is  some  disparity 
in  your  respective  years,  but  in  your  means  and 
positions  there  is  none ;  on  the  contrary,  there 
is  a  great  suitability.  Then  the  question  arises. 
Is  this  one  disparity  sufficient  to  operate  as  a 
bar  to  such  a  marriage  ?  In  considering  this 
question,  it  is  not  unimportant  to  take  into 
account  the  statistics  of  marriage,  so  far  as  they 
have  yet  been  obtained,  in  England  and  Wales. 
I  find,  on  reference  to  the  figures,  that  a  large 
proportion  of  these  marriages  are  contracted  be- 
tween parties  of  very  unequal  ages,  and  that  the 
elder  of  these  contracting  parties  is,  in  rather 
more  than  three-fourths  of  these  instances,  the 
bridegroom.  It  is  remarkable,  as  showing  the 
wide  prevalence  of  this  law,  that  among  the 
natives  of  the  British  possessions  in  India,  also 
in  a  considerable  part  of  China,  and  among  the 
Calmucks  of  Tartar)',  the  best  means  of  compu- 
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tation  yet  furnished  us  by  travellers  yield  similar 
results.  The  disparity  I  have  mentioned,  there- 
lore,  almost  ceases  to  be  disparity,  and  (virtually) 
all  but  disappears." 

"  What  do  you  recommend,  father,"  asked 
Louisa,  her  reserved  composure  not  in  the  least 
.affected  by  these  gratifying  results,  "  that  I 
should  substitute  for  the  term  I  used  just  now  ? 
For  the  misplaced  expression  ?" 

"  Louisa,"  returned  her  father,  "  it  appears  to 
me  that  nothing  can  be  plainer.  Confining 
yourself  rigidly  to  Fact,  the  question  of  Fact 
you  state  to  yourself  is  :  Does  Mr.  Bounderby 
ask  me  to  marry  him  ?  Yes,  he  does.  The  sole 
remaining  question  then  is  :  Shall  I  marry  him  ? 
I  think  nothing  can  be  plainer  than  that." 

"  Shall  I  marry  him  ?  "  repeated  Louisa  with 
great  deliberation. 

"  Precisely.  And  it  is  satisfactory  to  me,  as 
your  father,  my  dear  Louisa,  to  know  that  you 
do  not  come  to  the  consideration  of  that  ques- 
tion with  the  previous  habits  of  mind,  and  habits 
of  life,  that  belong  to  many  young  women." 

"  No,  father,"  she  returned,  "  I  do  not." 

"  I  now  leave  you  to  judge  for  yourself,"  said 
Mr.  Gradgrlnd.  "  I  have  stated  the  case  as 
such  cases  are  usually  stated  among  practical 
minds  ;  I  have  stated  it  as  the  case  of  your 
mother  and  myself  was  stated  in  its  time.  The 
rest,  my  dear  Louisa,  is  for  you  to  decide." 

From  the  beginning,  she  had  sat  looking  at 
him  fixedly.  As  he  now  leaned  back  in  his 
chair,  and  bent  his  deep-set  eyes  upon  her  in 
his  turn,  perhaps  he  might  have  seen  one  waver- 
ing moment  in  her,  when  she  was  impelled  to 
throw  herself  upon  his  breast  and  give  him  the 
pent-up  confidences  of  her  heart.  But,  to  see 
it,  he  must  have  overleaped  at  a  bound  the 
.artificial  barriers  he  had  for  many  years  been 
erecting  between  himself  and  all  those  subtle 
essences  of  humanity  which  will  elude  the  ut- 
most cunning  of  algebra,  until  the  List  trumpet 
ever  to  be  sounded  shall  blow  even  algebra  to 
wreck.  The  barriers  were  too  many  and  too 
high  for  such  a  leap.  With  his  unbending, 
utilitarian,  matter-of-fact  face,  he  hardened  her 
again ;  and  the  moment  shot  away  into  the 
plumbless  depths  of  the  past,  to  mingle  with  all 
the  lost  opportunities  that  are  drowned  there. 

Removing  her  eyes  from  him,  she  sat  so  long 
looking  silently  towards  the  town,  that  he  said 
at  length  :  "  Are  you  consulting  the  chimneys  of 
the  Coketown  works,  Louisa  ?  " 

"  There  seems  to  be  nothing  there  but  lan- 
guid and  monotonous  smoke.     Yet,  when  the 
night  comes,  Fire  bursts  out,  father  !  "  she  an- 
swered, turning  quickly. 
Hard  Times,  4. 


"  Of  course  I  know  that,  Louisa.  I  do  not 
see  the  application  of  the  remark."  To  do  him 
justice,  he  did  not  at  all. 

She  passed  it  away  with  a  slight  motion  of  her 
hand,  and,  concentrating  her  attention  ujion  him 
again,  said,  '•  Father,  I  have  often  thought  that 
life  is  very  short." — This  was  so  distinctly  one 
of  his  subjects  that  he  interposed  : 

"  It  is  short,  no  doubt,  my  dear.  Still,  the 
average  duration  of  human  life  is  proved  to 
have  increased  of  late  years.  The  calculations 
of  various  life  assurance  and  annuity  offices, 
among  other  figures  which  cannot  go  wrong, 
have  established  the  fact." 

"  I  speak  of  my  own  life,  father." 

'•  Oh  indeed  !  Still,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind, 
"  I  need  not  point  out  to  you,  Louisa,  that  it  is 
governed  by  the  laws  which  govern  lives  in  the 
aggregate." 

"  While  it  lasts,  I  would  wish  to  do  the  little 
I  can,  and  the  little  I  am  fit  lor.  What  does  it 
matter  ?" 

Mr.  Gradgrind  seemed  rather  at  a  loss  to 
understand  the  last  four  words  ;  replying,  "  How, 
matter  ?     What  matter,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Bounderby,"  she  went  on  in  a  steady, 
straight  way,  without  regarding  this,  "  asks  me 
to  marry  him.  The  question  I  have  to  ask  my- 
self is,  shall  I  marry  him  ?  That  is  so,  father, 
is  it  not  ?  You  have  told  me  so,  father.  Have 
you  not?" 

"  Certainly,  my  dear." 

"  Let  it  be  so.  Since  IMr.  Bounderby  likes 
to  take  me  thus,  I  am  satisfied  to  accept  his 
proposal.  Tell  him,  father,  as  soon  as  you 
please,  that  this  was  my  answer.  Repeat  it, 
word  for  word,  if  you  can,  because  I  should 
wish  him  to  know  what  I  said." 

"  It  is  quite  right,  my  dear,"  retorted  her 
father  approvingly,  "  to  be  exact.  I  will  ob- 
serve your  very  proper  request.  Have  you  any 
wish  in  reference  to  the  period  of  your  marriage, 
my  child  ?  " 

'•  None,  father.     ^Vhat  does  it  matter?" 

Mr.  Gradgrind  had  drawn  his  chair  a  little 
nearer  to  her,  and  taken  her  hand.  But,  her 
repetition  of  these  words  seemeil  to  strike  with 
some  little  discord  on  his  car.  He  paused 
to  look  at  her,  and,  still  holding  her  hanti, 
said  : 

"  Louisa,  I  have  not  considered  it  essential  to 
ask  you  one  question,  because  the  possibility 
implied  in  it  appeared  to  me  to  be  too  remote. 
But  perhaps  I  ought  to  do  so.  You  have  never 
entertained  in  secret  any  other  proposal  ?  " 

"  Father,"  she  returned,  almost  scornfully, 
"what  other  prep 3sal  can  have  been  made  to 
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me  ?  Wliom  have  I  seen  ?  Where  have  I  been  ? 
What  are  my  heart's  experiences  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Louisa,"  returned  Mr.  Gradgrind, 
reassured  and  satisfied,  "  you  correct  me  justly. 
I  merely  wished  to  discharge  my  duty." 

"  What  do  /  know,  father,"  said  Louisa  in  her 
quiet  manner,  "  of  tastes  and  fancies  ;  of  aspira- 
tions and  affections ;  of  all  that  part  of  my 
nature  in  which  such  light  things  might  have 
been  nourished  ?  ^Vhat  escape  have  I  had  from 
problems  that  could  be  demonstrated,  and  reali- 
ties that  could  be  grasped  ?  "  As  she  said  it,  she 
unconsciously  closed  her  hand,  as  if  upon  a  solid 
object,  and  slowly  opened  it  as  though  she  were 
releasing  dust  or  ash. 

"  My  dear,"  assented  her  eminently  practical 
parent,  "  quite  true,  quite  true." 

"  Why,  father,"  she  pursued,  "  what  a  strange 
question  to  ask  vie  !  The  baby-preference,  that 
even  I  have  heard  of,  as  common  among  chil- 
dren, has  never  had  its  innocent  resting-place  in 
my  breast.  You  have  been  so  careful  of  me, 
that  I  never  had  a  child's  heart.  You  have 
trained  me  so  well,  that  I  never  dreamed  a 
child's  dream.  You  have  dealt  so  wisely  with 
me,  father,  from  my  cradle  to  this  hour,  that  I 
never  had  a  child's  belief  or  a  child's  fear." 

Mr.  Gradgrind  was  quite  moved  by  his  suc- 
cess, and  by  this  testimony  to  it.  "  My  dear 
Louisa,"  said  he,  "you  abundantly  repay  my 
care.     Kiss  me,  my  dear  girl." 

So,'  his  daughter  kissed  him.  Detaining  her 
in  his  embrace,  he  said,  "  I  may  assure  you 
now,  my  favourite  child,  that  I  am  made  happy 
by  the  sound  decision  at  which  you  have  arrived. 
Mr.  Bounderby  is  a  very  remarkable  man  ;  and 
what  little  disparity  can  be  said  to  exist  between 
you — if  any — is  more  than  counterbalanced  b)' 
the  tone  your  mind  has  acquired.  It  has  always 
been  my  object  so  to  educate  you  as  that  you 
might,  while  still  in  your  early  youth,  be  (if  I 
may  so  express  myself)  almost  any  age.  Kiss 
me  once  more,  Louisa.  Now  let  us  go  and  find 
your  mother." 

Accordingly,  they  went  down  to  the  drawing- 
room,  where  the  esteemed  lady  with  no  non- 
sense about  her  was  recumbent  as  usual,  while 
Sissy  worked  beside  her.  She  gave  some  feeble 
signs  of  returning  animation  when  they  entered, 
and  presently  the  faint  transparency  was  pre- 
sented in  a  sitting  attitude. 

"  Mrs.  Gradgrind,"  said  her  husband,  who 
had  waited  for  the  achievement  of  this  feat  with 
some  impatience,  "  allow  me  to  present  to  you 
Airs.  Bounderby." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Mrs.  Gradgrind,  "  so  you  have 
settled  it  !     Well,  I'm   sure  I  hope  your  health 


may  be  good,  Louisa ;  for  if  your  head  begins  to 
split  as  soon  as  you  are  married,  which  was  the 
case  with  mine,  I  cannot  consider  that  you  are 
to  be  envied,  though  I  have  no  doubt  you  think 
you  are,  as  all  girls  do.  However,  I  give  you 
joy,  my  dear — and  I  hope  you  may  now  turn  all 
your  ological  studies  to  good  account,  I  am  sure 
I  do  !  I  must  give  you  a  kiss  of  congratulation, 
Louisa ;  but  don't  touch  my  right  shoulder,  for 
there's  something  running  down  it  all  day  long. 
And  now,  you  see,"  whimpered  Mrs.  Gradgrind, 
adjusting  her  shawls  after  the  affectionate  cere- 
mony, "  I  shall  be  worrying  myself,  morning,  noon, 
and  night,  to  know  what  I  am  to  call  him  !  " 

"  Mrs.  Gradgrind,"  said  her  husband  solemnly, 
"  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Whatever  I  am  to  call  .him,  Mr.  Gradgrind, 
when  he  is  married  to  Louisa  !  I  must  call  him 
something.  It's  impossible,"  said  Mrs.  Grad- 
grind with  a  mingled  sense  of  politeness  and 
injury,  "  to  be  constantly  addressing  him,  and 
never  giving  him  a  name.  I  cannot  call  him 
Josiah,  for  the  name  is  insupportable,  to  me. 
You  yourself  wouldn't  hear  of  Joe,  you  very 
well  know.  Am  I  to  call  my  own  son-in-law 
Mister  ?  Not,  I  believe,  unless  the  time  has 
arrived  when,  as  an  invalid,  I  am  to  be  trampled 
upon  by  my  relations.  Then,  what  am  I  to  call 
him  ?  " 

Nobody  present  having  any  suggestion  to 
offer  in  the  remarkable  emergency,  Mrs.  Grad- 
grind departed  this  life  for  the  time  being,  after 
delivering  the  following  codicil  to  her  remarks 
already  executed  : 

"  As  to  the  wedding,  all  I  ask,  Louisa,  is — 
and  I  ask  it  with  a  fluttering  in  my  chest,  which 
actually  extends  to  the  soles  of  my  feet, — that  it 
may  take  place  soon.  Otherwise,  I  know  it  is  one 
of  those  subjects  I  shall  never  hear  the  last  of 

When  Mr.  Gfadgrind  had  presented  Mrs. 
Bounderby,  Sissy  had  suddenly  turned  her 
head,  and  looked,  in  wonder,  in  pity,  in  sorrow, 
in  doubt,  in  a  multitude  of  emotions,  towards 
Louisa.  Louisa  had  known  it,  and  seen  it, 
without  looking  at  her.  From  that  moment  she 
was  impassive,  proud,  and  cold — held  Sissy  at  a 
distance — changed  to  her  altogether. 
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MR.  BOUNDERBY'S  first  disquietude,  on 
hearing  of  his  happiness,  was  occasioned 
by  the  necessity  of  imparting  it  to  Mrs.  Sparsit. 
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He  could  not  make  up  his  mind  how  to  do  that, 
or  what  the  consequences  of  the  step  might  be. 
Whether  she  would  instantly  depart,  bag  and 
baggage,  to  Lady  Scadgers,  or  would  positively 
refuse  to  budge  from  the  premises ;  whether  she 
would  be  plaintive  or  abusive,  tearful  or  tearing  ; 
whether  she  would  break  her  heart,  or  break 
the  looking-glass  ;  Mr.  Bounderby  could  not  at 
all  foresee.  However,  as  it  must  be  done,  he 
had  no  choice  but  to  do  it  ;  so,  after  attempting 
several  letters,  and  failing  in  them  all,  he  re- 
solved to  do  it  by  word  of  mouth. 

On  his  way  home,  on  the  evening  he  set 
aside  for  this  momentous  purpose,  he  took  the 
precaution  of  stepping  into  a  chemist's  shop, 
and  buying  a  bottle  of  the  very  strongest  smell- 
ing-salts. "  By  George  !  "  said  Mr.  Bounderby, 
"  if  she  takes  it  in  the  fainting  way,  I'll  have  the 
skin  off  her  nose,  at  all  events  !  "  But,  in  spite 
of  being  thus  forearmed,  he  entered  his  own 
house  with  anything  but  a  courageous  air ;  and 
appeared  before  the  object  of  his  misgivings  like 
a  dog  who  was  conscious  of  coming  direct  from 
the  pantry. 

"  Good  evening,  Mr.  Bounderby  !  " 

"  Good  evening,  ma'am,  good  evening."  He 
drew  up  his  chair,  and  Mrs.  Sparsit  drew  back 
hers,  as  who  should  say,  "  Your  fireside,  sir.  I 
freely  admit  it.  It  is  for  you  to  occupy  it  all,  if 
you  think  proper." 

"  Don't  go  to  the  North  Pole,  ma'am  !  "  said 
Mr.  Bounderby. 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  and  re- 
turned, though  short  of  her  former  position. 

Mr.  Bounderby  sat  looking  at  her,  as,  with 
the  points  of  a  stiff,  sharp  pair  of  scissors,  she 
picked  out  holes  for  some  inscrutable  orna- 
mental purpose  in  a  piece  of  cambric.  An 
operation  which,  taken  in  connection  with  the 
bushy  eyebrows  and  the  Roman  nose,  suggested 
with  some  liveliness  the  idea  of  a  hawk  engaged 
upon  the  eyes  of  a  tough  little  bird.  She  was  so 
steadfastly  occupied,  that  many  minutes  elapsed 
before  she  looked  up  from  her  work  :  when  she 
did  so,  Mr.  Bounderby  bespoke  her  attention 
with  a  hitch  of  his  head. 

"  Mrs,  Sparsit,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby, 
putting  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  assuring 
himself  with  his  right  hand  that  the  cork  of  tlic 
little  bottle  was  ready  for  use,  '•  I  have  no  occa- 
sion to  say  to  you  that  you  are  not  only  a  lady 
born  and  bred,  but  a  devilish  sensible  woman." 

"  Sir,"  returned  the  lady,  "  this  is  indeed  not 
the  first  time  that  you  have  honoured  me  with 
similar  expressions  of  your  good  opinion." 

"  Mrs.  Sparsit,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby, 
"  I  am  going  to  astonish  you." 


"Yes,  sir?"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit  interroga- 
tively, and  in  the  most  tranquil  manner  pos- 
sible. She  generally  wore  mittens,  and  she 
now  laid  down  her  work  and  smoothed  those 
mittens. 

"  I  am  going,  ma'am,"  said  Bounderby,  "  to 
marry  Tom  Gradgrind's  daughter." 

"  Yes,  sir  ?  "  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit.  "  I  hope 
you  may  be  happy,  Mr.  Bounderby.  Oh,  indeed 
I  hope  you  may  be  happy,  sir !  "  And  she  said 
it  with  such  great  condescension,  as  well  as 
w-ith  such  great  compassion  for  him,  that  Boun- 
derby— far  more  disconcerted  than  if  she  had 
thrown  her  workbo.x  at  the  mirror,  or  swooned 
on  the  hearth-rug — corked  up  the  smelling-salts 
tight  in  his  pocket,  and  thought,  "  Now,  con- 
found this  woman,  who  could  have  ever  guessed 
that  she  would  take  it  in  this  way  ?  " 

"  I  wish  with  all  my  heart,  sir,"  said  Mrs. 
Sparsit  in  a  highly  superior  manner ;  somehow 
she  seemed,  in  a  moment,  to  have  established  a 
right  to  pity  him  ever  afterwards;  "  that  you  may 
be  in  all  respects  very  happy." 

"Well,  ma'am,"  returned  Bounderby  with 
some  resentment  in  his  tone,  which  was  clearly 
lowered,  though  in  spite  of  himself,  "  I  am 
obliged  to  you.     I  hope  I  shall  be." 

"  Do  you,  sir  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Sparsit  with  great  af- 
fability. "But  naturally  you  do;  of  courseyou  do." 

A  very  awkward  pause  on  Mr.  Bounderby's 
part  succeeded.  Mrs.  Sparsit  sedately  resumed 
her  work,  and  occasionally  gave  a  small  cough, 
which  sounded  like  the  cough  of  conscious 
strength  and  forbearance. 

"  Well,  ma'am,"  resumed  Bounderby,  "  under 
these  circumstances,  I  imagine  it  would  not  be 
agreeable  to  a  character  like  yours  to  remain 
here,  though  you  would  be  very  welcome 
here  ?  " 

"  Oh  dear  no,  sir,  I  could  on  no  account 
think  of  that !  "  Mrs.  Sparsit  shook  her  head, 
still  in  her  highly  superior  manner,  and  a  little 
changed  the  small  cough — coughing  now  as  if 
the  spirit  of  ])rophecy  rose  within  her,  but  had 
better  be  coughed  down. 

"However,  ma'am,"  said  Bounderby,  "there 
are  apartments  at  the  Bank,  where  a  born  and 
bred  lady,  as  keeper  of  the  place,  would  be 
rather  a  catch  than  otherwise ;  and  if  tlie  same 
terms " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir.  You  were  so  good 
as  to  promise  that  you  would  always  substitute 
the  ]5hrase,  annual  comjiliment." 

"  Well,  ma'am,  annual  compliment.  If  the 
same  annual  comj)liment  would  be  acceptable 
there,  why,  I  see  nothing  to  part  us  unless  you 
do." 
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"  Sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "  the  proposal  is 
like  yourself,  and  if  the  position  I  shall  assume 
at  the  Bank  is  one  that  I  could  occupy  without 
descending  lower  in  the  social  scale " 

"  Why,  of  course  it  is,"  said  Bounderby.  "  If 
it  was  not,  ma'am,  you  don't  suppose  that  I 
should  offer  it  to  a  lady  who  has  moved  in  the 
society  you  have  moved  in  ?  Not  that  /  care 
for  such  society,  you  know !     Butjw/  do." 

"  Mr.  Bounderby,  you  are  very  considerate." 

"  You'll  have  your  own  private  apartments, 
and  you'll  have  your  coals  and  your  candles, 
and  all  the  rest  of  it,  and  you'll  have  your  maid 
to  attend  upon  you,  and  you'll  have  your  light 
porter  to  protect  you,  and  you'll  be  what  I  take 
the  liberty  of  considering  precious  comfortable," 
said  Bounderby. 

"  Sir,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "  say  no  more. 
In  yielding  up  my  trust  here,  I  shall  not  be 
freed  from  the  necessity  of  eating  the  bread  of 
dependence :"  she  might  have  said  the  sweet- 
bread, for  that  delicate  article,  in  a  savoury 
brown  sauce,  v.-as  her  favourite  supper:  "and  I 
would  rather  receive  it  from  your  hand  than 
from  any  other.  Therefore,  sir,  I  accept  your 
offer  gratefully,  and  with  many  sincere  acknow- 
ledgments for  past  favours.  And  I  hope,  sir," 
said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  concluding  in  an  impressively 
compassionate  manner,  "  I  fondly  hope  that 
Miss  Gradgrind  may  be  all  you  desire,  and  i 
deserve  !" 

Nothing  moved  Mrs.  Sparsit  from  that  posi- 
tion any  more.  It  was  in  vain  for  Boun- 
derby to  bluster,  or  to  assert  himself  in  any  of 
his  explosive  ways ;  Mrs.  Sparsit  was  resolved 
to  have  compassion  on  him,  as  a  Victim.  She 
was  polite,  obliging,  cheerful,  hopeful ;  but,  the 
more  polite,  the  more  obliging,  the  more  cheer- 
ful, the  more  hopeful,  the  more  exemplary,  alto- 
gether, she ;  the  forlorner  Sacrifice  and  Victim, 
he.  She  had  that  tenderness  for  his  melancholy 
fate,  that  his  great  red  countenance  used  to 
break  out  into  cold  perspirations  when  she 
looked  at  him. 

Meanwhile,  the  marriage  was  appointed  to  be 
solemnised  in  eight  weeks'  time,  and  Mr.  Boun- 
tlerby  went  every  evening  to  Stone  Lodge  as 
an  accepted  wooer.  Love  was  made  on  these 
occasions  in  the  form  of  bracelets ;  and,  on  all 
occasions  during  the  period  of  betrothal,  took  a 
manufacturing  aspect.  Dresses  were  made, 
jewellery  was  made,  cakes  and  gloves  were 
made,  settlements  were  made,  and  an  extensive 
assortment  of  Facts  did  appropriate  honour  to 
the  contract.  The  business  was  all  Fact,  from 
first  to  last.  The  Hours  did  not  go  through 
any  of  those  rosy  performances  which  foolish 


poets  have  ascribed  to  tliem  at  such  times ; 
neidier  did  the  clocks  go  any  faster,  or  any 
slower,  than  at  other  seasons.  The  deadly 
statistical  recorder  in  the  Gradgrind  Observatory 
knocked  every  second  on  the  head  as  it  was 
born,  and  buried  it  with  his  accustomed  regu- 
larity. 

So  the  day  came,  as  all  other  days  come  to 
people  who  will  only  stick  to  reason  ;  and,  when 
it  came,  there  were  married  in  the  church  of  the 
florid  wooden  legs — that  popular  order  of  archi- 
tecture— Josiah  Bounderby  Elsquire  of  Coke- 
town,  to  Louisa  eldest  daughter  of  Thomas 
Gradgrind  Esquire  of  Stone  Lodge,  M.P.  for 
that  borough.  And,  when  they  were  united  in 
holy  matrimony,  they  went  home  to  breakfast  at 
Stone  Lodge  aforesaid. 

There  was  an  improving  party  assembled  on 
the  auspicious  occasion,  who  knew  what  every- 
thing they  had  to  eat  and  drink  was  made  of, 
and  how  it  was  imported  or  exported,  and  in 
what  quantities,  and  in  what  bottoms,  whether 
native  or  foreign,  and  all  about  it.  The  brides- 
maids, down  to  little  Jane  Gradgrind,  were,  in 
an  intellectual  point  of  view,  fit  helpmates  for 
the  calculating  boy ;  and  there  was  no  nonsense 
about  any  of  the  company. 

After  breakfast  the  bridegroom  addressed 
them  in  the  following  terms  : 

"  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  am  Josiah  Boun- 
derby of  Coketown.  Since  you  have  done  my 
wife  and  myself  the  honour  of  drinking  our 
healths  and  happiness,  I  suppose  I  must  acknow- 
ledge the  same  ;  though,  as  you  all  know  me, 
and  know  what  I  am,  and  what  my  extraction 
was,  you  won't  expect  a  speech  from  a  man  who, 
when  he  sees  a  Post,  says  '  That's  a  Post,'  and, 
when  he  sees  a  Pump,  says  '  That's  a  Pump,' 
and  is  not  to  be  got  to  call  a  Post  a  Pump,  or  a 
Pump  a  Post,  or  either  of  them  a  Toothpick. 
If  you  want  a  speech  this  morning,  my  friend 
and  father-in-law,  Tom  Gradgrind,  is  a  Member 
of  Parliament,  and  you  know  where  to  get  it.  I 
am  not  your  man.  However,  if  I  feel  a  little 
independent  when  I  look  around  this  table  to- 
day, and  reflect  how  little  I  thought  of  marrying 
Tom  Gradgrind's  daughter  wlien  I  was  a  ragged 
street  boy,  who  never  washed  his  face  unless  it 
was  at  a  pump,  and  that  not  oftener  than  once  a 
fortnight,  I  hope  I  may  be  excused.  So,  I  hope 
you  like  my  feeling  independent ;  if  you  don't,  I 
can't  help  it.  I  do  feel  independent.  Now,  1 
have  mentioned,  and  you  have  mentioned,  that 
I  am  this  day  married  to  Tom  Gradgrind's 
daughter.  I  am  very  glad  to  be  so.  It  has 
long  been  my  wish  to  be  so.  I  have  watched 
her  bringing-up,  and  I  believe  she  is  worthy  of 
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me.  At  the  same  time — not  to  deceive  you — I 
believe  I  am  worthy  of  her.  So,  I  thank  you, 
on  both  our  parts,  for  the  good-will  you  have 
shown  towards  us  ;  and  the  best  wish  I  can  give 
the  unmarried  part  of  the  present  company  is 
this :  I  hope  every  bachelor  may  find  as  good  a 
wife  as  I  have  found.  And  I  hope  every  spinster 
may  find  as  good  a  husband  as  my  wife  has 
found." 

Shortly  after  which  oration,  as  they  were 
going  on  a  nuptial  trip  to  Lyons,  in  order  that 
Mr.  Bounderby  might  take  the  opportunity  of 
seeing  how  the  Hands  got  on  in  those  parts,  and 
whether  they,  too,  required  to  be  fed  with  gold 
spoons,  the  happy  pair  departed  for  the  railroad. 


The  bride,  in  passing  down-stairs,  dressed  for 
her  journey,  found  Tom  waiting  for  her — flushed, 
either  with  his  feelings  or  the  vinous  part  of  the 
breakfast. 

"  What  a  game  girl  you  are  to  be  such  a  first- 
rate  sister,  Loo  ! "  whispered  Tom. 

She  clung  to  him,  as  she  should  have  clung 
to  some  far  better  nature  that  day,  and  was  a 
little  shaken  in  her  reserved  composure  for  the 
first  time. 

'■  Old  Bounderby's  quite  ready,"  said  Tom. 
"  Time's  up.  Good-bye !  I  shall  be  on  the 
look-out  for  you  when  you  come  back.  I  say, 
my  dear  Loo !  An't  it  uncommonly  jolly 
now ! " 


END    OF   THE   FIRST   BOOK. 
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CHAPTER  L 


EFFECTS   IN    THE   BANK. 


SUNNY  midsummer  day.  There 
was  such  a  thing  sometimes  even  in 
Coketown. 

Seen  from  a  distance  in  such 
weather,  Coketown  lay  shrouded  in 
a  haze  of  its  own,  which  appeared 
mpervious  to  the  sun's  rays.  You  only 
knew  the  town  was  there,  because  you 
knew  there  could  have  been  no  such  sulky  blotch 
upon  the  prospect  without  a  town.  A  blur  of 
soot  and  smoke,  now  confusedly  tending  this 
way,  now  that  way,  now  aspiring  to  the  vault  of 
Heaven,  now  murkily  creeping  along  the  earth,  as 
the  wind  rose  and  fell,  or  changed  its  quarter  :  a 
dense  formless  jumble,  with  sheets  of  cross  light 
in  it,  that  showed  nothing  but  masses  of  dark- 
ness : — Coketown  in  the  distance  was  suggestive 
of  itself,  though  not  a  brick  of  it  could  be  seen. 
The  wonder  was,  it  was  there  at  all.  It  had 
been  ruined  so  often,  that  it  was  amazing  how  it 
had  borne  so  many  shocks.  Surely  there  never 
was  such  fragile  china-ware  as  that  of  which  the 
millers  of  Coketown  were  made.  Handle  them 
never  so  lightly,  and  they  I'ell  to  pieces  with  such 
ease  that  you  might  suspect  them  of  having  been 
flawed  before.  They  were  ruined,  when  they 
were  required  to  send  labouring  children  to 
school ;  they  were  ruined,  when  inspectors  were 
appointed  to  look   into  their  works  ;  they  were 


ruined,  when  such  inspectors  considered  it 
doubtful  whether  they  were  quite  justified  in 
chopping  people  up  with  their  machinery  ;  they 
were  utterly  undone,  when  it  was  hinted  that 
perhaps  they  need  not  always  make  quite  so  much 
smoke.  Besides  Mr.  Bounderby's  gold  spoon 
which  was  generally  received  in  Coketown, 
another  prevalent  fiction  was  very  popular  there. 
It  took  the  form  of  a  threat.  Whenever  a  Coke- 
towner  felt  he  was  ill  used — that  is  to  say,  when- 
ever he  was  not  left  entirely  alone,  and  it  was 
proposed  to  hold  him  accountable  for  the  con- 
sequences of  any  of  his  acts — he  was  sure  to 
come  out  with  the  awful  menace,  that  he  v/oulcl 
"  sooner  pitch  his  property  into  the  Atlantic." 
This  had  terrified  tlie  Home  Secretary  within  an 
inch  of  his  life  on  several  occasions. 

However,  the  Coketowners  were  so  patriotic, 
after  all,  tliat  they  never  had  pitched  their  i)ro- 
perty  into  the  Atlantic  yet,  but,  on  the  contrary, 
had  been  kind  enough  to  take  mighty  gootl 
care  of  it.  So  there  it  was,  in  the  haze  yonder ; 
and  it  increased  and  multiplied. 

The  streets  were  hot  antl  dusty  on  the  summer 
day,  and  the  sun  was  so  bright  that  it  even  shone 
through  the  heavy  vapour  drooping  over  Coke- 
town, and  could  not  be  looked  at  steadily. 
Stokers  emerged  from  low  underground  door- 
ways into  factory  yards,  and  sat  on  ste|)s,  and 
posts,  and  palings,  wiping  their  swarthy  visages, 
and  contemplating  coals.  The  whole  town 
seemed  to  be  frying  in  oil.     There  was  a  stifling 
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smell  of  hot  oil  everywhere.  The  steam-engines 
shone  with  it,  the  dresses  of  the  Hands  were 
soiled  with  it,  the  mills  throughout  their  many 
stories  oozed  and  tricl^led  it.  The  atmosphere 
of  those  Fairy  Palaces  was  like  the  breath  of  the 
simoom ;  and  their  inhabitants,  wasting  with 
heat,  toiled  languidly  in  the  desert.  But  no 
temperature  made  the  melancholy-mad  elephants 
more  mad  or  more  sane.  Their  wearisome 
heads  went  up  and  down  at  the  same  rate  in 
hot  weather  and  cold,  wet  weather  and  dry,  fair 
weather  and  foul.  The  measured  motion  of 
their  shadows  on  the  walls  was  the  substitute 
Coketown  had  to  show  for  the  shadows  of  rustling 
woods  ;  while,  for  the  summer  hum  of  insects,  it 
could  offer,  all  the  year  round,  from  the  dawn 
of  Monday  to  the  night  of  Saturday,  the  whirr  of 
shafts  and  wheels. 

Drowsily  they  whirred  all  through  this  sunny 
day,  making  the  passenger  more  sleepy  and 
more  hot  as  he  passed  the  humming  walls  of 
the  mills.  Sun-blinds,  and  sprinklings  of  water, 
a  little  cooled  the  main  streets  and  the  shops  ; 
but  the  mills,  and  the  courts  and  alleys,  baked 
at  a  fierce  heat.  Down  upon  the  river  that  was 
black  and  thick  with  dye,  some  Coketown  boys 
who  were  at  large — a  rare  sight  there — rowed  a 
crazy  boat,  which  made  a  spumous  track  upon 
the  water  as  it  jogged  along,  while  every  dip  of 
an  oar  stirred  up  vile  smells.  But  the  sun 
itself,  however  beneficent  generally,  was  less 
kind  to  Coketown  than  hard  frost,  and  rarely 
looked  intently  into  any  of  its  closer  regions 
without  engendering  more  death  than  life.  So 
does  the  eye  of  Heaven  itself  become  an  evil 
eye,  when  incapable  or  sordid  hands  are  inter- 
posed between  it  and  the  things  it  looks  upon 
to  bless. 

Mrs.  Sparsit  sat  in  her  afternoon  apartment 
at  the  Bank,  on  the  shadier  side  of  the  frying 
street.  Office  hours  were  over :  and  at  that 
period  of  the  day,  in  warm  weather,  she  usually 
embellislied  with  her  genteel  presence  a  ma- 
nagerial board-room  over  the  public  office.  Her 
own  private  sitting-room  was  a  story  higher,  at 
the  window  of  which  post  of  observation  she  was 
ready,  every  morning,  to  greet  Mr.  Bounderby, 
as  he  came  across  the  road,  with  the  sympathis- 
ing recognition  appropriate  to  a  Victim.  He 
had  been  married  now  a  year ;  and  Mrs.  Sparsit 
had  never  released  him  from  her  determined 
pity  a  moment. 

The  Bank  offered  no  violence  to  the  whole- 
some monotony  of  the  town.  It  was  another 
red-brick  house,  with  black  outside  shutters, 
green  inside  blinds,  a  black  street-door  up  two 
white  steps,  a  brazen  door-plate,  and  a  brazen 


door-handle  full-stop.  It  was  a  size  larger  than 
Mr.  Bounderby's  house,  as  other  houses  were 
from  a  size  to  half  a-dozen  sizes  smaller  ;  in  all 
other  particulars  it  was  strictly  according  to 
pattern. 

Mrs.  Sparsit  was  conscious  that,  by  coming 
in  the  eveningtide  among  the  desks  and  writing 
implements,  she  shed  a  feminine,  not  to  say 
also  aristocratic,  grace  upon  the  office.  Seated, 
with  her  needlework  or  netting  apparatus,  at 
the  window,  she  had  a  self-laudatory  sense  of 
correcting,  by  her  ladylike  deportment,  the  rude 
business  aspect  of  the  place.  With  this  impres- 
sion of  her  interesting  character  upon  her,  Mrs. 
Sparsit  considered  herself,  in  some  sort,  the 
Bank  Fairy.  The  townspeople  who,  in  their 
passing  and  repassing,  saw  her  there,  regarded 
her  as  the  Bank  Dragon,  keeping  watch  over 
the  treasures  of  the  mine. 

What  those  treasures  were  Mrs.  Sparsit  knew 
as  little  as  they  did.  Gold  and  silver  coin, 
precious  paper,  secrets  that,  if  divulged,  would 
bring  vague  destruction  upon  vague  persons 
(generally,  however,  people  whom  she  disliked), 
were  the  chief  items  in  her  ideal  catalogue 
thereof.  For  the  rest,  she  knew  that,  after 
office  hours,  she  reigned  supreme  over  all  the 
office  furniture,  and  over  a  locked-up  iron  room 
with  three  locks,  against  the  door  of  w^hich 
strong  chamber  the  light  porter  laid  his  head 
every  night,  on  a  truckle-bed,  that  disappeared 
at  cock-crow.  Further,  she  was  lady  paramount 
over  certain  vaults  in  the  basement,  sharply 
spiked  oft'  from  communication  with  the  preda- 
tory world ;  and  over  the  rehcs  of  the  current 
day's  work,  consisting  of  blots  of  ink,  worn-out 
pens,  fragments  of  wafers,  and  scraps  of  paper 
torn  so  small,  that  nothing  interesting  could 
ever  be  deciphered  on  them  when  Mrs.  Sparsit 
tried.  Lastly,  she  was  guardian  over  a  little 
armoury  of  cutlasses  and  carbines,  arrayed  in 
vengeful  order  above  one  of  the  official  chimney- 
pieces  ;  and  over  that  respectable  tradition  never 
to  be  separated  from  a  place  of  business  claim- 
ing to  be  wealthy — a  row  of  fire  buckets — vessels 
calculated  to  be  of  no  physical  utility  on  any 
occasion,  but  observed  to  exercise  a  fine  moral 
influence,  almost  equal  to  bullion,  on  most 
beholders. 

A  deaf  serving-woman  and  the  light  porter 
completed  Mrs.  Sparsit's  empire.  The  deaf 
serving-woman  was  rumoured  to  be  w-ealthy ; 
and  a  saying  had  for  years  gone  about  among 
the  lower  orders  of  Coketown,  that  she  w'ould 
be  murdered  some  night  when  the  Bank  was 
shut,  for  the  sake  of  her  money.  It  was  gene- 
rally considered,  indeed,  that  she  had  been  due 
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some  time,  and  ought  to  have  fallen  long  ago  ; 
but  she  had  kept  her  life,  and  her  situation,  with 
an  ill-conditioned  tenacity  that  occasioned  much 
offence  and  disappointment. 

Mrs.  Sparsit's  tea  was  just  set  for  her  on  a 
pert  little  table,  with  its  tripod  of  legs  in  an 
attitude  which  she  insinuated,  after  office  hours, 
into  the  company  of  the  stern,  leathern-topped, 
long  board-table  that  bestrode  the  middle  of 
the  room.  The  light  porter  placed  the  tea- 
tray  on  it,  knuckling  his  forehead  as  a  form  of 
homage. 

"  Thank  you,  Bitzer,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit. 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am,"  returned  the  light 
porter.  He  was  a  very  light  porter  indeed  ;  as 
light  as  in  the  days  when  he  blinkingly  defined 
a  horse  for  girl  number  twenty. 

"All  is  shut  up,  Bitzer?"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit. 

"  All  is  shut  up,  ma'am." 

"  And  what,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  pouring  out 
her  tea,  "  is  the  news  of  the  day  ?  Any- 
thing ?  " 

"  Well,  ma'am,  I  can't  say  that  I  have  heard 
anything  particular.  Oiu"  people  are  a  bad  lot, 
ma'am  ;  but  that  is  no  news,  unfortunately." 

"What  are  the  restless  wretches  doing  now?" 
asked  Mrs.  Sparsit. 

"  Merely  going  on  in  the  old  way,  ma'am. 
Uniting,  and  leaguing,  and  engaging  to  stand 
by  one  another." 

"It  is  much  to  be  regretted,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit, 
making  her  nose  more  Roman  and  her  eyebrows 
more  Coriolanian  in  the  strength  of  her  severity, 
"  that  the  united  masters  allow  of  any  such  class 
combinations." 

"  Yes,  ma'am,"  said  Bitzer. 

"  Being  united  themselves,  they  ought  one 
and  all  to  set  their  faces  against  employing  any 
man  who  is  united  with  any  other  man,"  said 
Mrs.  Sparsit. 

"They  have  done  that,  ma'am,"  returned 
Bitzer;  "but  it  rather  fell  through,  ma'am." 

"I  do  not  pretend  to  understand  these  things," 
said  Mrs.  Sparsit  with  dignity,  "  my  lot  having 
been  originally  cast  in  a  widely  different  sphere ; 
and  Mr.  Sparsit,  as  a  Powler,  being  also  quite 
out  of  the  pale  of  any  such  dissensions.  I  only 
know  that  these  people  must  be  conquered, 
and  that  it's  high  time  it  was  done,  once  for 
all." 

"Yes,  ma'am,''  returned  Bitzer, with  a  demon- 
stration of  great  respect  for  Mrs.  Sparsit's  oracular 
authority.  "  You  couldn't  i)ut  it  clearer,  I  am 
sure,  ma'am." 

As  this  was  his  usual  hour  for  having  a  little 
confidential  chat  with  Mrs.  Sparsit,  and  as  he 
had  already  caught  her  eye,  and  seen  that  she 


was  going  to  ask  him  something,  he  made  a 
pretence  of  arranging  the  rulers,  inkstands,  and 
so  forth,  while  that  lady  went  on  with  her  tea, 
glancing  through  the  open  window  down  into 
the  street. 

"  Has  it  been  a  busy  day,  Bitzer  ? "  asked 
Mrs.  Sparsit. 

"  Not  a  very  busy  day,  my  lady.  About  an 
average  day."  He  now  and  then  slided  into 
my  lady,  instead  of  ma'am,  as  an  involuntary 
acknowledgment  of  Mrs.  Sparsit's  personal 
dignity  and  claims  to  reverence. 

"  The  clerks,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  carefully 
brushing  an  imperceptible  crumb  of  bread-and- 
butter  from  her  left-hand  mitten,  "are  trust- 
worthy, punctual,  and  industrious,  of  course  ?  " 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  pretty  fair,  ma'am.  With  the 
usual  exception." 

He  held  the  respectable  office  of  general  spy 
and  informer  in  the  establishment,  for  which 
volunteer  service  he  received  a  present  at  Christ- 
mas, over  and  above  his  weekly  wage.  He  had 
grown  into  an  extremely  clear-headed,  cautious, 
prudent  young  man,  who  was  safe  to  rise  in  the 
world.  His  mind  was  so  exactly  regulated,  that 
he  had  no  affections  or  passions.  .\11  his  pro- 
ceedings were  the  result  of  the  nicest  and  coldest 
calculation ;  and  it  was  not  without  cause  that 
Mrs.  Sparsit  habitually  observed  of  him,  that  he 
was  a  young  man  of  the  steadiest  principle  she 
had  ever  known.  Having  satisfied  himself,  on 
his  father's  death,  that  his  mother  had  a  right  of 
settlement  in  Coketown,  this  excellent  young 
economist  had  asserted  that  right  for  her  with 
such  a  steadfast  adherence  to  the  principle  of 
the  case,  that  she  had  been  shut  up  in  the  work- 
house ever  since.  It  must  be  admitted  that  he 
allowed  her  half  a  pound  of  tea  a  year,  which 
was  weak  in  him  :  first,  because  all  gifts  have 
an  inevitable  tendency  to  pauperise  the  recipient ; 
and,  secondly,  because  his  only  reasonable 
transaction  in  that  commodity  would  have  been 
to  buy  it  for  as  little  as  he  could  possibly  give, 
and  sell  it  for  as  much  as  he  could  possibly  get ; 
it  having  been  clearly  ascertainetl  by  philo- 
sophers that  in  this  is  comprised  the  whole 
duty  of  man—  not  a  part  of  man's  duty,  but  the 
whole. 

"  Pretty  fair,  ma'am.  With  the  usual  excep- 
tion, ma'am,''  repeated  Bitzer. 

"  Ah — h  !  '  said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  shaking  her 
head  over  her  teacup,  antl  taking  a  long 
gulp. 

"  Mr.  Thomas,  ma'am,  I  doubt  Mr.  Thomas 
very  much,  ma'am  ;  I  don't  like  his  wa\s  at 
all." 

"  Bitzer,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit  in  a  very  imprcs- 
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sive  manner,  "do  you  recollect  my  having  said 
anything  to  you  respecting  names?" 

'•  I  beg  your  pardon,  ma'am.  It's  quite  true 
that  you  did  object  to  names  being  used,  and 
they're  always  best  avoided." 

"  Please  to  remember  that  I  have  a  charge 
here,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit  with  her  air  of  state. 
••  I  hold  a  trust  here,  Bitzer,  under  Mr.  Boun- 
(ierby.  However  improbable  both  Mr.  Boun- 
derby  and  myself  might  have  deemed  it  years 
ago,  that  he  would  ever  become  my  patron, 
nuking  me  an  annual  compliment,  I  cannot  but 
regard  him  in  that  light.  From  Mr.  Bounderby 
I  have  received  every  acknowledgment  of  my 
social  station,  and  every  recognition  of  my  family 
descent  that  I  could  possibly  expect.  More, 
far  more.  Therefore,  to  my  patron  I  will  be 
scrupulously  true.  And  I  do  not  consider,  I 
will  not  consider,  I  cannot  consider,"  said  Mrs. 
Sparsit,  with  a  most  extensive  stock  on  hand  of 
honour  and  morality,  "  that  I  should  be  scrupu- 
lously true,  if  I  allowed  names  to  be  mentioned 
under  this  roof  that  are  unfortunately — most 
unfortunately  —  no  doubt  of  that — connected 
with  his." 

Bitzer  knuckled  his  forehead  again,  and  again 
begged  pardon. 

"  No,  Bitzer,"  continued  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "  say 
an  individual,  and  I  will  hear  you ;  say  Mr. 
Thomas,  and  you  must  excuse  me." 

"  With  the  usual  exception,  ma'am,"  said 
Bitzer,  trying  back,  "  of  an  individual." 

"Ah — h!"  Mrs.  Sparsit  repeated  the  ejacula- 
tion, the  shake  of  the  head  over  her  teacup, 
and  the  long  gulp,  as  taking  up  the  conversa- 
,  tion  again  at  the  point  where  it  had  been 
interrupted. 

"  An  individual,  ma'am,"  said  Bitzer,  "  has 
never  been  what  he  ought  to  have  been,  since 
he  first  came  into  the  place.  He  is  a  dissipated, 
extravagant  idler.  He  is  not  worth  his  salt, 
rna'am.  He  wouldn't  get  it,  either,  if  he  hadn't 
a  friend  and  relation  at  court,  ma'am." 

"  Ah — h  !  "  said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  with  another 
melancholy  shake  of  her  head. 

"  I  only  hope,  ma'am,"  pursued  Bitzer,  "  that 
his  friend  and  relation  may  not  supply  him  with 
the  means  of  carrying  on.  Othenvise,  ma'am, 
we  know  out  of  whose  pocket  that  money 
comes." 

"  Ah — h  ! "  sighed  Mrs.  Sparsit  again,  with 
another  melancholy  shake  of  her  head. 

"  He  is  to  be  pitied,  ma'am.  The  last  party 
I  have  alluded  to  is  to  be  pitied,  ma'am,"  said 
Bitzer. 

"  Yes,  Bitzer,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit.  "  I  have 
always  pitied  the  delusion,  always." 


"  As  to  an  individual,  ma'am,"  said  Bitzer,. 
dropping  his  voice  and  drawing  nearer,  "  he  is- 
as  improvident  as  any  of  the  people  in  this 
town.  And  you  know  what  their  improvidence 
is,  ma'am  ?  No  one  could  wish  to  know  it 
better  than  a  lady  of  your  eminence  does." 

"  They  would  do  well,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit, 
"  to  take  example  by  you,  Bitzer." 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am.  But,  since  you  do  refer 
to  me,  now  look  at  me,  ma'am.  I  have  put  by 
a  little,  ma'am,  already.  That  gratuity  which  I 
receive  at  Christmas,  ma'am :  I  never  touch  it.. 
I  don't  even  go  the  length  of  my  wages,  though 
they're  not  high,  ma'am.  Why  can't  they  do  as 
I  have  done,  ma'am  ?  What  one  person  can  do, 
another  can  do." 

This,  again,  was  among  the  fictions  of  Coke- 
town.  Any  capitalist  there,  who  had  made  sixty 
thousand  pounds  out  of  sixpence,  always  pro- 
fessed to  wonder  why  the  sixty  thousand  nearest 
Hands  didn't  each  make  sixty  thousand  pounds, 
out  of  sixpence,  and  more  or  less  reproached 
them  every  one  for  not  accomplishing  the  little 
feat.  What  I  did  you  can  do.  Why  don't  yoa 
go  and  do  it  ? 

"As  to  their  wanting  recreations,  ma'am, '^ 
said  Bitzer,  "  it's  stuff  and  nonsense.  /  don't 
want  recreations.  I  never  did,  and  I  never  shall ; 
I  don't  like  'em.  As  to  their  combining  together; 
there  are  many  of  them,  I  have  no  doubt,  that 
by  watching  and  informing  upon  one  another 
could  earn  a  trifle  now  and  then,  whether  ia 
money  or  good-will,  and  improve  their  livelihood. 
Then,  why  don't  they  improve  it,  ma'am  ?  It's 
the  first  consideration  of  a  rational  creature,  and 
it's  what  they  pretend  to  want." 

"  Pretend,  indeed  !"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit. 

"  I  am  sure  we  are  constantly  hearing,  ma'am, 
till  it  becomes  quite  nauseous,  concerning  their 
wives  and  famihes,"  said  Bitzer.  "  Why,  look 
at  me,  ma'am  !  /  don't  want  a  wife  and  family. 
Why  should  they?" 

"  Because  they  are  improvident,"  said  Mrs. 
Sparsit. 

"  Yes,  ma'am,"  returned  Bitzer,  "  that's  where 
it  is.  If  they  were  more  provident,  and  less 
perverse,  ma'am,  what  would  they  do  ?  They 
would  say,  '  While  my  hat  covers  my  family,'  or 
'  While  my  bonnet  covers  my  family ' — as  the 
case  might  be,  ma'am—'  I  have  only  one  to 
feed,  and  that's  the  person  I  most  like  to 
feed.'  " 

"  To  be  sure,"  assented  Mrs.  Sparsit,  eatmg 
muffin. 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am,"  said  Bitzer,  knuckling 
his  forehead  again,  in  return  for  the  favour  of 
Mrs.  Sparsit's  improving  conversation.    "  Would 
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you  wish  a  little  more  hot  water,  ma'am,  or  is 
there  anything  else  that  I  could  fetch  you?" 

"  Nothing  just  now,  Bitzer." 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am.  I  shouldn't  wi^h  to 
disturb  you  at  your  meals,  ma'am,  particularly 
tea,  knowing  your  partiality  for  it,"  sa'd  Bitzer, 
craning  a  little  to  look  over  into  the  street  from 
where  he  stood ;  "  but  there's  a  gentleman  been 
looking  up  here  for  a  minute  or  so,  ma'am,  and 
he  has  come  across  as  if  he  was  going  to  knock. 
That  is  his  knock,  ma'am,  no  doubt." 

He  stepped  to  the  window ;  and  looking  out, 
and  drawing  in  his  head  again,  confirmed  him- 
self with,  "Yes,  ma'am.  Would  you  wish  the 
gentleman  to  be  shown  in,  ma'am?" 

"  I  don't  know  who  it  can  be,"  said  Mrs. 
Sparsit,  wiping  her  mouth  and  arranging  her 
mittens. 

"  A  stranger,  ma'am,  evidently."  ' 

"  What  a  stranger  can  want  at  the  Bank  at 
tliis  time  of  the  evening,  unless  he  comes  upon 
some  business  for  which  he  is  too  late,  I  don't 
know,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit ;  "  but  I  hold  a  charge 
m  this  establishment  from  Mr.  Bounderby,  and 
I  will  never  shrink  from  it.  If  to  see  him  is  any 
part  of  the  duty  I  have  accepted,  I  will  see  hun. 
Use  your  own  discretion,  Bitzer." 

Here  the  visitor,  all  unconscious  of  Mrs.  Spar- 
sit's  magnanimous  words,  repeated  his  knock  so 
loudly  that  the  light  porter  hastened  down  to 
open  the  door ;  while  Mrs.  Sparsit  took  the 
precaution  of  concealing  her  little  table,  with  all 
Its  appliances  upon  it,  in  a  cupboard,  and  then 
decamped  up-stairs  that  she  might  appear,  if 
needful,  with  the  greater  dignity. 

"  If  you  please,  ma'am,  the  gentleman  would 
wish  to  see  you,"  said  Bitzer,  with  his  light  eye 
at  Mrs.  Sparsit's  keyhole.  So,  Mrs.  Sparsit, 
who  had  improved  the  interval  by  touching  up 
iier  cap,  took  her  classical  features  down-stairs 
again,  and  entered  the  board-room  in  the  man- 
ner of  a  Roman  matron  going  outside  the  city 
walls  to  treat  with  an  invading  general. 

The  visitor  having  strolled  to  the  window,  and 
being  then  engaged  in  looking  carelessly  out, 
was  as  unmoved  by  this  impressive  entry  as  man 
could  possibly  be.  He  stood  whistling  to  him- 
self with  all  imaginable  coolness,  with  his  hat 
still  on,  and  a  certain  air  of  exhaustion  upon 
him,  in  part  arising  from  excessive  summer,  and 
m  part  from  excessive  gentility.  For,  it  was  to 
be  seen  with  half  an  eye  that  he  was  a  thorough 
gentleman,  made  to  the  model  of  the  time  ; 
weary  of  everything,  and  putting  no  more  faith 
in  anything  than  Lucifer. 

"  I  believe,  sir,"  quoth  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "  you 
wished  to  see  me." 


"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  said,  turning  and 
removing  his  hat ;  "  pray  excuse  me." 

•'  Humph  !"  thought  Mrs.  Sparsit  as  she  made 
a  stately  bend.  "  Five-and-thirty,  good-looking, 
good  figure,  good  teeth,  good  voice,  good  breed- 
ing, well  dressed,  dark  hair,  bold  eyes."  All 
which  Mrs.  Sparsit  observed  in  her  womanly 
way — like  the  Sultan  who  put  his  head  in  the 
pail  of  water — merely  in  dipping  down  and. 
coming  up  again. 

"  Please  to  be  seated,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit. 

"  Thank  you.  Allow  me."  He  placed  a 
chair  for  her,  but  remained  himself  carelessly 
lounging  against  the  table.  "  I  left  my  servant 
at  the  railway,  looking  after  the  luggage — very 
heavy  train,  and  vast  quantity  of  it  in  the  van 
— and  strolled  on,  looking  about  me.  Exceed- 
ingly odd  place.  Will  you  allow  me  to  ask  you 
if  It's  always  as  black  as  this  ?" 

'•  In  general  much  blacker,"  returned  Mrs> 
Sparsit  in  her  uncompromising  way. 

"  Is  it  possible  ?  Excuse  me  :  you  are  not  a 
native,  I  think  ?" 

"  No,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit.  "  It  was 
once  my  good  or  ill  fortune,  as  it  may  be — 
before  I  became  a  widow — to  move  in  a  very 
different  sphere.     My  husband  was  a  Powler." 

"  Beg  your  pardon,  really  ! "  said  the  stranger. 
"Was ?" 

Mrs.  Sparsit  repeated,  "A  Powler."  "  Powler 
Family,"  said  the  stranger  after  reflecting  a  few 
moments.  Mrs.  Sparsit  signified  assent.  The 
stranger  seemed  a  little  more  fatigued  than  before. 

"You  must  be  very  much  bored  here?"  was 
the  inference  he  drew  from  the  communication. 

"  I  am  the  servant  of  circumstances,  sir,"  said 
Mrs.  Sparsit,  "and  I  have  long  adapted  myself 
to  the  governing  power  of  my  life." 

"  Very  philosophical,"  returned  the  stranger, 

"  and  very  exemplary  and  laudable,  and " 

It  seemed  to  be  scarcely  worth  his  while  to 
finish  the  sentence,  so  he  played  witli  his  watch- 
chain  wearily. 

"  May  I  be  permitted  to  ask,  sir,"  said  Mrs. 
Sparsit,  "  to  what  I  am  indebted  for  the  favour 
of " 

"  Assuredly,"  said  the  stranger.  "  Much 
obliged  to  you  for  reminding  me.  I  am  the 
bearer  of  a  letter  of  introduction  to  Mr.  Boun- 
derby, the  banker.  Walking  through  this  ex- 
traortlinarily  black  town,  while  they  were  getting 
dinner  ready  at  the  hotel,  I  asked  a  fellow  whom 
I  met ;  one  of  the  working  people  ;  who  a|)pcaretl 
to  have  been  taking  a  shower-bath  of  something 
fluffy,  which  I  assume  to  be  the  raw  material " 

Mrs.  Sp.arsit  inclined  her  head. 

"  —Raw  material — where  Mr.  Bounderby,  the 
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banker,  might  reside.  Upon  which,  misled  no 
doubt  by  the  word  Banker,  he  directed  me  to 
the  Bank.  Fact  being,  I  presume,  that  Mr. 
Bounderby,  the  banker,  does  not  reside  in  the 
edifice  in  whicli  I  have  the  honour  of  offering 
this  explanation?" 

"  No,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "  he  does 
not." 

"  Thank  you.  I  had  no  intention  of  deliver- 
ing my  letter  at  the  present  moment,  nor  have  I. 
But  strolling  on  to  the  Bank  to  kill  time,  and 
having  the  good  fortune  to  observe  at  the  win- 
dow," towards  which  he  languidly  waved  his 
hand,  then  slightly  bowed,  "  a  lady  of  a  very 
superior  and  agreeable  appearance,  I  considered 
that  I  could  not  do  better  than  take  the  liberty 
of  asking  that  lady  where  Mr.  Bounderby  the 
banker  does  live.  Which  I  accordingly  venture, 
with  all  suitable  apologies,  to  do." 

The  inattention  and  indolence  of  his  manner 
were  sufficiently  relieved,  to  Mrs.  Sparsit's  think- 
ing, by  -I  certain  gallantry  at  ease,  which  offered 
her  homage  too.  Here  he  was,  for  instance,  at 
this  moment,  all  but  sitting  on  the  table,  and 
yet  lazily  bending  over  her,  as  if  he  acknowledged 
an  attraction  in  her  that  made  her  charming — 
in  her  way. 

"  Banks,  I  know,  are  always  suspicious,  and 
officially  must  be,"  said  the  stranger,  whose  light- 
ness and  smoothness  of  speech  were  pleasant 
likewise ;  suggesting  matter  far  more  sensible 
and  humorous  than  it  ever  contained — which  was 
perhaps  a  shrewd  device  of  the  founder  of  this 
numerous  sect,  whosoever  may  have  been  that 
great  man :  "  therefore  I  may  observe  that  my 
letter — here  it  is — is  from  the  member  for  this 
place — Gradgrind — whom  I  have  had  the  plea- 
sure of  knowing  in  London." 

Mrs.  Sparsit  recognised  the  hand,  intimated 
that  such  confirmation  was  quite  unnecessary, 
and  gave  Mr.  Bounderby's  address,  with  all 
needful  clues  and  directions  in  aid. 

"  Thousand  thanks,"  said  the  stranger.  "  Of 
course  you  know  the  banker  well  ?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Sparsit.  "In  my 
dependent  relation  towards  him,  I  have  known 
him  ten  years." 

"  Quite  an  eternity !  I  think  he  married 
Gradgrind's  daughter  ?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  suddenly  com- 
pressing her  mouth,  "  he  had  that — honour." 

"  The  lady  is  quite  a  philosopher,  I  am  told  ?" 

"  Indeed,  sir  ! "  said  Mrs.  Sparsit.     "  Is  she  }  " 

"  Excuse  my  impertinent  curiosity,"  pursued 
the  stranger,  fluttering  over  Mrs.  Sparsit's  eye- 
brows, with  a  propitiatory  air,  "  but  you  know 
the  family,  and  know  the  world.     lam  about  to 


know  the  family,  and  may  have  much  to  do  with 
them.  Is  the  lady  so  very  alarming  ?  Her 
father  gives  her  such  a  portentously  hard-headed 
reputation,  that  I  have  a  burning  desire  to  know. 
Is  she  absolutely  unapproachable  ?  Repellently 
and  stunningly  clever  ?  I  see,  by  your  meaning 
smile,  you  think  not.  You  have  poured  balm 
into  my  anxious  soul.  As  to  age,  now.  Forty? 
Five-and-thirty?" 

Mrs.  Sparsit  laughed  outright.  "  A  chit,"  said 
she.     "  Not  twenty  when  she  was  married." 

"  I  give  you  my  honour,  Mrs.  Povvler,"  returned 
the  stranger,  detaching  himself  from  the  table, 
"  that  I  never  was  so  astonished  in  my  life  !" 

It  really  did  seem  to  impress  him  to  the  utmost 
extent  of  his  capacity  of  being  impressed.  He 
looked  at  his  informant  for  full  a  quarter  of  a 
minute,  and  appeared  to  have  the  surprise  in  his 
mind  all  the  time.  "  I  assure  you,  Mrs.  Powler," 
he  then  said,  much  exhausted,  "  that  the  father's 
manner  prepared  me  for  a  grim  and  stony  matu- 
rity. I  am  obliged  to  you,  of  all  things,  for  cor- 
recting so  absurd  a  mistake.  Pray  excuse  my 
intrusion.     Many  thanks.     Good  day  !" 

He  bowed  himself  out ;  and  Mrs.  Sparsit, 
hiding  in  the  window  curtain,  saw  him  languish 
ing  down  the  street  on  the  shady  side  of  the  way, 
observed  of  all  the  town. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  the  gentleman,  Bitzer?" 
she  asked  the  light  porter  when  he  came  to  take 
away. 

"  Spends  a  deal  of  money  on  his  dress,  ma'am." 

"It  must  be  admitted,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit, 
"  that  it's  very  tasteful." 

"  Yes,  ma'am,"  returned  Bitzer,  "  if  that's 
worth  the  money." 

"  Besides  which,  ma'am,"  resumed  Bitzer  while 
he  was  polishing  the  table,  "  he  looks  to  me  as 
if  he  gamed." 

"  It's  immoral  to  game,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit. 

"  It's  ridiculous,  ma'am,"  said  Bitzer,  "  be- 
cause the  chances  are  against  the  players." 

Whether  it  was  that  the  heat  prevented  Mrs. 
Sparsit  from  working,  or  whether  it  was  that  her 
hand  was  out,  she  did  no  work  that  night.  She 
sat  at  the  window  when  the  sun  began  to  sink 
behind  the  smoke ;  she  sat  there  when  the 
smoke  was  burning  red,  when  the  colour  faded 
from  it,  when  darkness  seemed  to  rise  slowly 
out  of  the  groun<I,  and  creep  upward,  upward, 
up  to  the  housetops,  up  the  church  steeple,  up 
to  the  summits  of  the  factor}'  chimneys,  up  to 
the  sky.  Without  a  candle  in  the  room,  Mrs. 
Sparsit  sat  at  the  window  with  her  hands  before 
her,  not  thinking  much  of  the  sounds  of  evening : 
the  whooping  of  boys,  the  barking  of  dogs,  the 
rumbling   of  wheels,  the   steps   and   voices  of  ' 
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passengers,  the  shrill  street  cries,  the  clogs  upon 
the  pavement  when  it  was  their  hour  for  going 
by,  the  shutting-up  of  shop  shutters.  Not  until 
the  light  porter  announced  that  her  nocturnal 
sweetbread  was  ready  did  Mrs.  Sparsit  arouse  her- 
self from  her  reverie,  and  convey  her  dense  black 
eyebrows — by  that  time  creased  with  medita- 
tion, as  if  they  needed  ironing  out — upstairs. 

"  Oh,  you  Fool ! "  said  Mrs.  Sparsit  when  she 
was  alone  at  her  supper.  Whom  she  meant  she 
did  not  say ;  but  she  could  scarcely  have  meant 
the  sweetbread. 


CHAPTER  II. 

MR.   J.\MES   H.\KTHOUSE. 

,  HE  Gradgrind  party  wanted  assist- 
ance in  cutting  the  throats  of  the 
Graces.  They  went  about  recruit- 
ing;   and  where   could   they   enlist 

recruits  more  hopefully  than  among 

\MS\  the  fine  gentlemen  who,  having  found  out 
JJ0^  everything  to  be  worth  nothing,  were 
i^a^      equally  ready  for  anything  ? 

Moreover,  the  healthy  spirits  who  had  mounted 
to  this  sublime  height  were  attractive  to  many  of 
the  Gradgrind  school.  They  liked  fine  gentle- 
men ,  they  pretended  that  they  did  not,  but  they 
did.  They  became  exhausted  in  imitation  of 
them;  and  they  yaw-yawed  in  their  speech  like 
them  ;  and  they  served  out,  with  an  enervated 
air,  the  little  mouldy  rations  of  political  economy 
on  which  they  regaled  their  disciples.  There 
never  before  was  seen  on  earth  such  a  wonderful 
hybrid  race  as  was  thus  produced. 
'■'\raong  the  fine  gentlemen  not  regularly  be- 
longing to  the  Gradgrind  school,  there  was  one 
of  a  good  family  and  a  better  appearance,  with 
a  happy  turn  of  humour  which  had  told  im- 
mensely with  the  House  of  Commons  on  the 
occasion  of  his  entertaining  it  with  his  (and  the 
Board  of  Directors')  view  of  a  railway  accident, 
in  which  the  most  careful  officers  ever  known, 
employed  by  the  most  liberal  managers  ever 
heard  of,  assisted  by  the  finest  mechanical  con- 
trivances ever  devised,  the  whole  in  action  on 
the  best  line  ever  constructed,  had  killed  five 
people  and  wounded  thirty-two,  by  a  casualty 
without  which  the  excellence  of  the  whole  system 
would  have  been  positively  incomplete.  .Among 
the  slain  was  a  cow,  and  among  the  scattered 
articles  unowned,  a  widow's  cap.  And  the 
honourable  member  had  so  tickled  the  House 
(which  has  a  delicate  sense  of  humour)  by 
putting  the  cap  on  the  cow,  that  it  became  im- 
patient of  any  serious  reference  to  the  Coroner's 


Inquest,  and  brought  the  railway  off  with  Cheers 
and  Laughter. 

Now,  this  gentleman  had  a  younger  brother 
of  still  better  appearance  than  himself,  who  had 
tried  life  as  a  Cornet  of  Dragoons,  and  found  it 
a  bore ;  and  had  afterwards  tried  it  in  the  train 
of  an  English  minister  abroad,  and  found  it  a 
bore ;  and  had  then  strolled  to  Jerusalem,  and 
got  bored  there ;  and  had  then  gone  yachting 
about  the  world,  and  got  bored  everywhere. 
To  whom  this  honourable  and  jocular  member 
fraternally  said  one  day,  •'  Jem,  there's  a  good 
opening  among  the  hard  Fact  fellows,  and  they 
want  men.  I  wonder  you  don't  go  in  for  sta- 
tistics." Jem,  rather  taken  by  the  novelty  of 
the  idea,  and  very  hard  up  for  a  change,  was  as 
ready  to  "  go  in  "  for  statistics  as  for  anything 
else.  So,  he  went  in.  He  coached  himself  up 
with  a  blue-book  or  two ;  and  his  brother  put  it 
about  among  the  hard  Fact  fellows,  and  said, 
"  If  you  want  to  bring  in,  for  any  place,  a  hand- 
some dog  who  can  make  you  a  devilish  good 
speech,  look  after  my  brother  Jem,  for  he's  your 
man."  After  a  few  dashes  in  the  public-meeting 
way,  Mr.  Gradgrind  and  a  council  of  political 
sages  approved  of  Jem,  and  it  was  resolved  to 
send  him  down  to  Coketown,  to  become  known 
there  and  in  the  neighbourhood.  Hence  the 
letter  Jem  had  last  night  shown  to  Mrs.  Sparsit, 
which  Mr.  Bounderby  now  held  in  his  hand  ;  su- 
perscribed, "  Josiah  Bounderby,  Esquire,  Banker, 
Coketown.  Specially  to  introduce  James  Hart- 
house,  Esquire.     Thomas  Gradgrind." 

Within  an  hour  of  the  receipt  of  this  dispatch 
and  Mr.  James  Harthouse's  card,  Mr.  Bounderby 
put  on  his  hat  and  went  down  to  the  hotel. 
There  he  found  Mr.  James  Harthouse  looking 
out  of  window,  m  a  state  of  mind  so  disconso- 
late, that  he  was  already  half  disposed  to  "  go 
in  "  for  something  else. 

"  My  name,  sir,"  said  his  visitor,  "  is  Josiah 
Bounderby,  of  Coketown." 

Mr.  James  Harthouse  was  very  happy  indeed 
(though  he  scarcely  looked  so)  to  have  a  pleasure 
he  had  long  expected. 

"  Coketown,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby,  obsti- 
nately taking  a  chair,  "  is  not  the  kind  of  place 
you  liave  been  accustomed  to.  Therefore,  if 
you  \\\\\  allow  me — or  whether  you  will  or  not, 
for  I  am  a  plain  man — I'll  tell  you  something 
about  it  before  we  go  any  further." 

Mr.  Harthouse  would  be  charmed. 

"  Don't  be  too  sure  of  that,"  said  Bounderby. 
'■  I  don't  promise  it.  First  of  all,  you  see  our 
smoke.  That's  meat  anil  drink  to  us.  It's  the 
healthiest  thing  in  the  world  in  all  respects,  and 
particularly-  for  the  lungs.     If  you  are  one  of 
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those  who  want  us  to  consume  it,  I  differ  from 
you.  We  are  not  going  to  wear  the  bottoms  of 
our  boilers  out  any  faster  than  we  wear  'em  out 
now,  for  all  the  humbugging  sentiment  in  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland." 

By  way  of  '•  going  in  "  to  the  fullest  extent, 
Mr.  Harthouse  rejoined,  "Mr.  Bounderby,  I 
assure  you  I  am  entirely  and  completely  of  your 
way  of  thinking.     On  conviction." 

•'I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Bounderby. 
"  Now,  you  have  heard  a  lot  of  talk  about  the 
work  in  our  mills,  no  doubt.  You  have  ?  Very 
good.  I'll  state  the  fact  of  it  to  you.  It's  the 
pleasantest  work  there  is,  and  it's  the  lightest 
work  there  is,  and  it's  the  best-paid  work  there 
is.  More  than  that,  we  couldn't  improve  the 
mills  themselves,  unless  we  laid  down  Turkey 
carpets  on  the  floors.  Which  we're  not  a-going 
to  do." 

"  Mr.  Bounderby,  perfectly  right." 

"  Lastly,"  said  Bounderby,  "  as  to  our  Hands. 
There's  not  a  Hand  in  this  town,  sir,  man, 
woman,  or  child,  but  has  one  ultimate  object  in 
life.  That  object  is,  to  be  fed  on  turtle  soup 
and  venison  with  a  gold  spoon.  Now,  they're 
not  a-going — none  of  'em — ever  to  be  fed  on 
turtle  soup  and  venison  with  a  gold  spoon. 
And  now  you  know  the  place." 

Mr.  Harthouse  professed  himself  in  the  highest 
degree  instructed  and  refreshed  by  this  con- 
densed epitome  of  the  whole  Coketown  question. 

"  Why,  you  see,"  replied  Mr.  Bounderby,  "  it 
suits  my  disposition  to  have  a  full  understand- 
ing with  a  man,  particularly  with  a  public  man, 
when  I  make  his  acquaintance.  I  have  only  one 
thing  more  to  say  to  you,  Mr.  Harthouse,  before 
assuring  you  of  the  pleasure  with  which  I  shall 
respond,  to  the  utmost  of  my  poor  ability,  to  my 
friend  Tom  Gradgrind's  letter  of  introduction. 
You  are  a  man  of  family.  Don't  you  deceive 
yourself  by  supposing  for  a  moment  that  /  am  a 
man  of  family.  I  am  a  bit  of  dirty  riffraff,  and  a 
genuine  scrap  of  tagrag  and  bobtail." 

If  anything  could  have  exalted  Jem's  interest 
in  ]Mr.  Bounderby,  it  would  have  been  this  very 
circumstance.     Or,  so  he  told  him. 

"  So  now,"  said  Bounderby,  "  we  may  shake 
hands  on  equal  terms.  I  say,  equal  terms,  be- 
cause, although  I  know  what  I  am,  and  the  exact 
depth  of  the  gutter  I  have  lifted  myself  out  of, 
better  than  any  man  does,  I  am  as  proud  as  you 
are.  I  am  just  as  proud  as  you  are.  Having 
now  asserted  my  independence  in  a  proper  man- 
ner, I  may  come  to  how  do  you  find  yourself? 
and  I  hope  you're  pretty  well." 

The  better,  Mr.  Harthouse  gave  him  to  under- 
stand as  they  shook  hands,  for  the  salubrious 


air  of  Coketown.     Mr.  Bounderby  received  the 
answer  with  favour. 

''Perhaps  you  know,'' said  he,  "or  perhaps 
you  don't  know,  I  married  Tom  Gradgrind's 
daughter.  If  you  have  nothing  better  to  do  than 
to  walk  up  town  with  me,  I  shall  be  glad  to  in- 
troduce you  to  Tom  Gradgrind's  daughter." 

"  Mr.  Bounderby,"  said  Jem,  "  you  anticipate 
my  dearest  wishes." 

They  went  out  without  further  discourse  ;  and 
Mr.  Bounderby  piloted  the  new  acquaintance, 
who  so  strongly  contrasted  with  him,  to  the 
private  red-brick  dYvfelling,  with  the  black  out- 
side shutters,  the  green  inside  blinds,  and  the 
black  street-door  up  the  two  white  steps.  In 
the  drawing-room  of  which  mansion  there  pre- 
sently entered  to  them  the  most  remarkable  girl 
Mr.  James  Harthouse  had  ever  seen.  She  was 
so  constrained,  and  yet  so  careless ;  so  reserved, 
and  yet  so  watchful ;  so  cold,  and  proud,  and 
yet  so  sensitively  ashamed  of  her  husband's 
braggart  humility — from  which  she  shrunk  as  if 
every  example  of  it  were  a  cut  or  a  blow ;  that 
it  was  quite  a  new  sensation  to  observe  her. 
In  face  she  was  no  less  remarkable  than  in 
manner.  Her  features  were  handsome;  but  their 
natural  play  was  so  locked  up,  that  it  seemed 
impossible  to  guess  at  their  genuine  expression. 
Utterly  indifferent,  perfectly  self-reliant,  never  at 
a  loss,  and  yet  never  at  her  ease,  with  her  figure 
in  company  with  them  there,  and  her  mind 
apparently  quite  alone — it  was  of  no  use  "  going 
in  "  yet  awhile  to  comprehend  this  girl,  for  she 
baffled  all  penetration. 

From  the  mistress  of  the  house  the  visitor 
glanced  to  the  house  itself  There  was  no  mute 
sign  of  a  woman  in  the  room.  No  graceful 
little  adornment,  no  fanciful  little  device,  how- 
ever trivial,  anywhere  expressed  her  influence. 
Cheerless  and  comfortless,  boastfully  and  dog- 
gedly rich,  there  the  room  stared  at  its  present 
occupants,  unsoftened  and  unrelieved  by  the 
least  trace  of  any  womanly  occupation.  As  Mr. 
Bounderby  stood  in  the  midst  of  his  household 
gods,  so  those  unrelenting  divinities  occupied 
their  places  around  Mr.  Bounderby,  and  they 
were  w-orthy  of  one  another,  and  well  matched. 

"  This,  sir,"  said  Bounderby,  "  is  my  wife,  Mrs. 
Bounderby :  Tom  Gradgrind's  eldest  daughter. 
Loo,  Mr.  James  Harthouse.  Mr.  Harthouse  has 
joined  your  father's  muster-roll.  If  he  is  not 
Tom  Gradgrind's  colleague  before  long,  I  believe 
we  shall  at  least  hear  of  him  in  connection  with 
one  of  our  neighbouring  towns.  You  observe, 
Mr.  Harthouse,  that  my  wife  is  my  junior.  I 
don't  know  what  she  saw  in  me  to  marry  me, 
but  she  saw  something  in  me.  I  suppose,  or  she 
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wouldn't  have  rrarried  me.  She  has  lots  of  ex- 
pensive knowledge,  sir,  political  and  otherwise. 
If  you  want  to  cram  for  anything,  I  should  be 
troubled  to  recommend  you  to  a  better  adviser 
than  Loo  Bounderby." 

To  a  more  agreeable  adviser,  or  one  from 


whom  he  would  be  more  likely  to  learn,  Mr. 
Harthouse  could  never  be  recommended. 

"Come!"  said  his  host.  "If  you're  in  the 
complimentary  line,  you'll  get  on  here,  for  you'll 
meet  with  no  competition.  I  have  never  been 
in  the  way  of  learning  compliments  myself,  and 


'THIS,   SIR,"   SAID   BOUNDERBY,    "IS    MY   WIFE,    MRS.    BOUNDERBY." 


I  don't  profess  to  understand  the  art  of  paying 
'em.  In  fact,  despise  'em.  But,  your  bringing- 
up  was  different  from  mine  ;  mine  was  a  real 
thing,  by  George  !  You're  a  gentleman,  and  I 
don't  pretend  to  be  one.  I  am  Josiah  Boun- 
derby of  Coketown,  and  that's  enough  for  me.   i 


However,  though  /  am  not  influenced  by  man- 
ners and  station,  Loo  Bounderby  may  be.  Slie 
hadn't  my  advantages — disadvantages  you  would 
call  'em,  but  I  call  'em  advantages — so  you'll 
not  waste  your  power,  I  dare  say." 

"  Mr.  Bounderby,"  said  Jem,  turning  with  a 
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smile  to  Louisa,  "is  a  noble  animal  in  a  com- 
paratively natural  state,  quite  free  from  the  har- 
ness in  which  a  conventional  hack  like  myself 
works." 

"  You  respect  Mr.  Bounderby  very  much,"  she 
quietly  returned.  '"  It  is  natural  that  you  should.'' 

He  was  disgracefully  thrown  out,  for  a  gentle- 
man who  had  seen  so  much  of  the  world,  and 
thought,  "  Now,  how  am  I  to  take  this  ?" 

"  You  are  going  to  devote  yourself,  as  I  gather 
from  what  Mr.  Bounderby  has  said,  to  the  ser- 
vice of  your  country.  You  have  made  up  your 
mind,"  said  Louisa,  still  standing  before  him 
where  she  had  first  stopped — in  all  the  singular 
contrariety  of  her  self-possession,  and  her  being 
obviously  very  ill  at  ease — "  to  show  the  nation 
the  way  out  of  all  its  difficulties." 

"  Mrs.  Bounderby,"  he  returned,  laughing, 
"  upon  my  honour,  no.  I  will  make  no  such 
pretence  to  you.  I  have  seen  a  little,  here  and 
there,  up  and  down ;  I  have  found  it  all  to  be 
very  worthless,  as  everybody  has,  and  as  some 
confess  they  have,  and  some  do  not ;  and  I 
am  going  in  for  your  respected  father's  opi- 
nions— really  because  I  have  no  choice  of 
opinions,  and  may  as  well  back  them  as  any- 
thing else." 

"  Have  you  none  of  your  own  ?"  asked  Louisa. 

"  I  have  not  so  much  as  the  slightest  predi- 
lection left.  I  assure  you  I  attach  not  the  least 
importance  to  any  opinions.  The  result  of  the 
varieties  of  boredom  I  have  undergone  is  a  con- 
viction (unless  conviction  is  too  industrious  a 
word  for  the  lazy  sentiment  I  entertain  on  the 
subject),  that  any  set  of  ideas  will  do  just  as 
much  good  as  any  other  set,  and  just  as  much 
harm  as  any  other  set.  There's  an  English 
family  with  a  charming  Italian  motto.  What 
will  be,  will  be.     It's  the  only  truth  going  !" 

This  vicious  assumption  of  honesty  in  dis- 
honesty— a  vice  so  dangerous,  so  deadly,  and 
so  common — seemed,  he  observed,  a  little  to 
impress  her  in  his  favour.  He  followed  up  the 
advantage  by  saying,  in  his  pleasantest  manner : 
a  manner  to  which  she  might  attach  as  much  or 
as  little  meaning  as  she  pleased :  "  The  side 
that  can  prove  anything  in  a  line  of  units,  tens, 
hundreds,  and  thousands,  Mrs.  Bounderby,  seems 
to  me  to  afford  the  most  fun,  and  to  give  a  man 
the  best  chance.  I  am  quite  as  much  attached 
to  it  as  if  I  believed  it.  I  am  quite  ready  to  go 
in  for  it,  to  the  same  extent  as  if  I  believed  it. 
And  what  more  could  I  possibly  do  if  I  did  be- 
lieve it  ?  " 

"  You  are  a  singular  politician,"  said  Louisa. 

"  Pardon  me ;  I  have  not  even  that  merit. 
We  are  the  largest  party  in  the  state,  I  assure 


you,  Mrs.  Bounderby,  if  we  all  fell  out  of  our 
adopted  ranks  and  were  reviewed  together." 

Mr.  Bounderby,  who  had  been  in  danger  of 
bursting  in  silence,  interposed  here  with  a  pro- 
ject for  postponing  the  family  dinner  till  half- 
past  six,  and  taking  Mr.  James  Harthouse,  in 
the  meantime,  on  a  round  of  visits  to  the  voting 
and  interesting  notabilities  of  Coketown  and  its 
vicinity.  The  round  of  visits  was  made ;  and 
Mr.  James  Harthouse,  with  a  discreet  use  of  his 
blue  coaching,  came  off  triumphantly,  though 
with  a  considerable  accession  of  boredom. 

In  the  evening  he  found  the  dinner-table  laid 
for  four,  but  they  sat  down  only  three.  It  was 
an  appropriate  occasion  for  Mr.  Bounderby  to 
discuss  the  flavour  of  the  hap'orth  of  stewed 
eels  he  had  purchased  in  the  streets  at  eight 
years  old ;  and  also  of  the  inferior  water,  spe- 
cially used  for  laying  the  dust,  with  which  he 
had  washed  down  that  repast.  He  likewise 
entertained  his  guest,  over  the  soup  and  fish, 
with  the  calculation  that  he  (Bounderby)  had 
eaten  in  his  youth  at  least  three  horses  under 
the  guise  of  polonies  and  saveloys.  These  re- 
citals Jem,  in  a  languid  manner,  received  with 
"  Charming  ! "  every  now  and  then ;  and  they 
probably  would  have  decided  him  to  "  go  in  " 
for  Jerusalem  again  to-morrow  mOrning,  had  he 
been  less  curious  respecting  Louisa. 

"  Is  there  nothing,"  he  thought,  glancing  at 
her  as  she  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table,  where 
her  youthful  figure,  small  and  slight,  but  very 
graceful,  looked  as  pretty  as  it  looked  mis- 
placed ;  "  is  there  nothing  that  will  move  that 
face?" 

Yes !  By  Jupiter,  there  was  something,  and 
here  it  was,  in  an  unexpected  shape  !  Tom  ap- 
peared. She  changed  as  the  door  opened,  and 
broke  into  a  beaming  smile. 

A  beautiful  smile.  Mr.  James  Harthouse 
might  not  have  thought  so  much  of  it,  but  that 
he  had  wondered  so  long  at  her  impassive  face. 
She  put  out  her  hand — a  pretty  little  soft  hand  ; 
and  her  fingers  closed  upon  her  brother's,  as  if 
she  would  have  carried  them  to  her  lips. 

"Ay,  ay?"  thought  the  visitor.  "This  whelp 
is  the  only  creature  she  cares  for.     So,  so  ! " 

The  whelp  was  presented,  and  took  his  chair. 
The  appellation  was  not  flattering,  but  not  un- 
merited. 

"  When  I  was  your  age,  young  Tom,"  said 
Bounderby,  "  I  was  punctual,  or  I  got  no 
dinner!" 

"  When  you  were  my  age,"  returned  Tom, 
"  you  hadn't  a  wrong  balance  to  get  right,  and 
hadn't  to  dress  afterwards." 

"  Never  mind  that  now,"  said  Bounderby. 
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"  Well,  then  !  "  grumbled  Tom.  "  Don't  be- 
gin with  me." 

"  Mrs.  Bounderby,"  said  Harthouse,  perfectly 
hearing  this  under-strain  as  it  went  on  ;  "  your 
brother's  face  is  quite  familiar  to  me.  Can  I 
have  seen  him  abroad?  Or  at  some  public 
school,  perhaps  ?" 

"  No,"  she  returned,  quite  interested,  "  he 
has  never  been  abroad  yet,  and  was  educated 
here,  at  home.  Tom,  love,  I  am  telling  Mr. 
Harlhouse  that  he  never  saw  you  abroad." 

"  No  such  luck,  sir,"  said  Tom. 

There  was  little  enough  in  him  to  brighten 
her  face,  for  he  was  a  sullen  young  fellow,  and 
ungracious  in  his  manner  even  to  her.  So  much 
the  greater  must  have  been  the  solitude  of  her 
heart,  and  her  need  of  some  one  on  whom  to 
bestow  it.  "  So  much  the  more  is  this  whelp 
the  only  creature  she  has  ever  cared  for," 
thought  Mr.  James  Harthouse,  turning  it  over  and 
over.  "  So  much  the  more.  So  much  the  more." 

Both  in  his  sister's  presence,  and  after  she  had 
left  the  room,  the  whelp  took  no  pains  to  hide 
liis  contempt  for  Mr.  Bounderby,  whenever  he 
could  indulge  it  without  the  observation  of  that 
independent  man,  by  making  wry  faces,  or 
shutting  one  eye.  Without  responding  to  these 
telegraphic  communications,  Mr.  Harthouse  en- 
couraged him  much  in  the  course  of  the  even- 
ing, and  showed  an  unusual  liking  for  him.  At 
last,  when  he  rose  to  return  to  his  hotel,  and 
was  a  little  doubtful  whether  he  knew  the  way 
by  night,  the  whelp  immediately  proffered  his 
services  as  guide,  and  turned  out  with  him  to 
escort  him  thither. 
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T  was  very  remarkable  that  a  young 
gentleman  who  had  been  brought 
up  under  one  continuous  system  of 
unnatural  restraint  should  be  a  hypo- 
crite ;  but  it  was  certainly  the  case 
witii  Tom.  It  was  very  strange  that 
a  young  gentleman  who  had  never  been 
left  to  his  own  guidance  for  five  conse- 
cutive minutes  should  be  incapable  at 
governing  himself;  but  so  it  was  with 
It  was  altogether  unaccountable  that  a 
young  gentleman  whose  imagination  had  been 
strangled  in  his  cradle  should  be  still  incon- 
venienced by  its  ghost,  in  the  form  of  grovelling 
sensualities  ;  but  such  a  monster,  beyond  all 
doubt,  was  Tom. 


last  of 
Tom. 


"  Do  you  smoke  ?  "  asked  Mr.  James  Hart- 
house when  they  came  to  the  hotel. 
"  I  believe  you  ! "  said  Tom. 
He  could  do  no  less  than  ask  Tom  up  ;  and 
Tom  could  do  no  less  than  go  up.  What  with 
a  cooling  drink  adapted  to  the  weather,  but  not 
so  weak  as  cool ;  and  what  with  a  rarer  tobacco 
than  was  to  be  bought  in  those  parts  ;  Tom  was 
soon  in  a  highly  free-and-easy  state  at  his  end  of 
the  sofa,  and  more  than  ever  disposed  to  admire 
his  new  friend  at  the  other  end. 

Tom  blew  his  smoke  aside,  after  he  had  been 
smoking  a  little  while,  and  took  an  observation 
of  his  friend.  '■  He  don't  seem  to  care  about 
his  dress,"  thought  Tom,  "  and  yet  how  capitally 
he  does  it !     What  an  easy  swell  he  is  !" 

Mr.  James  Harthouse,  happening  to  catch 
Tom's  eye,  remarked  that  he  drank  nothing, 
and  filled  his  glass  with  his  own  negligent  hand. 

"Thankee,"  said  Tom.  "Thankee.  Well, 
Mr.  Harthouse,  I  hope  you  have  had  about  a 
dose  of  old  Bounderby  to-night."  Tom  said 
this  with  one  eye  shut  up  again,  and  looking 
over  his  glass  knowingly  at  his  entertainer. 

"  A  very  good  fellow  indeed  ! "  returned  Mr. 
James  Harthouse. 

"  You  think  so,  don't  you?"  said  Tom.  And 
shut  up  his  eye  again. 

Mr.  James  Harthouse  smiled  ;  and  rising  from 
his  end  of  the  sofa,  and  lounging  with  his  back 
against  the  chimney-piece,  so  that  he  stood 
before  the  empty  fire-grate  as  he  smoked,  in 
front  of  Tom,  and  looking  down  at  him,  ob- 
served : 

"  What  a  comical  brother-in-law  you  are  !  " 

"  What  a  comical  brother-in-law  old  Boun- 
derby is,  I  think  you  mean,"  said  Tom. 

"  You  are  a  piece  of  caustic,  Tom,"  retorted 
Mr.  James  Harthouse. 

There  was  something  so  very  agreeable  in 
being  so  intimate  with  such  a  waistcoat ;  in 
being  called  Tom,  in  such  an  intimate  way,  by 
such  a  voice ;  in  being  on  such  off-hand  terms 
so  soon  \\ith  such  a  pair  of  whiskers  ;  that  Tom 
was  uncommonly  pleased  with  himself. 

"  Oh  !  I  don't  care  for  old  Bounderby,"  said 
he,  "  if  you  mean  that.  I  have  always  called 
old  Bounderby  by  the  same  name  when  I  have 
talked  about  him,  and  I  have  always  thought  of 
him  in  the  same  way.  I  am  not  going  to  begin 
to  be  polite  now  about  old  Bounderby.  It  would 
be  rather  late  in  the  day." 

"  Don't  mind  me,"  rcturncil  James ;  "  but 
take  care  when  his  wife  is  by,  you  know." 

"His  wife?'  said  Tom.  "My  sister  Loo? 
Oh  yes  ! "  And  he  laughed,  and  took  a  little 
more  of  the  cooling  drink. 
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James  Harthouse  continued  to  lounge  in  the 
same  jjlace  and  attitude,  smoking  liis  cigar  in 
his  own  easy  way,  and  looking  pleasantly  at  the 
whelp,  as  if  he  knew  himself  to  be  a  kind  of 
agreeable  demon  who  had  only  to  hover  over 
him,  and  he  must  give  up  his  whole  soul  if 
required.  It  certainly  did  seem  that  the  whelp 
yielded  to  this  influence.  He  looked  at  his 
companion  sneakingly,  he  looked  at  him  admir- 
ingly, he  looked  at  him  boldly,  and  put  up  one 
leg  on  the  sofa. 

'■My  sister  Loo?"  said  Tom.  -^  She  never 
cared  for  old  Bounderby." 

"  That's  the  past  tense,  Tom,"  returned  Mr. 
James  Harthouse,  striking  the  ash  from  his  cigar 
with  his  little  finger.  '•  We  are  in  the  present 
tense  now." 

'■  Verb  neuter,  not  to  care.  Indicative  mood, 
present  tense.  First  person  singular,  I  do  not 
care ;  second  person  singular,  thou  dost  not 
care  ;  third  person  singular,  she  does  not  care," 
returned  Tom. 

'■  Good  !  Very  quaint ! "  said  his  friend. 
"  Though  you  don't  mean  it." 

"  But  I  do  mean  it,"  cried  Tom.  "  Upon  my 
honour  !  Why,  you  won't  tell  me,  Mr.  Hart- 
house, that  you  really  suppose  my  sister  Loo 
does  care  for  old  Bounderby?" 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  returned  the  other,  "  what 
am  I  bound  to  suppose  when  I  find  two  married 
people  living  in  harmony  and  happiness?" 

Tom  had  by  this  time  got  both  his  legs  on  the 
sofa.  If  his  second  leg  had  not  been  already 
there  when  he  was  called  a  dear  fellow,  he 
would  have  put  it  up  at  that  great  stage  of  the 
conversation.  Feeling  it  necessary  to  do  some- 
thing then,  he  stretched  himself  out  at  greater 
length,  and,  reclining  with  the  back  of  his  head 
on  the  end  of  the  sofa,  and  smoking  with  an 
infinite  assumption  of  negligence,  turned  his 
common  flice,  and  not  too  sober  eyes,  towards 
the  face  looking  down  upon  him  so  carelessly, 
yet  so  potently. 

"  You  know  our  governor,  Mr.  Harthouse," 
said  Tom,  "  and  therefore  you  needn't  be  sur- 
prised that  Loo  married  old  Bounderby.  She 
never  had  a  lover,  and  the  governor  proposed 
old  Bounderby,  and  she  took  him." 

'■  Very  dutiful  in  your  interesting  sister,"  said 
Mr.  James  Harthouse. 

"  Ves,  but  she  wouldn't  have  been  as  dutiful, 
and  it  would  not  have  come  off  as  easily," 
returned  the  whelp,  "  if  it  hadn't  been  for  me." 

The  tempter  merely  lifted  his  eyebrows ;  but 
the  whelp  was  obliged  to  go  on. 

"  /  persuaded  her,"  he  said  with  an  edifying 
air  of  superiority.     "  I  was  stuck  into  old  Boun- 


derby's  Bank  (where  I  never  wanted  to  be),  and 
I  knew  I  should  get  into  scVapes  there,  if  she 
put  old  Bounderby's  pipe  out ;  so  I  told  her  my 
wishes,  and  she  came  into  them.  She  would  do 
anything  for  me.  It  was  very  game  of  lier, 
wasn't  it  ?" 

"  It  was  charming,  Tom  !" 

"  Not  that  it  was  altogether  so  important  to 
her  as  it  was  to  me,"  continued  Tom  coolly, 
"  because  my  liberty  and  comfort,  and  perhaps 
my  getting  on,  depended  on  it;  and  she  had  no 
other  lover,  and  staying  at  home  was  like  staying 
in  gaol — especially  when  I  was  gone.  It  wasn't 
as  if  she  gave  up  another  lover  for  old  Boun- 
derby ;  but  still  it  was  a  good  thing  in  her." 

'■  Perfectly  delightful.  And  she  gets  on  so 
placidly." 

"Oh!"  returned  Tom  with  contemptuous 
patronage,  "  she's  a  regular  girl.  A  girl  can  get 
on  anywhere.  She  has  settled  down  to  the  life, 
and  she  don't  mind.  It  does  just  as  well  as 
another.  Besides,  though  Loo  is  a  girl,  she's 
not  a  common  sort  of  girl.  She  can  shut  her- 
self up  within  herself,  and  think — as  I  have 
often  known  her  sit  and  watch  the  fire — for  an 
hour  at  a  stretch." 

"  Ay,  ay?  Has  resources  of  her  own,"  said 
Harthouse,  smoking  quietly. 

"  Not  so  much  of  that  as  you  may  suppose,'' 
returned  Tom ;  "  for  our  governor  had  her 
crammed  with  all  sorts  of  dry  bones  and  saw- 
dust.    It's  his  system." 

"  Formed  his  daughter  on  his  own  model  ?  " 
suggested  Harthouse. 

'■His  daughter?  Ay!  and  everybody  else. 
Why,  he  formed  Me  that  way,"  said  Tom. 

"  Impossible  !" 

"  He  did,  though,"  said  Tom,  shaking  his 
head.  "  I  mean  to  say,  Mr.  Harthouse,  that 
when  I  first  left  home  and  went  to  old  Boun- 
derby's, I  was  as  flat  as  a  warming-pan,  and 
knew  no  more  about  life  than  any  oyster  does." 

"  Come,  Tom  !  I  can  hardly  believe  that.  A 
joke's  a  joke." 

"Upon  my  soul  !"  said  the  whelp.  "I  am 
serious  ;  I  am  indeed  !"  He  smoked  with  gi'eat 
gravity  and  dignity  for  a  little  while,  and  then 
added,  in  a  highly  complacent  tone,  "  Oh  !  I 
have  picked  up  a  little  since.  I  don't  deny  that. 
But  I  have  done  it  myself;  no  thanks  to  the 
governor." 

"  And  your  intelligent  sister?" 

"  My  intelligent  sister  is  about  where  she  was. 
She  used  to  complain  to  me  that  she  had  nothing 
to  fall  back  upon,  that  girls  usually  fall  back 
upon ;  and  I  don't  see  how  she  is  to  have  got 
over  that  since.     But  she  don't  mind,"  he  saga- 
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ciously  added,  puffing  at  his  cigar  again.  "  Girls 
can  always  get  on;  somehow." 

"  Calling  at  the  Bank  yesterday  evening  for 
Mr.  Bounderby's  address,  I  found  an  ancient 
lady  there,  who  seems  to  entertain  great  admi- 
ration for  your  sister,"  observed  Mr.  James 
Harthouse,  throwing  away  the  last  small  remnant 
of  the  cigar  he  had  now  smoked  out. 

"  Mother  Sparsit  ?"  said  Tom.  "  What  !  you 
have  seen  her  already,  have  you?" 

His  friend  nodded.  Tom  took  his  cigar  out 
of  his  mouth,  to   shut  up  his  eye  (which  had 


grown  rather  unmanageable)  with  the  greater 
expression,  and  to  tap  his  nose  several  times 
with  his  finger. 

"  Mother  Sparsit's  feeling  for  Loo  is  more 
than  admiration,  I  should  think,"  said  Tom. 
"  Say  affection  and  devotion.  Mother  Sparsit 
never  set  her  cap  at  Bounderby  when  he  was  a 
bachelor.     Oh  no  !" 

These  were  the  last  words  spoken  by  the 
whelp,  before  a  giddy  drowsiness  came  upon 
him,  followed  by  complete  oblivion.  He  was 
roused  from  the  latter  state  by  an  uneasy  dream 
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of  being  stirred  up  with  a  boot,  ana  also  of  a 
voice  saying:  •'  Come,  it's  late.     Be  off!" 

"Well!"  he  said,  scrambling  from  the  sofa. 
"  I  must  take  my  leave  of  you,  though.  I  say  ! 
Yours  is  very  good  tobacco.  .  But  it's  too 
mild." 

"  Yes,  it's  too  mild,"  returned  his  entertainer. 

"  It's — it's  ridiculously  mild,"  said  Tom. 
"  Where's  the  door  ?     Good  night ! " 

He  had  another  odd  dream  of  being  taken 

by  a  waiter  through  a  mist,  which,  after  giving 

him  some  trouble  and  difticulty,  resolved   itself 

into  the  main  street,  in  which  he  stood  alone. 
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He  then  walked  home  pretty  easily,  though  not 
yet  free  from  an  impression  of  the  ]5rescnce  and 
influence  of  his  new  friend — as  if  he  were  loung- 
ing somewhere  in  the  air,  in  the  same  negligent 
attitude,  regarding  him  with  the  same  look. 

The  whclj)  went  home,  and  went  to  bed.  If 
he  had  had  any  sense  of  what  he  had  done  that 
night,  and  had  been  less  of  a  whelp  and  more  of 
a  brother,  he  might  have  turned  short  on  the 
road,  might  have  gone  down  to  the  ill-smelling 
river  that  was  dyed  black,  might  have  gone  to 
bed  in  it  for  good  and  all,  and  have  curtained 
his  head  for  ever  with  its  filthy  waters. 

286 


62 


HARD  TIMES. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


MEN     AND     BROTHERS. 
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TT,  my  friends,  the  down-trodden 
operatives  of  Coketown  !  Oh,  my 
friends  and  fellow-countrymen,  the 
slaves  of  an  iron-handed  and  a  grind- 
ing despotism  !  Oh,  my  friends  and 
fellow-sufferers,  and  fellow-workmen, 
and  fellow-men  !  I  tell  you  that  the 
hour  is  come  when  we  must  rally  round 
one  another  as  One  united  power,  and  crumble 
into  dust  the  oppressors  that  too  long  have  bat- 
tened upon  the  plunder  of  our  families,  upon  the 
sweat  of  our  brows,  upon  the  labour  of  our  hands, 
upon  the  strength  of  our  sinews,  upon  the  God- 
created  glorious  rights  of  Humanity,  and  upon 
the  holy  and  eternal  privileges  of  Brotherhood ! " 
''  Good  !  "  "  Hear,  hear,  hear  '  "  "  Hurrah  !  " 
and  other  cries  arose  in  many  voices  from  vari- 
ous parts  of  the  densely-crowded  and  suflbcat- 
ingly  close  Hall,  in  which  the  orator,  perched 
on  a  stage,  delivered  himself  of  this  and  what 
other  froth  and  fume  he  had  in  him.  He  had 
declaimed  himself  into  a  violent  heat,  and  was 
as  hoarse  as  he  was  hot.  By  dint  of  roaring  at 
the  top  of  his  voice  under  a  flaring  gas-light, 
clenching  his  fists,  knitting  his  brows,  setting 
his  teeth,  and  pounding  with  his  arms,  he  had 
taken  so  much  out  of  himself  by  this  time,  that 
he  was  brought  to  a  stop,  and  called  for  a  glass 
of  water. 

As  he  stood  there,  trying  to  quench  his  fiery 
face  with  his  drink  of  water,  the  comparison 
between  the  orator  and  the  crowd  of  attentive 
faces  turned  towards  him  was  extremely  to  his 
disadvantage.  Judging  him  by  Nature's  evi- 
dence, he  was  above  the  mass  in  very  little  but 
the  stage  on  which  he  stood.  In  many  great 
respects  he  was  essentially  below  them.  He 
was  not  so  honest,  he  was  not  so  manly,  he  was 
not  so  good-humoured  ;  he  substituted  cunning 
for  their  simplicity,  and  passion  for  their  safe 
solid  sense.  An  ill-made,  high-shouldered  man, 
with  lowering  brows,  and  his  features  crushed 
into  an  habitually  sour  expression,  he  contrasted 
most  unfavourably,  even  in  his  mongrel  dress, 
with  the  great  body  of  his  hearers  in  their  plain 
working  clothes.  Strange  as  it  always  is  to 
consider  any  assembly  in  the  act  of  submissively 
resigning  itself  to  the  dreariness  of  some  com- 
placent person,  lord  or  commonei-,  whom  three- 
fourths  of  it  could,  by  no  human  means,  raise 
out  of  the  slough  of  inanity  to  their  own  intellec- 
tual level,  it  was  particularly  strange,  and  it  was 
even  particularly  affecting,  to  'see  this  crowd  of 


earnest  faces,  whose  honesty  in  the  main  no 
competent  observer  free  from  bias  could  doubt, 
so  agitated  by  such  a  leader. 

Good  !  Hear,  hear  !  Hurrah  !  The  eager- 
ness, both  of  attention  and  intention,  e.xhibited 
in  all  the  countenances,  made  them  a  most 
impressive  sight.  There  was  no  carelessness, 
no  languor,  no  idle  curiosity ;  none  of  the  many 
shades  of  indifference  to  be  seen  in  all  other 
assemblies,  visible  for  one  moment  there.  That 
every  man  felt  his  condition  to  be,  somehow  or 
other,  worse  than  it  might  be ;  that  every  man 
considered  it  incumbent  on  him  to  join  the  rest, 
towards  the  making  of  it  better  ;  that  every  man 
felt  his  only  hope  to  be  in  his  allying  himself  to 
the  comrades  by  whom  he  was  surrounded ;  and 
that  in  this  belief,  right  or  wrong  (unhappily 
wrong  then),  the  whole  of  that  crowd  were 
gravely,  deeply,  faithfully  in  earnest ;  must  have 
been  as  plain,  to  any  one  who  chose  to  see 
what  was  there,  as  the  bare  beams  of  the  roof 
and  the  whitened  brick  walls.  Nor  could  any 
such  spectator  fail  to  know  in  his  own  breast 
that  these  men,  through  their  very  delusions, 
showed  great  qualities,  susceptible  of  being 
turned  to  the  happiest  and  best  account ;  and 
that  to  pretend  (on  the  strength  of  sweeping 
axioms,  howsoever  cut  and  dried)  that  they  went 
astray  wholly  without  cause,  and  of  their  own 
irrational  wills,  was  to  pretend  that  there  could 
be  smoke  without  fire,  death  without  birth, 
harvest  without  seed,  anything  or  everything 
produced  from  nothing. 

The  orator,  having  refreshed  himself,  wiped 
his  corrugated  forehead  from  left  to  right  several 
times  with  his  handkerchief  folded  into  a  pad, 
and  concentrated  all  his  revived  forces  in  a  sneer 
of  great  disdain  and  bitterness. 

"  But  oh,  my  friends  and  brothers  !  Oh,  men 
and  Englishmen,  the  down-trodden  operatives 
of  Coketown  !  What  shall  we  say  of  that  mar, 
— that  working-man,  that  I  should  find  it  neces- 
sary so  to  libel  the  glorious  name — who,  being 
practically  and  well  acquainted  with  the  griev- 
ances and  wrongs  of  you,  the  injured  pith  and 
marrow  of  this  land,  and  having  heard  you.  with 
a  noble  and  majestic  unanimity  that  will  make 
Tyrants  tremble,  resolve  for  to  subscribe  to  the 
funds  of  the  United  Aggregate  Tribunal,  and  to 
abide  by  the  injunctions  issued  by  that  body  for 
your  benefit,  whatever  they  may  be — what,  I 
ask  you,  will  you  say  of  that  working-man,  since 
such  I  must  acknowledge  him  to  be,  who,  at 
such  a  time,  deserts  his  post  and  sells  his  flag , 
who,  at  such  a  time,  turns  a  traitor  and  a  craven 
and  a  recreant ;  who,  at  such  a  time,  is  not 
ashamed    to    make  to   )0u    the   dastardly  and 
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humiliating  avowal  that  he  will  hold  liimselfi 
aloof,  and  will  not  be  one  of  those  associated  in 
the  gallant  stand  for  Freedom  and  for  Right  ?  " 

The  assembly  was  divided  at  this  point. 
There  were  some  groans  and  hisses,  but  the 
general  sense  of  honour  was  much  too  strong 
for  the  condemnation  of  a  man  unheard.  "  Be 
sure  you're  right,  Slackbridge  ! "  "  Put  him 
up  !  "  "  Let's  hear  him  !  "  Such  things  were 
said  on  many  sides.  Finally,  one  strong  voice 
called  out,  '•  Is  the  man  heer  ?  If  the  man's 
heer,  Slackbridge,  let's  hear  the  man  himseln, 
'stead  o'  yo."  Which  was  received  with  a 
round  of  applause. 

Slackbridge,  the  orator,  looked  about  him 
with  a  withering  smile,  and  holding  out  his 
right  hand  at  arm's  length  (as  the  manner  of  all 
Slackbridges  is),  to  still  the  thundering  sea, 
waited  until  there  was  a  profound  silence. 

"  Oh,  my  friends  and  fellow-men  ! "  said 
Slackbridge  then,  shaking  his  head  with  violent 
scorn,  "  I  do  not  wonder  that  you,  the  prostrate 
sons  of  labour,  are  incredulous  of  the  existence 
of  such  a  man.  But  he  who  sold  his  birthright 
for  a  mess  of  pottage  existed,  and  Judas  Iscariot 
existed,  and  Castlereagh  existed,  and  this  man 
exists  !" 

Here,  a  brief  press  and  confusion  near  the 
stage  ended  in  the  man  himself  standing  at  the 
orator's  side  before  the  concourse.  He  was 
pale  and  a  little  moved  in  the  face — his  lips 
especially  showed  it ;  but  he  stood  quiet,  with 
his  left  hand  at  his  chin,  waiting  to  be  heard. 
There  was  a  chairman  to  regulate  the  proceed- 
ings, and  this  functionary  now  took  the  case  into 
his  own  hands. 

-  "  My  friends,"  said  he,  "  by  virtue  o'  my  office 
as  your  president,  I  ashes  o'  our  friend  Slack- 
bridge,  who  may  be  a  little  over-hetter  in  this 
business,  to  take  his  seat  whiles  this  man  Stephen 
Blackpool  is  heern.  You  all  know  this  man 
Stephen  Blackpool.  You  know  him  awlung  o' 
his  misfort'ns,  and  his  good  name." 

With  that,  the  chairman  shook  him  frankly  by 
the  hand,  and  sat  down  again.  Slackbridge  like- 
wise, sat  down,  wiping  his  hot  forehead — always 
from  left  to  right,  and  never  the  reverse  way. 

"  My  friends,"  Stephen  began  in  the  midst  of 
a  dead  calm,  "  I  ha'  hed  what's  been  spok'n  o' 
me,  and  'tis  lickly  that  I  shan't  mend  it.  But 
I'd  liefer  you'd  heern  the  truth  concernin' 
myseln  fro'  my  lips  than  fro'  onny  other  man's, 
though  I  never  cud'n  sjieak  afore  so  monny 
wi'out  being  moydert  and  muddled." 

Slackbridge  shook  his  head  as  if  he  would 
shake  it  off,  in  his  bitterness. 

"  I'm   th'   one  single    Hand  in  Bounderby's 


mill,  o'  a'  the  men  theer,  as  don't  coom  in  wi' 
th'  proposed  reg'lations.  I  canna  coom  in  wi' 
'em.  My  friends,  I  doubt  their  doin'  yo  onny 
good.     Licker  they'll  do  you  hurt." 

Slackbridge  laughed,  folded  his  arms,  and 
frowned  sarcastically. 

"  But  tan't  sommuch  for  that  as  I  stands  out. 
If  that  were  aw,  I'd  coom  in  wi'  th'  rest.  But 
I  ha'  my  reasons — mine,  yo  see — for  being 
hindered  ;  not  on'y  now,  but  awlus — awlus — life 
long  ! " 

Slackbridge  jumped  up  and  stood  beside  him, 
gnashing  and  tearing.  "  Oh,  my  friends,  what 
but  this  did  I  tell  you  ?  Oh,  my  fellow-country- 
men, what  warning  but  this  did  I  give  you  ? 
And  how  shows  this  recreant  conduct  in  a  man 
on  whom  unequal  laws  are  known  to  ha\'e  fallen 
heavy  ?  Oh,  you  Englishmen,  I  ask  you  how 
does  this  subornation  show  in  one  of  your- 
selves, who  is  thus  consenting  to  his  own  un- 
doing and  to  yours,  and  to  your  children's  and 
your  children's  children's  ?  " 

There  was  some  applause,  and  some  crying  of 
Shame  upon  the  man ;  but  the  greater  part  of 
the  audience  were  quiet.  They  looked  at  Ste- 
phen's worn  face,  rendered  niore  pathetic  by  the 
homely  emotions  it  evinced  ;  and,  in  the  kind- 
ness of  their  nature,  they  were  more  sorry  than 
indignant. 

"  'Tis  this  Delegate's  trade  for  t'  speak,"  said 
Stephen,  "an'  he's  paid  for  't,  an'  he  knows  his 
work.  Let  him  keep  to  't.  Let  him  give  no 
heed  to  what  I  ha'  had'n  to  bear.  That's  not  for 
him.     That's  not  for  nobbody  but  me." 

There  was  a  propriety,  not  to  say  a  dignity  in 
these  words,  that  made  the  hearers'  yet  more 
quiet  and  attentive.  The  same  strong  voice 
called  out,  "  Slackbridge,  let  the  man  be  heern, 
and  howd  thee  tongue  ! "  Then  the  place  was 
wonderfully  still. 

"  My  brothers,"  said  Stephen,  whose  low  voice 
was  distinctly  heard,  "  and  my  fellow-workmen 
— for  that  yo  are  to  me,  though  not,  as  I  knows 
on,  to  this  delegate  heer — I  ha'  but  a  word  to 
sen,  and  I  could  sen  nommore  if  I  «as  to  speak 
till  Strike  o'  day.  I  know  weel  aw  what's  afore 
me.  I  know  weel  that  yo  are  aw  resolve  to  ha' 
nommore  ado  wi'  a  man  who  is  not  wi'  yo  in 
this  matther.  I  know  weel  that  if  I  was  a  lyin' 
parisht  i'  th'  road,  yo'd  feel  it  right  to  pass  me 
by,  as  a  forrenner  and  stranger.  What  I  ha' 
get'n,  I  niun  mak'  th'  best  on." 

"  Stephen  Blackpool,"  said  the  chairman, 
rising,  ■'  think  on  't  agen.  Think  on  't  once 
agen,  lad,  afore  thou'rt  shunned  by  aw  owd 
frienils." 

There  was  an  universal  murmur  to  the  same 
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effect,  though  no  man  articulated  a  word.  Every 
eye  was  fixed  on  Stephen's  face.  To  repent  of 
his  determination  would  be  to  take  a  load  from 
all  their  minds.  He  looked  around  him,  and 
knew  that  it  was  so.  Not  a  grain  of  anger  with 
them  was  in  his  heart ;  he  knew  them,  far  below 
their  surface  weaknesses  and  misconceptions,  as 
no  one  but  their  fellow-labourer  could. 

"  I  ha'  thowt  on  't  above  a  bit,  sir.  I  simply 
canna  coom  in.  I  mun  go  th'  way  as  lays  afore 
me.     I  mun  tak'  my  leave  o'  aw  heer." 

He  made  a  sort  of  reverence  to  them  by  holtl- 
ing  up  his  arms,  and  stood  for  the  moment  in 
that  attitude  :  not  speaking  until  they  slowly 
dropped  at  his  sides. 

"  Monny's  the  pleasant  word  as  soom  heer 
has  spok'n  wi'  me ;  monny's  the  face  I  see  heer, 
a-s  I  first  seen  when  I  were  yoong  and  lighter 
heart'n  than  now.  I  ha'  never  had  no  fratch 
afore,  sin'  ever  I  were  born,  wi'  any  o'  my  like ; 
Gonnows  I  ha'  none  now  that's  o'  my  makin'. 
Yo'U  call  me  traitor  and  that — yo  I  mean  t' 
say,"  addressing  Slackbridge,  "  but  'tis  easier  to 
ca'  than  mak'  out.     So  let  be." 

He  had  moved  away  a  pace  or  two  to  come 
down  from  the  platform,  when  he  remembered 
something  he  had  not  said,  and  returned  again. 

"  Haply,"  he  said,  turning  his  furrowed  lace 
slowly  about,  that  he  might  as  it  were  individu- 
ally address  the  whole  audience,  those  both  near 
and  distant ;  "  haply,  when  this  question  has 
been  tak'n  up  and  discoosed,  there'll  be  a  threat 
to  turn  out  if  I'm  let  to  work  among  yo.  I  hope 
I  shall  die  ere  ever  such  a  time  cooms,  and  I 
shall  work  solitary  among  you  unless  it  cooms — 
truly,  I  mun  do  't,  my  friends  ;  not  to  brave  yo, 
but  to  live.  I  ha'  nobbut  work  to  live  by  ;  and 
wheerever  can  I  go,  I  who  ha'  worked  sin'  I 
were  no  heighth  at  aw  in  Coketown  heer  ?  I 
mak'  no  complaints  o'  bein'  turned  to  the  wa', 
o'  being  outcasten  and  overlooken  fro'  this  time 
forrard,  but  I  hope  I  shall  be  let  to  work.  If 
there  is  any  right  for  me  at  aw,  my  friends,  I 
think  'tis  that." 

Not  a  word  was  spoken.  Not  a  sound  was 
audible  in  the  building,  but  the  slight  rustle  of 
men  moving  a  little  apart,  all  along  the  centre 
of  the  room,  to  open  a  means  of  passing  out  to 
the  man  with  whom  they  had  all  bound  them- 
selves to  renounce  companionship.  Looking  at 
no  one,  and  going  his  way  with  a  lowly  steadi- 
ness upon  him  that  asserted  nothing  and  sought 
nothing,  Old  Stephen,  with  all  his  troubles  on 
his  head,  left  the  scene. 

Then  Slackbridge,  who  had  kept  his  oratorical 
arm  extended  during  the  going  out,  as  if  he  v/ere 
repressing  with  infinite  solicitude  and  by  a  won- 


derful moral  power  the  vehement  passions  of  the 
multitude,  applied  himself  to  raising  their  spirits. 
Had  not  the  Roman  Brutus,  oh,  my  British 
countrymen,  condemned  his  son  to  death ;  and 
had  not  the  Spartan  mothers,  oh,  my  soon  to  be 
victorious  friends,  driven  their  flying  children  on 
the  points  of  their  enemies'  swords  ?  Then  was 
it  not  the  sacred  duty  of  the  men  of  Coketown, 
with  forefathers  before  them,  an  admiring  world 
in  company  with  them,  and  a  posterity  to  come 
after  them,  to  hurl  out  traitors  from  the  tents 
they  had  pitched  in  a  sacred  and  a  Godlike 
cause  ?  The  winds  of  Heaven  answered  Yes ; 
and  bore  Yes,  east,  west,  north,  and  south.  And 
consequently  three  cheers  for  the  United  Aggre- 
gate Tribunal  ! 

Slackbridge  acted  as  fugleman,  and  gave  the 
time.  The  multitude  of  doubtful  faces  (a  little 
conscience-stricken)  brightened  at  the  sound, 
and  took  it  up.  Private  feeling  must  yield  to  • 
the  common  cause.  Hurrah !  The  roof  yet 
vibrated  with  the  cheering  when  the  assembly 
dispersed. 

Thus  easily  did  Stephen  Blackpool  fiiU  into 
the  loneliest  of  lives,  the  life  of  solitude  among 
a  familiar  crowd.  The  stranger  in  the  land  who 
looks  into  ten  thousand  faces  for  some  answering 
look,  and  never  finds  it,  is  in  cheering  society  as 
compared  with  him  who  passes  ten  averted 
faces  daily,  that  were  once  the  countenances  of 
friends.  Such  experience  was  to  be  Stephen's 
now  in  every  waking  moment  of  his  life  ;  at  his 
work,  on  his  way  to  it  and  from  it,  at  his  door, 
at  his  window,  everywhere.  By  general  con- 
sent, they  even  avoided  that  side  of  the  street 
on  which  he  habitually  walked  ;  and  left  it,  of  all 
the  working-men,  to  him  only. 

He  had  been  for  many  years  a  quiet,  silent 
man,  associating  but  little  with  other  men,  and 
used  to  companionship  with  his  own  thoughts. 
He  had  never  known  before  the  strength  of  the 
want  in  his  heart  for  the  frequent  recognition  of 
a  nod,  a  look,  a  word ;  or  the  immense  amount 
of  relief  that  had  been  poured  into  it  by  drops 
through  such  small  means.  It  was  even  harder 
than  he  could  have  believed  possible  to  sepa- 
rate, in  his  own  conscience,  his  abandonment 
by  all  his  fellows,  from  a  baseless  sense  of  shame 
and  disgrace. 

The  first  four  days  of  his  endurance  were 
days  so  long  and  heavy,  that  he  began  to  be 
appalled  by  the  prospect  before  him.  Not  only 
did  he  see  no  Rachael  all  the  time,  but  he 
avoided  every  chance  of  seeing  her  ;  for,  although 
he  knew  that  the  prohibition  did  not  yet  formally 
extend  to  the  women  working  in  the  factories, 
he  found   that  some  of  them  with  whom  he  was 
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acquainted  were  changed  to  him,  and  he  feared 
to  try  others,  and  dreaded  that  Rachael  might 
be  even  singled  out  from  the  rest  if  she  were 
seen  in  his  company.  So,  he  had  been  quite 
alone  during  the  four  days,  and  had  spoken  to 
no  one,  when,  as  he  was  leaving  his  work  at 
night,  a  young  man  of  a  very  light  complexion 
accosted  him  in  the  street. 

"Your  name's  Blackpool,  ain't  it?"  said  the 
young  man. 

Stephen  coloured  to  find  himself  with  his  hat 
in  his  hand,  in  his  gratitude  for  being  spoken  to, 
or  in  the  suddenness  of  it,  or  both.  He  made 
a  feint  of  adjusting  the  lining,  and  said,  "Yes." 

"  You  are  the  Hand  they  have  sent  to  Coven- 
try, I  mean  ?"  said  Bitzer,  the  very  light  young 
man  in  question. 

Stephen  answered  "  Yes"  again. 

"  1  supposed  so,  from  their  all  appearing  to 
keep  away  from  you.  Mr.  Bounderby  wants  to 
speak  to  you.  You  know  his  house,  don't  you?" 

Stephen  said  "Yes"  again. 

"  Then  go  straight  up  there,  will  you  ?  "  said 
Bitzer.  "  You're  expected,  and  have  only  to 
tell  the  servant  it's  you.  I  belong  to  the  Bank  ; 
60,  if  you  go  straight  up  without  me  (I  was  sent 
to  fetch  you),  you'll  save  me  a  walk." 

Stephen,  whose  way  had  been  in  the  contrary 
direction,  turned  about,  and  betook  himself,  as 
in  duty  bound,  to  the  red-brick  castle  of  the 
giant  Bounderby. 


CHAPTER  V. 


MEN    AND    MASTERS. 


ELL,  Stephen,"  said  Bounderby  in 
his  windy  manner,  "  what's  this  I 
hear?  What  have  these  pests  of 
the  earth  been  doing  Kayou  i  Come 
,  and  speak  up." 
It  was  into  the  drawing-room 
that  he  was  thus  bidden.  A  tea-table 
was  set  out ;  and  Mr.  Bounderby's  young 
wife,  and  her  brother,  and  a  great  gentle- 
man from  London  were  ]jresent.  To  whom 
Stephen  made  his  obeisance,  closing  the  door 
and  standing  near  it,  with  his  hat  in  his  hand. 

"  This  is  the  man  I  was  telling  you  about, 
Harthouse,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby.  The  gentle- 
man he  addressed,  who  was  talking  to  Mrs. 
Bounderby  on  the  sofa,  got  up,  saying  in  an 
indolent  way,  "Oh,  really?"  and  dawdled  to 
the  hearth-rug  where  Mr.  Bounderby  stood. 
"  Now,"  said  Bounderby,  "  speak  up  !  " 
After  the  four  days  he  had  passed,  this  ad- 


dress fell  rudely  and  discordantly  on  Stephen's 
ear.  Besides  being  a  rough  handling  of  his 
wounded  mind,  it  seemed  to  assume  that  he 
really  was  the  self-interested  deserter  he  had 
been  called. 

"  What  were  it,  sir,"  saiil  Stephen,  "  as  yo 
were  pleased  to  want  wi'  me  ?  " 

"  Why,  I  have  told  you,"  returned  Bounderby. 
'"  Speak  up  like  a  man,  since  you  are  a  man,  anil 
tell  us  about  yourself  and  this  Combination." 

■'  Wi'  yor  pardon,  sir,"  said  Stephen  Black- 
pool, "  I  ha'  nowt  to  sen  about  it." 

Mr.  Bounderby,  who  was  always  more  or  less 
like  a  Wind,  finding  somethiiig  in  his  way  here, 
began  to  blow  at  it  directly. 

"  Now,  look  here,  Harthouse,"  said  he ; 
"  here's  a  specimen  of  'em.  When  this  man 
was  here  once  before,  I  warned  tliis  man  against 
the  mischievous  strangers  who  are  always  about 
— and  who  ought  to  be  hanged  wherever  they 
are  found — and  I  told  this  man  that  he  was 
going  in  the  wrong  direction.  Now,  would  you 
believe  it,  that  although  they  have  put  this  mark 
upon  him,  he  is  such  a  slave  to  them  still,  that 
he's  afraid  to  open  his  lips  about  them?" 

"  I  sed  as  I  had  nowt  to  sen,  sir ;  not  as  I 
was  fearfo'  o'  openin'  my  lips." 

"  You  said  !  Ah  !  /  know  what  you  said  ; 
more  than  that,  I  know  what  you  mean,  you 
see.  Not  always  the  same  thing,  by  the  Lord 
Harry  !  Quite  different  things.  You  had  better 
tell  us  at  once  that  that  fellow  Slackbridgc  is 
not  in  the  town,  stirring  up  the  people  to  mu- 
tiny ;  and  that  he  is  not  a  regular  qualified 
leader  of  the  people  :  that  is,  a  most  confounded 
scoundrel.  You  had  better  tell  us  so  at  once  ; 
you  can't  deceive  me.  You  want  to  tell  us  so. 
Why  don't  you?" 

"  I'm  as  sooary  as  yo,  sir,  wlicn  the  people's 
leaders  is  bad,"  said  Stephen,  shaking  his  head. 
"  They  taks  such  as  offers.  Hajily  'tis  na'  the 
sma'est  o'  their  misfortuns  when  they  can  get  no 
better." 

The  wind  began  to  get  boisterous. 

"  Now,  you'll  think  this  pretty  well,  Hart- 
house," said  Mr.  Bounderby.  "  You'll  think 
this  tolerably  strong.  You'll  say,  upon  my  soul 
this  is  a  tidy  specimen  of  what  my  friends  have 
to  deal  with  ;  but  this  is  nothing,  sir  !  You  shall 
hear  me  a.sk  this  man  a  question.  Pray,  Mr. 
Blackpool " — wind  springing  up  very  fast — 
"  may  I  take  the  liberty  of  asking  you  how  it 
hapjiens  that  you  rcfuscil  to  be  in  this  Combi- 
nation ?" 

"  How  't  hajjpens  ?" 

"  Ah  !  "  saitl  Mr.  Bounderby  wiUi  his  thumbs 
in  the  arms  of  his  coat,  and  jerking  his  head 
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and  shutting  his  eyes  in   confidence  with  the 
opposite  wall :  "  how  it  happens." 

"  I'd  liefer  not  coom  to  't,  sir;  but  sin'  you 
put  th'  question — an'  not  want'n  t'  be  ill-man- 
ner'n — I'll  answer.    I  ha'  passed  a  promess." 

"  Not  to  me,  you  know,"  said  Bounderby. 
(Gusty  weather,  with  deceitful  calms.  One  now 
prevailing. ) 

"Oh  no,  sir!     Not  to  yo." 

"  As  for  me,  any  consideration  for  me  has  had 
just  nothing  at  all  to  do  with  it,"  said  Boun- 
derby, still  in  confidence  with  the  wall.  "  If 
only  Josiah  Bounderby  of  Coketown  had  been 
in  question,  you  would  have  joined  and  made  no 
bones  about  it  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes,  sir.     'Tis  true." 

"Though  he  knows,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby, 
now  blowing  a  gale,  "  that  these  are  a  set  of 
rascals  and  rebels  whom  transportation  is  too 
good  for  !  Now,  Mr.  Harthouse,  you  have  been 
knocking  about  in  the  world  some  time.  Did 
you  ever  meet  with  anything  like  that  man  out 
of  this  blessed  country  ?  "  And  Mr.  Bounderby 
pointed  him  out  for  inspection  with  an  angry 
finger. 

"  Nay,  ma'am,"  said  Stephen  Blackpool, 
staunchly  protesting  against  the  words  that  had 
been  used,  and  instinctively  addressing  himself 
to  Louisa,  after  glancing  at  her  face.  "  Not 
rebels,  nor  yet  rascals.  Nowt  o'  th'  kind,  ma'am, 
nowt  o'  th'  kind.  They've  not  doon  me  a  kind- 
ness, ma'am,  as  I  know  and  feel.  But  there's  not 
a  dozen  men  amoong  'em,  ma'am — a  dozen  ?  Not 
six — but  what  believes  as  he  has  doon  his  duty 
by  the  rest  and  by  himseln.  God  forbid  as  I, 
that  ha'  known  and  had'n  experience  o'  these 
men  aw  my  life — -I  that  ha'  ett'n  an'  droonken 
wi'  'em,  an'  seet'n  wi'  'em,  and  toil'n  wi'  'em,  and 
lov'n  'em,  should  fail  fur  to  stan'  by  'em  wi'  the 
truth,  let  'em  ha'  doon  to  me  what  they  may  ! " 

He  spoke  with  the  rugged  earnestness  of  his 
place  and  character — deepened,  perhaps,  by  a 
proud  consciousness  that  he  was  faithful  to  his 
class  under  all  their  mistrust ;  but  he  fully  re- 
membered where  he  was,  and  did  not  even  raise 
his  voice. 

"  No,  ma'am,  no.  They're  true  to  one  ano- 
ther, faithfo'  to  one  another,  'fectionate  to  one 
another,  e'en  to  death.  Be  poor  amoong  'em, 
be  sick  amoong  'em,  grieve  amoong  'em  for  onny 
o'  th'  monny  causes  that  carries  grief  to  the  poor 
man's  door,  an'  they'll  be  tender  wi'  yo,  gentle 
wi'  yo,  comfortable  wi'  yo,  Chrisen  wi'  yo.  Be 
sure  o'  that,  ma'am.  They'd  be  riven  to  bits  ere 
ever  they'd  be  different." 

"In  short,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby,  ''it's  be- 
caiise  they  are  so  full  of  virtues  that  they  have 


turned  you  adrift.  Go  through  with  it  while  you 
are  about  it.     Out  with  it!  " 

"  How  'tis,  ma'am,"  resumed  Stephen,  ap- 
pearing still  to  find  his  natural  refuge  in 
Louisa's  face,  "  that  what  is  best  in  us  fok 
seems  to  turn  us  most  to  trouble  an'  rnisfort'n 
an'  mistake,  I  dunno.  But  'tis  so.  I  know  'tis, 
as  I  know  the  heavens  is  over  me  ahint  the 
smoke.  We're  patient  too,  an'  wants  in  general 
to  do  right.  An'  I  canna  think  the  fawt  is  aw 
wi'  us." 

"  Now,  my  friend,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby, 
whom  he  could  not  have  exasperated  more, 
quite  unconscious  of  it  though  he  was,  than  by 
seeming  to  appeal  to  any  one  else,  "  if  you  will 
favour  me  with  your  attention  for  half  a  minute, 
I  should  like  to  have  a  word  or  two  with  you. 
You  said  just  now  that  you  had  nothing  to  tell 
us  about  this  business.  You  are  quite  sure  of 
that  before  we  go  any  further  ?  " 

"  Sir,  I  am  sure  on  't." 

"  Here's  a  gentleman  from  London  present," 
Mr.  Bounderby  made  a  back-handed  point  at 
Mr.  James  Harthouse  with  his  thumb,  "  a  Par- 
liament gentleman.  I  should  hke  him  to  hear 
a  short  bit  of  dialogue  between  you  and  me,  in- 
stead of  taking  the  substance  of  it— for  I  know 
precious  well,  beforehand,  what  it  will  be  ;  no- 
body knows  better  than  I  do,  take  notice ! — 
instead  of  receiving  it  on  trust,  from  my  mouth." 

Stephen  bent  his  head  to  the  gentleman  from 
London,  and  showed  a  rather  more  troubled 
mind  than  usual.  He  turned  his  eyes  involun- 
tarily to  his  former  refuge,  but,  at  a  look  from 
that  quarter  (expressive,  though  instantaneous), 
he  settled  them  on  Mr.  Bounderby's  face. 

"  Now,  what  do  you  complain  of? "  asked 
Mr.  Bounderby. 

"  I  ha'  not  coom  here,  sir,"  Stephen  reminded 
him,  "  to  complain.  I  coom  for  that  I  were 
sent  for." 

"\Miat,"  repeated  Mr.  Bounderby,  folding 
his  arms,  "  do  you  people,  in  a  general  way, 
complain  of?  " 

Stephen  looked  at  him  with  some  little  irreso- 
lution for  a  moment,  and  then  seemed  to  make 
up  his  mind. 

"  Sir,  I  were  never  good  at  showin'  o  't,  though 
I  ha'  had'n  my  share  in  feeling  o  't.  'Deed  we 
are  in  a  muddle,  sir.  Look  round  town— so 
rich  as  'tis — and  see  the  numbers  o'  people  as 
has  been  broughten  into  bein'  heer,  fur  to 
weave,  an'  to  card,  an'  to  piece  out  a  livin',  aw 
the  same  one  way,  somehows,  'twixt  their  cradles 
and  their  graves.  Look  how  we  live,  an'wheer 
we  live,  an'  in  what  numbers,  an'  by  what 
chances,  and  wi'  what  sameness ;  and  look  how 
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the  mills  is  awlus  a-goin',  and  how  they  never 
works  us  no  nigher  to  onydis'ant  object — ceptin' 
awlus,  Death.  Look  how  you  considers  of  us, 
an'  writes  of  us,  an'  talks  of  us,  an'  goes  up 
wi'  yor  deputations  to  Secretaries  o'  State  'bout 
us,  and  how  yo  are  awlus  right,  and  how  we 
are  awlus  wrong,  and  never  had'n  no  reason  in 
us  sin'  ever  we  were  born.  Look  how  this  ha' 
growen  an'  growen,  sir,  bigger  an'  bigger, 
broader  an'  broader,  harder  an'  harder,  fro' 
year  to  year,  fro'  generation  unto  generation. 
Who  can  look  on  't,  sir,  and  fairly  tell  a  man 
'tis  not  a  muddle  ?  "' 

"  Of  course,"  said  j\lr.  Bounderby.  "  Now 
perhaps  you'll  let  the  gentleman  know  how  you 
would  set  this  muddle  (as  you're  so  fond  of 
calling  it)  to  rights." 

"  I  donno,  sir.  I  canna  be  expecten  to  't. 
'Tis  not  me  as  should  be  looken  to  for  that,  sir. 
'Tis  them  as  is  put  ower  me,  and  ower  aw  the 
rest  of  us.  What  do  they  tak'  upon  them- 
seln,  sir,  if  not  to  do  't  ?  " 

"  I'll  tell  you  something  towards  it,  at  any 
rate,"  returned  Mr.  Bounderby.  "  We  will 
make  an  example  of  half-a-dozen  Slackbridges. 
We'll  indict  the  blackguards  for  felony,  and  get 
'em  shipped  off  to  penal  settlements." 

Stephen  gravely  shook  his  head. 

"  Don't  tell  me  we  won't,  man,"  said  Mr. 
Bounderby,  by  this  time  blowing  a  hurricane, 
"  because  we  will,  I  tell  you  !  " 

"  Sir,"  returned  Stephen  with  the  quiet  con- 
fidence of  absolute  certainty,  "  if  yo  was  t'  tak'  a 
hundred  Slackbridges — aw  as  there  is,  and  aw 
the  number  ten  times  towd — an'  was  t'  sew  'em 
up  in  seperate  sacks,  an'  sink  'em  in  the  deepest 
ocean  as  were  made  ere  ever  dry  land  coom  to 
be,  yo'd  leave  the  muddle  just  wheer  'tis.  Mis- 
cheevous  strangers  ! "  said  Stephen  with  an 
anxious  smile ;  '"'  when  ha'  we  not  heern,  I  am 
sure,  sin'  ever  we  can  call  to  mind,  o'  th'  mis- 
cheevous  strangers  ?  'Tis  not  by  fhcm  the 
trouble's  made,  sir.  'Tis  not  wi'  them  't  com- 
mences. I  ha'  no  favour  for  'em — I  ha'  no 
reason  to  favour  'em — but  'tis  hopeless  and  use- 
less to  dream  o'  takin'  them  fro'  their  trade, 
'stead  o'  takin'  their  trade  fro'  them  !  Aw  tliat's 
now  about  me  in  this  room  were  heer  afore  I 
coom,  an'  will  be  hcer  when  I  am  gone.  Put 
that  clock  aboard  a  ship,  an'  pack  it  off  to  Nor- 
folk Island,  an'  the  time  will  go  on  just  the 
same.     So  'tis  wi'  Slackbridgc  every  bit." 

Reverting  for  a  moment  to  his  former  refuge, 
he  observed  a  cautionary  movement  of  her  eyes 
towards  the  door.  Stepping  back,  he  put  his 
hand  upon  the  lock.  IBut  he  had  not  spoken 
out  of  his  own  will  and  desire  ;  and  he  felt  it  in 


his  heart  a  noble  retv»rn  for  his  late  injurious 
treatment  to  be  faithful  to  the  last  to  those  who 
had  repudiated  him.  He  stayed  to  finish  what 
was  in  his  mind. 

"Sir,  I  canna,  wi'  my  little  learning  an' my 
common  way,  tell  the  genelman  what  will  better 
aw  this — though  some  working-men  o'  this  town 
could,  above  my  powers — but  I  can  tell  him 
what  I  know  will  never  do  't.  The  strong  hand 
will  never  do  't.  Vict'ry  and  triumph  will  never 
do  't.  Agreeing  fur  to  mak'  one  side  unnat'rally 
awlus  and  for  ever  right,  and  toother  side  unnat'- 
rally awlus  and  for  ever  wrong,  will  never,  never 
do  't.  Nor  yet  lettin'  alone  will  never  do  't. 
Let  thousands  upon  thousands  alone,  aw  leadin' 
the  like  lives  and  all  faw'en  into  the  like  muddle, 
and  they  will  be  as  one,  and  yo  will  be  as 
anoother,  wi'  a  black  unpassable  world  betwixt 
yo,  just  as  long  or  short  a  time  as  sitch-like  misery 
can  last.  Not  drawin'  nigh  to  fok,  wi'  kindness 
and  patience  an'  cheery  ways,  that  so  draws  nigh 
to  one  another  in  their  monny  troubles,  and  so 
cherishes  one  another  in  their  distresses  wi' 
what  they  need  themseln — like,  I  humbly  be- 
lieve, as  no  people  the  genelman  ha'  seen  in  aw 
his  travels  can  beat — will  never  do  't  till  th' 
Sun  turns  t'  ice.  Most  o'  aw,  ratin'  'em  as  so 
much  Power,  and  reg'latin'  em  as  if  they  was 
figures  in  a  soom,  or  machines  :  wi'out  loves 
and  likens,  wi'out  memories  and  inclinations, 
wi'out  souls  to  weary  and  souls  to  hope — when 
aw  goes  quiet,  draggin'  on  wi'  'em  as  if  they'd 
nowt  o'  th'  kind,  an',  when  aw  goes  onquiet,  re- 
proachin'  'em  for  their  want  o'  sitch  humanly 
feelins  in  their  dealins  wi'  yo — this  will  never 
do  't,  sir,  till  God's  work  is  onmade." 

Stephen  stood  wirir  the  open  door  in  his 
hand,  waiting  to  know  if  anj'thing  more  were 
exjjected  of  him. 

"  Just  stop  a  moment/'  said  Mr.  Bounderby, 
excessively  red  in  the  face.  "  I  told  you,  the 
last  time  you  were  here  with  a  grievance,  that 
you  had  better  turn  about  and  come  out  of  that. 
.•\nd  I  also  told  you,  if  you  remember,  that  I  wai 
up  to  the  gold-spoon  look-oul." 

"  I  were  not  up  to  't  myseln,  sir ;  I  do  assure 
yo." 

"  Now,  it's  clear  to  me,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby, 
"  that  you  are  one  of  those  chaps  who  have 
always  got  a  grievance.  And  you  go  about  sow- 
ing it  and  raising  crops.  That's  the  business  of 
your  life,  my  friend." 

Stephen  shook  his  head,  mutely  protesting  that 
indeed  he  had  other  business  to  do  for  his  life. 

"  You  are  such  a  waspish,  raspish,  ill-condi- 
tioned chap,  you  see,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby, 
"  that  even  your  own  Union,  the  men  who  know 
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you  best,  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  you.  I 
never  thought  those  fellows  could  be  right  in 
anything  ;  but  I  tell  you  what  !  I  so  far  go 
along  with  them,  for  a  novelty,  that  /'ll  have 
nothing  to  do  with  you  either." 

Stephen  raised  his  eyes  quickly  to  his  face. 

"  You  can  finish  off  what  you're  at,"  said  Mr. 
Bounderby  with  a  meaning  nod,  "and  then  go 
elsewhere." 

"  Sir,  yo  know  weel,"  said  Stephen  expres- 
sively, "  that  if  I  canna  get  work  wi'  yo,  I  canna 
get  it  elsewheer." 

The  reply  was,  "  'What  I  know,  I  know ;  and 
what  you  know,  you  know.  I  have  no  more  to 
say  about  it." 

Stephen  glanced  at  Louisa  again,  but  her 
eyes  were  raised  to  his  no  more ;  therefore, 
with  a  sigh,  and  saying  barely  above  his  breath, 
•'  Heaven  help  us  aw  in  this  world  ! "  he  de- 
parted. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


FADING  AWAY. 


'T  was  falling  dark  when  Stephen 
came  out  of  Mr.  Bounderby's  house. 
The  shadows  of  night  had  gathered 
so  fast,  that  he  did  not  look  about 
him  when  he  closed  the  door,  but 
plodded  straight  along  the  street. 
Nothing  was  further  from  his  thoughts 
than  the  curious  old  woman  he  had 
encountered  on  his  previous  visit  to  the  same 
house,  when  he  heard  a  step  behind  him  that 
he  knew,  and,  turning,  saw  her  in  Rachael's  com- 
pany. 

He  saw  Rachael  first,  as  he  had  heard  her 
only. 

'■  Ah,  Rachael,  my  dear  !  Missus,  thou  wi' 
her?" 

"  Well,  and  now  you  are  surprised  to  be  sure, 
and  with  reason  I  must  say,"  the  old  woman 
returned.     '"  Here  I  am  again,  you  see." 

"  But  how  wi'  Rachael  ?"  said  Stephen,  falling 
into  their  step,  walking  between  them,  and  look- 
ing from  the  one  to  the  other. 

"  Why,  I  come  to  be  with  this  good  lass 
pretty  much  as  I  came  to  be  with  you,"  said 
the  old  woman  cheerfully,  taking  the  reply  upon 
herself.  "  My  visiting-time  is  later  this  year  than 
usual,  for  I  have  been  rather  troubled  with  short- 
ness of  breath,  and  so  put  it  off  till  the  weather 
was  fine  and  warm.  For  the  same  reason  I  don't 
make  all  my  journey  in  one  day,  but  divide  it 
into  two  days,  and  get  a  bed  to-night  at  the 


Travellers'  Coffee-house  down  by  the  railroad  (a 
nice  clean  house),  and  go  back  Parliamentary, 
at  six  in  the  morning.  Well,  but  what  has  this 
to  do  with  this  good  lass,  says  you  ?  Pm  going 
to  tell  you.  I  have  heard  of  Mr.  Bounderby 
being  married.  I  read  it  in  the  paper,  where  it 
looked  grand — oh,  it  looked  fine  I "  the  old 
woman  dwelt  on  it  with  strange  enthusiasm : 
"  and  I  want  to  see  his  wife.  I  have  never  seen 
her  yet.  Now,  if  you'll  believe  me,  she  hasn't 
come  out  of  that  house  since  noon  to-day.  So, 
not  to  give  her  up  too  easily,  I  was  waiting 
about,  a  little  last  bit  more,  when  I  passed  close 
to  this  good  lass  two  or  three  times ;  and  her 
face  being  so  friendly,  1  spoke  to  her,  and  she- 
spoke  to  me.  There  ! "  said  the  old  woman  to 
Stephen,  "you  can  make  all  the  rest  out  for 
yourself  now,  a  deal  shorter  than  I  can,  I  dare 
say  !  " 

Once  again  Stephen  had  to  conquer  an  in- 
stinctive propensity  to  dishke  this  old  woman, 
though  her  manner  was  as  honest  and  simple  as 
a  manner  possibly  could  be.  With  a  gentleness 
that  was  as  natural  to  him  as  he  knew  it  to  be 
to  Rachael,  he  pursued  the  subject  that  inter- 
ested her  in  her  old  age.  ' 

"  Well,  missus,"  said  he,  "  I  ha'  seen  the  lad}', 
and  she  were  yoong  and  hansom.  Wi'  fine  dark 
thinkin'  eyes,  and  a  still  way,  Rachael,  as  I  ha' 
never  seen  the  like  on." 

"  Young  and  handsome.  Yes  !  "  cried  the  old 
woman,  quite  delighted.  "  As  bonny  as  a  rose  ! 
And  what  a  happy  wife  !  " 

"  Ay,  missus,  I  suppose  she  be,"  said  Stephen. 
But  with  a  doubtful  glance  at  Rachael. 

"  Suppose  she  be  ?  She  must  be.  She's  your 
master's  wife,"  returned  the  old  woman. 

Stephen  nodded  assent.  "  Though  as  to 
master,"  said  he,  glancing  again  at  Rachael, 
"  not  master  onny  more.  That's  aw  enden  'twixt 
him  and  me." 

"  Have  you  left  his  work,  Stephen?"  asked 
Rachael  anxiously  and  quickly. 

"  Why,  Rachael,"  he  replied,  "  whether  I  ha' 
lef 'n  his  work,  or  whether  his  work  ha'  lef'n  me, 
cooms  t'  th'  same.  His  work  and  me  are  parted. 
'Tis  as  weel  so — better,  I  were  thinkin'  when  yo 
coom  up  wi'  me.  It  would  ha'  brought'n  trouble 
upon  trouble  if  I  had  stayed  theer.  Haply  'tis 
a  kindness  to  monny  that  I  go ;  haply  'tis  a 
kindness  to  myseln ;  anyways  it  mun  be  done. 
I  mun  turn  my  face  fro'  Coketown  fur  th'  lime, 
and  seek  a  fort'n,  dear,  by  beginnin'  fresh." 

"Where  will  you  go,  Stephen?" 

"  I  donno  t'  night,"  said  he,  lifting  off  his  hat, 
and  smoothing  his  thin  hair  with  the  flat  of  his 
hand.    "  But  I'm  not  goin'  f  night,  Rachael,  nor 
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yet  t'  morrow.  Tan't  easy  overmuch  t'  know 
wheer  t'  turn,  but  a  good  heart  will  coom  to 
me.'' 

Herein,  too,  the  tense  of  even  thinking  un- 
selfishly aided  him.  Before  he  had  so  much  as 
closed  Mr.  Bounderby's  door,  he  had  reflected 


that  at  least  his  being  obliged  to  go  away  was 
good  for  her,  as  it  would  save  her  from  the 
chance  of  being  brought  into  question  for  not 
withdrawing  from  him.  Though  it  would  cost 
him  a  hard  pang  to  leave  her,  and  though  he 
could  think  of  no  similar  place  in  which  his  con- 


HE.WEN   HELP   US   AW   IN   THIS   WORLD  I  " 


demnation  would  not  pursue  him,  perhaps  it  was 
almost  a  relief  to  be  forced  away  from  the  en- 
durance of  the  last  four  days,  even  to  unknown 
difficulties  and  distresses. 

So  he  said,  with  truth,  "  I'm  more  leetsomc, 
Rachael,  under  't  than  I  could'n  ha'  believed." 


It  was  not  her  part  to  make  his  burden  heavier. 
She  answered  widi  her  comforting  smile,  and 
the  three  walked  on  together. 

Age,  especially  when  it  strives  to  be  self-re- 
liant and  cheerful,  finds  much  consideration 
among  the  poor.    The  old  woman  was  so  decent 
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and  contented,  and  made  so  light  of  her  in- 
firmities, tiiough  they  had  increased  upon  her 
since  her  former  interview  with  Stephen,  that 
they  both  took  an  interest  in  her.  She  was  too 
sprightly  to  allow  of  their  walking  at  a  slow  pace 
on  her  account,  but  she  was  very  grateful  to  be 
talked  to,  and  very  willing  to  talk  to  any  extent : 
so,  when  they  came  to  their  part  of  the  town, 
she  was  more  brisk  and  vivacious  than  ever. 

"Coom  to  my  pool-  place,  missus,"  said 
Stephen,  "  and  tak'  a  coop  o'  tea.  Rachael  will 
coom  then ;  and  arterwards  I'll  see  thee  safe  t' 
thy  Travellers'  lodgin'.  T  may  be  long,  Rachael, 
ere  ever  I  ha'  th'  chance  o'  thy  coompany  agen." 

They  complied,  and  the  three  went  on  to  the 
house  where  he  lodged,  ^\'hen  they  turned  into 
a  narrow  street,  Stephen  glanced  at  his  window 
with  a  dread  that  always  haunted  his  desolate 
home  ;  but  it  was  open,  as  he  had  left  it,  and  no 
one  was  there.  The  evil  spirit  of  his  life  had 
flitted  away  again,  months  ago,  and  he  had 
heard  no  more  of  her  since.  The  only  evi- 
dences of  her  last  return,  now,  were  the  scantier 
movables  in  his  room,  and  the  greyer  hair  upon 
his  head. 

He  lighted  a  candle,  set  out  his  little  tea- 
board,  got  hot  water  from  below,  and  brought 
in  small  portions  of  tea  and  sugar,  a  loaf,  and 
some  butter  from  the  nearest  shop.  The  bread 
was  new  and  crusty,  the  butter  fresh,  and  the 
sugar  lump,  of  course,  in  fulfilment  of  the  stand- 
ard testimony  of  the  Coketown  magnates,  that 
these  people  lived  like  princes,  sir.  Rachael 
made  the  tea  (so  large  a  party  necessitated  the 
borrowing  of  a  cup),  and  the  visitor  enjoyed  it 
mightily.  It  was  the  first  glimpse  of  sociality 
the  host  had  had  for  many  days.  He,  too,  with 
the  world  a  wide  heath 'before  him,  enjoyed  the 
meal — again  in  corroboration  of  the  magnates, 
as  exemplifying  the  utter  want  of  calculation  on 
the  part  of  these  people,  sir. 

"  I  ha'  never  thowt  yet,  missus,"  said  Stephen, 
"  o'  askin'  thy  name." 

The  old  lady  announced  herself  as  "  Mrs. 
Pegler." 

"  A  widder,  I  think  ?  "  said  Stephen. 

"  Oh,  many  long  years  ! "  Mrs.  Pegler's  hus- 
band (one  of  the  best  on  record)  was  already 
dead,  lay  Mrs.  Pegler's  calculation,  when  Stephen 
was  born. 

"  'Twere  a  bad  job,  too,  to  lose  so  good  a 
one,"  said  Stephen.     "  Onny  children  ?" 

Mrs.  Pegler's  cup,  rattling  against  her  saucer 
as  she  held  it,  denoted  some  nervousness  on 
her  part.  "  No,"  she  said.  "  Not  now,  not 
now." 

"  Dead,  Stephen,"  Rachael  softly  hinted. 


"  I'm  sooary  I  ha'  spok'n  on  't,"  said  Stephen  ; 
"  I  ought  t'  had'n  in  my  mind  as  I  might  touch 
a  sore  place.     I — I  blame  myseln." 

While  he  excused  himself,  the  old  lady's  cup 
rattled  more  and  more.  "  I  had  a  son,"  she 
said,  curiously  distressed,  and  not  by  any  of  the 
usual  appearances  of  sorrow  ;  "  and  he  did  well, 
wonderfully  well.     But  he  is  not  to  be  spoken 

of  if  you  please.     He  is "     Putting  down 

her  cup,  she  moved  her  hands  as  if  she  would 
have  added,  by  her  action,  "  dead  !"  Then  she 
said  aloud,  "  I  have  lost  him." 

Stephen  had  not  yet  got  the  better  of  his 
having  given  the  old  lady  pain,  when  his  land- 
lady came  stumbling  up  the  narrow  stairs,  and, 
calling  him  to  the  door,  whispered  in  his  car. 
Mrs.  Pegler  was  by  no  means  deaf,  for  she 
caught  a  word  as  it  was  uttered. 

"  Bounderby  !  "  she  cried  in  a  suppressed 
voice,  starting  up  from  the  table.  "  Oh,  hide 
me  !  Don't  let  me  be  seen  for  the  world.  Don't 
let  him  come  up  till  I've  got  away.  Pray,  pray ! " 
She  trembled,  and  was  excessively  agitated ; 
getting  behind  Rachael,  when  Rachael  tried  to 
reassure  her ;  and  not  seeming  to  know  what 
she  was  about. 

"  But  hearken,  missus,  hearken,"  said  Stephen, 
astonished.  '■  'Tisn't  Mr.  Bounderby ;  'tis  his 
wife.  Yo'r  not  fearfo'  o'  her.  Yo  was  hey-go- 
mad  about  her  but  an  hour  sin'." 

"  But  are  you  sure  it's  the  lady,  and  not  tlie 
gentleman  ?  "  she  asked,  still  trembling. 

"  Certain  sure  !  " 

"  Well,  then,  pray  don't  speak  to  me,  nor  )-et 
take  any  notice  of  me,"  said  the  old  woman. 
"  Let  me  be  quite  to  myself  in  this  corner." 

Stephen  nodded ;  looking  to  Rachael  for  an 
explanation,  which  she  was  quite  unable  to  gi\'e 
him  ;  took  the  candle,  went  down-stairs,  and  in 
a  few  moments  returned,  lighting  Louisa  into 
the  room.     She  was  followed  by  the  whelp. 

Rachael  had  risen,  and  stood  apart  with  her 
shawl  and  bonnet  in  her  hand,  when  Stephen, 
himself  profoundly  astonished  by  this  visit,  put 
the  candle  on  the  table.  Then  he  too  stood, 
with  his  doubled  hand  upon  the  table  near  it, 
waiting  to  be  addressed. 

For  the  first  time  in  her  life,  Louisa  had  come 
into  one  of  the  dwellings  of  the  Coketown 
Hands  ;  for  the  first  time  in  her  life,  she  was 
face  to  face  with  anything  like  individuality  in 
connection  with  them.  She  knew  of  their  exist- 
ence by  hundreds  and  by  thousands.  She  knew 
what  results  in  work  a  given  number  of  them 
would  produce  in  a  given  space  of  time.  She 
knew  them  in  crowds  passing  to  and  from  their 
nests,  like  ants  or  beetles.     But  she  knew,  from 
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her  reading,  infinitely  more  of  the  ways  of  toil- 
ing insects  than  of  these  toiling  men  and 
women. 

Something  to  be  worked  so  much  and  paid 
so  much,  and  there  ended  :  something  to  be 
infallibly  settled  by  laws  of  supply  and  demand ; 
something  that  blundered  against  those  laws, 
and  floundered  into  difiiculty ;  something  that 
was  a  little  pinched  wheu  wheat  was  dear,  and 
over-ate  itself  when  wheat  was  cheap ;  some- 
thing that  increased  at  such  a  rate  of  per-centage, 
and  yielded  such  another  per-centage  of  crime, 
and  such  another  per-centage  of  pauperism  ; 
something  wholesale,  of  which  vast  fortunes  were 
made ;  something  that  occasionally  rose  like  a 
sea,  and  did  some  harm  and  waste  (chiefly  to 
itself),  and  fell  again ;  this  she  knew  the  Coke- 
town  Hands  to  be.  But,  she  had  scarcely 
thought  more  of  separating  them  into  units  than 
of  separating  the  sea  itself  into  its  component 
drops. 

She  stood  for  some  moments  looking  round 
the  room.  From  the  few  chairs,  the  few  books, 
the  common  prints,  and  the  bed,  she  glanced  to 
the  two  women,  and  to  Stephen. 

"  I  have  come  to  speak  to  you,  in  consequence 
of  what  passed  just  now.  I  should  like  to  be 
serviceable  to  you,  if  you  will  let  me.  Is  this 
your  wife  ?  " 

Rachael  raised  her  eyes,  and  they  sufficiently 
answered  no,  and  dropped  again. 

"  I  remember,"  said  Louisa,  reddening  at  her 
mistake;  "I  recollect,  now,  to  have  heard  your 
domestic  misfortunes  spoken  of,  though  I  was 
not  attending  to  the  particulars  at  the  time.  It 
was  not  my  meaning  to  ask  a  question  that 
would  give  pain  to  any  one  here.  If  I  should 
ask  any  other  question  that  may  happen  to  have 
that  result,  give  me  credit,  if  you  please,  for 
being  in  ignorance  how  to  speak  to  you  as  I 
ought." 

As  Stephen  had  but  a  little  while  ago  instinc- 
tively addressed  himself  to  her,  so  she  now 
instinctively  addressed  herself  to  Rachael.  Her 
manner  was  short  and  abrupt,  yet  faltering  and 
timid. 

"  He  has  told  }'ou  what  has  passed  between 
himself  and  my  husband  ?  You  would  be  his 
first  resource,  I  think." 

'•  1  have  heard  the  end  of  it,  young  lady,"  said 
Rachael. 

"  Did  I  understand  that,  being  rejected  by 
one  employer,  he  would  probably  be  rejected 
by  all  ?     I  thought  he  said  as  much." 

"  The  chances  are  very  small,  young  lady — 
- — next  to  nothing — for  a  man  who  gets  a  bad 
name  amona;  them." 


"  What  shall  I  understand  that  you  mean  by 
a  bad  name  ?  " 

"  The  name  of  being  troublesome." 

"  Then,  by  the  prejudices  of  his  own  class, 
and  by  the  prejudices  of  the  other,  he  is  sacri- 
ficed alike  ?  Are  the  two  so  deeply  separated 
in  this  town  that  there  is  no  place  whatever  for 
an  honest  workman  between  them  ?  " 

Rachael  shook  her  head  in  silence. 

"  He  fell  into  suspicion,"  said  Louisa,  "  with 
his  fellow-weavers,  because  he  had  made  a  pro- 
mise not  to  be  one  of  them.  I  think  it  must 
have  been  to  you  that  he  made  that  promise. 
Might  I  ask  you  why  he  made  it  ?  " 

Rachael  burst  into  tears.  "  I  didn't  seek  it 
of  him,  poor  lad.  I  prayed  him  to  avoid  trouble 
for  his  own  good,  little  thinking  he'd  come  to  it 
througli  me.  But  I  know  he'd  die  a  hundred 
deaths  ere  ever  he'd  break  his  word.  I  know 
that  of  him  well." 

Stephen  had  remained  quietly  attentive,  in 
his  usual  thoughtful  attitude,  with  his  hand  at 
his  chin.  He  now  spoke  in  a  voice  rather  less 
steady  than  usual. 

"  No  one,  excepting  myseln,  can  ever  know 
what  honour,  an'  what  love,  an'  respect  I  bear 
to  Rachael,  or  wi'  what  cause.  When  I  passed 
that  j)romess,  I  towd  her  true,  she  were  th' 
Angel  o'  my  life.  'Twere  a  solemn  promcss. 
'Tis  gone  fro'  me  for  ever." 

Louisa  turned  her  head  to  him,  and  bent  it 
with  a  deference  that  was  new  in  her.  She 
looked  from  him  to  Rachael,  and  her  features 
softened.  "  What  will  you  do  ? "  she  asked 
him.     And  her  voice  had  softened  too. 

"  Weel,  ma'am,"  said  Stephen,  making  the 
best  of  it,  with  a  smile ;  "  when  I  ha'  finished 
off,  I  mun  quit  this  part,  an'  try  another.  Fort- 
net  or  misfortnet,  a  man  can  but  try;  there's 
nowt  to  bed  one  wi'out  tryin' — 'cept  laying  down 
an'  dying." 

"  How  will  you  travel  ?" 

"  Afoot,  my  kind  ledy,  afoot." 

Louisa  coloured,  and  a  purse  appeared  in  her 
hand.  The  rustling  of  a  bank  note  was  audible, 
as  she  unfolded  one  and  laid  it  on  the  table. 

"  Rachael,  will  you  tell  him — for  you  know 
how,  without  offence — diat  this  is  freely  his,  to 
help  him  on  his  way  ?  ^\'iil  )-ou  entreat  him  to 
take  it?" 

"  I  canna  do  that,  young  l.ady,"  she  answered, 
turning  her  head  aside.  "  Bless  you  for  think- 
ing o'  the  poor  lad  wi'  such  tenderness.  But  'tis 
for  him  to  know  his  heart,  and  what  is  right 
accoriling  to  it." 

Louisa  looked,  in  part  incredulous,  in  part 
frightened,  in  part  overcome  with  quick  sym- 
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pathy,  when  this  man  of  so  much  self-command, 
who  had  been  so  plain  and  steady  through  the 
late  interview,  lost  his  composure  in  a  moment, 
and  now  stood  with  his  hand  before  his  face. 
She  stretched  out  hers,  as  if  she  would  have 
touched  him ;  then  checked  herself,  and  re- 
mained still. 

"  Not  e'en  Rachael,"  said  Stephen  when  he 
stood  again  with  his  face  uncovered,  "  could 
mak'  sitch  a  kind  offerin',  by  onny  words, 
kinder.  T'  show  that  I'm  not  a  man  wi'out 
reason  and  gratitude,  I'll  tak'  two  pound.  I'll 
borrow  't  for  t'  pay  't  back.  'Twill  be  the 
sweetest  work  as  ever  I  ha'  done,  that  puts  it  in 
my  power  t'  acknowledge  once  more  my  lastin' 
thankfulness  for  this  present  action." 

She  was  fain  to  take  up  the  note  again,  and  to 
substitute  the  much  smaller  sum  he  had  named. 
He  was  neither  courtly,  nor  handsome,  nor  pic- 
turesque in  any  respect ;  and  yet  his  manner  of 
accepting  it,  and  of  expressing  his  thanks  with- 
out more  words,  had  a  grace  in  it  that  Lord 
Chesterfield  could  not  have  taught  his  son  in  a 
century. 

Tom  had  sat  upon  the  bed,  swinging  one  leg 
and  sucking  his  walking-stick  with  sufficient  un- 
concern, until  the  visit  had  attained  this  stage. 
Seeing  his  sister  ready  to  depart,  he  got  up 
rather  hurriedly,  and  put  in  a  word. 

'"  Just  wait  a  moment.  Loo  !  Before  we  go,  I 
should  like  to  speak  to  him  a  moment.  Some- 
thing comes  into  my  head.  If  you'll  step  out 
on  the  stairs,  Blackpool,  I'll  mention  it.  Never 
■mind  a  light,  man  ! "  Tom  was  remarkably  im- 
patient of  his  moving  towards  the  cupboard  to 
get  one.     "  It  don't  want  a  light." 

Stephen  followed  him  out,  and  Tom  closed 
the  room-door,  and  held  the  lock  in  his  hand. 

"  I  say  !"  he  whispered.  "I  think  I  can  do 
you  a  good  turn.  Don't  ask  me  what  it  is,  be- 
cause It  may  not  come  to  anything.  But  there's 
no  harm  in  my  trying." 

His  breath  tell  like  a  flame  of  fire  on  Stephen's 
ear,  it  was  so  hot. 

"  That  was  our  light  porter  at  the  Bank,"  said 
Tom,  "  who  brought  you  the  message  to-night. 
I  call  him  our  light  porter,  because  I  belong  to 
the  Bank  too." 

Stephen  thought,  "What  a  hurry  he  is  in!" 
He  spoke  so  confusedly. 

"Well!"  said  Tom.  "Now,  look  here! 
When  are  you  off?" 

"  T'  day's  Monday,"  replied  Stephen,  con- 
sidering. "  Why,  sir,  Friday  or  Saturday,  nigh 
'bout." 

"  Friday  or  Saturday,"  said  Tom.  "  Now, 
look  here  !     T  am  not  sure  that  I  can  do  you 


the  good  turn  I  want  to  do  you — that's  my 
sister,  you  know,  in  your  room — but  I  may  be 
able  to,  and  if  I  should  not  be  able  to,  there's 
no  harm  done.  So  I  tell  you  what.  You'll 
know  our  light  porter  again  ?" 

"  Yes,  sure,"  said  Stephen. 

"  Very  well,"  returned  Tom.  "  When  you 
leave  work  of  a  night,  between  this  and  your 
going  away,  just  hang  about  the  Bank  an  hour 
or  so,  will  you  ?  Don't  take  on  as  if  you 
meant  anything,  if  he  should  see  )'0u  hanging 
about  there ;  because  I  shan't  put  him  up  to 
speak  to  you,  unless  I  find  I  can  do  you  the 
service  I  want  to  do  you.  In  that  case  he'll 
have  a  note  or  a  message  for  you,  but  not  else. 
Now,  look  here !  You  are  sure  you  under- 
stand?" 

He  had  wormed  a  finger,  in  the  darkness, 
through  a  button-hole  of  Stephen's  coat,  and 
was  screwing  that  corner  of  the  garment  tight 
up,  round  and  round,  in  an  extraordinary  manner. 

"  I  understand,  sir,"  said  Stephen. 

"  Now,  look  here  !"  repeated  Tom.  "  Be  sure 
you  don't  make  any  mistake,  then,  and  don't 
forget.  I  shall  tell  my  sister,  as  we  go  home, 
what  I  have  in  view,  and  she'll  approve,  I  know. 
Now,  look  here  !  You're  all  right,  are  you  ? 
You  understand  all  about  it?  Very  well,  then. 
Come  along.  Loo  !  " 

He  pushed  the  door  open  as  he  called  to 
her,  but  did  not  return  into  the  room,  or 
wait  to  be  lighted  down  the  narrow  stairs.  He 
was  at  the  bottom  when  she  began  to  descend, 
and  was  in  the  street  before  she  could  take  his 
arm.  ■        -  ■  .w- 

Mrs.  Pegler  remained  in  her  corner  until  the 
brother  and  sister  were  gone,  and  until  Stephen 
came  back  with  the  candle  in  his  hand.  She 
was  in  a  state  of  inexpressible  admiration  of 
Mrs.  Bounderby,  and,  like  an  unaccountable  old 
woman,  w'ept,  "  because  she  was  such  a  pretty 
dear."  Yet  Mrs.  Pegler  was  so  flurried  lest  the 
object  of  her  admiration  should  return  by  chance, 
or  anybody  else  should  come,  that  her  cheerful- 
ness was  ended  for  that  night.  It  was  late,  too, 
to  people  who  rose  early  and  worked  hard  ; 
therefore  the  party  broke  up  ;  and  Stephen  and 
Rachael  escorted  their  mysterious  actjuaintance 
to  the  door  of  the  Travellers'  Coffee-house, 
where  they  parted  from  her. 

They  walked  back  together  to  the  corner  of 
the  street  where  Rachael  lived,  and,  as  they 
drew  nearer  and  nearer  to  it,  silence  crept  upon 
them.  When  they  came  to  the  dark  corner 
where  their  unfrequent  meetings  always  ended, 
they  stopped,  still  silent,  as  if  both  were  afraid 
to  speak. 
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"  I  shall  strive  t'  see  thee  agen,  Rachael,  afore 
I  go,  but  if  not " 

"  Thou  wilt  not,  Stephen,  I  know.  'Tis 
better  that  we  make  up  our  minds  to  be  open 
wi'  one  another." 

"  Thou'rt  awlus  right.  'Tis  bolder  and  better. 
I  ha'  been  thinkin',  then,  Rachael,  that,  as  'tis 
but  a  day  or  two  that  remains,  'twere  better  for 
thee,  my  dear,  not  t'  be  seen  wi'  me.  'T  might 
bring  thee  into  trouble,  fur  no  good." 

'•  'Tis  not  for  that,  Stephen,  that  I  mind. 
But  thou  know'st  our  old  agreement.  'Tis  for 
that." 

"Well,  well,"  said  he.  "'Tis  better,  onny- 
ways." 

"  Thou'lt  write  to  me,  and  tell  me  all  that 
happens,  Stephen  ?" 

"  Yes.  What  can  I  say  now,  but  Heaven  be 
wi'  thee,  Heaven  bless  thee.  Heaven  thank  thee 
and  reward  thee  ?  " 

"  May  it  bless  thee,  Stephen,  too,  in  all  thy 
wanderings,  and  send  thee  peace  and  rest  at 
last  !" 

"  I  towd  thee,  my  dear,"  said  Stephen  Black- 
pool— "  that  night — that  I  would  never  see  or 
think  o'  onnything  that  angered  me,  but  thou,  so 
much  better  than  me,  shouldst  be  beside  it. 
Tliou'rt  beside  it  now.  Thou  mak'st  me  see  it 
wi'  a  better  eye.  Bless  thee  !  Good  night. 
Good-bye  !" 

It  was  but  a  hurried  parting  in  a  common 
street,  yet  it  was  a  sacred  remembrance  to  these 
two  common  people.  Utilitarian  economists, 
skeletons  of  schoolmasters.  Commissioners  of 
Facts,  genteel  and  used-up  infidels,  gabblers  of 
many  little  dog's-eared  creeds,  the  poor  you  will 
have  always  with  you.  Cultivate  in  them,  while 
there  is  yet  time,  the  utmost  graces  of  the  fancies 
and  affections,  to  adorn  their  lives  so  much  in 
need  of  ornament ;  or,  in  the  day  of  your 
triumph,  when  romance  is  utterly  driven  out  of 
their  souls,  and  they  and  a  bare  existence  stand 
face  to  face,  Reality  will  take  a  wolfish  turn,  and 
make  an  end  of  you. 

Stephen  worked  the  next  day,  and  the  next, 
uncheered  by  a  word  from  any  one,  and  shunned 
in  all  his  comings  and  goings  as  before.  At  the 
end  of  the  second  day,  he  saw  land;  at  the  end 
of  the  third,  his  loom  stood  empty. 

lie  had  overstayed  his  hour  in  the  street  out- 
side the  Bank  on  each  of  the  two  first  evenings  ; 
and  nothing  had  happened  there,  good  or  bad. 
That  he  might  not  be  remiss  in  his  part  of  the 
engagement,  he  resolved  to  wait  full  two  hours 
on  this  third  and  last  night. 

There  was  the  lady  who  had  once  kejit  Mr. 
Bjund'crby's  house,  sitting  at  the  first-floor  win- 


dow as  he  had  seen  her  before ;  and  there  was 
the  light  porter,  sometimes  talking  with  her 
there,  and  sometimes  looking  over  the  blind 
below,  which  had  Bank  upon  it,  and  sometimes 
coming  to  the  door  and  standing  on  the  steps 
for  a  breath  of  air.  When  he  first  came  out, 
Stephen  thought  he  might  be  looking  for  him, 
and  passed  near ;  but  the  light  porter  only  cast 
his  winking  eyes  upon  him  slightly,  and  said 
nothing. 

Two  hours  were  a  long  stretch  of  lounging 
about,  after  a  long  day's  labour.  Stephen  sat 
upon  the  step  of  a  door,  leaned  against  a  wall 
under  an  archway,  strolled  up  and  down,  list- 
ened for  the  church  clock,  stopped  and  watched 
children  playing  in  the  street.  Some  purpose 
or  other  is  so  natural  to  every  one,  that  a  mere 
loiterer  always  looks  and  feels  remarkable. 
When  the  first  hour  was  out,  Stephen  even 
began  to  have  an  uncomfortable  sensation  upon 
him  of  being  for  the  time  a  disreputable  cha- 
racter. 

Then  came  the  lamplighter,  and  two  lengthen- 
ing lines  of  light  all  down  the  long  perspective 
of  the  street,  until  they  were  blended  and  lost 
in  the  distance.  Mrs.  Sparsit  closed  the  first- 
floor  window,  drew  down  the  blind,  and  went 
up-stairs.  Presently,  a  light  went  up-stairs  after 
her,  passing  first  the  fanlight  of  the  door,  and 
afterwards  the  two  staircase  windows,  on  its 
way  up.  By-and-by,  one  corner  of  the  second- 
floor  blind  was  disturbed,  as  if  Mrs.  Sparsit's 
eye  were  there ;  also  the  other  corner,  as  if  the 
light  porter's  eye  were  on  that  side.  Still,  no 
communication  was  made  to  Stephen.  Much 
relieved  when  the  two  hours  were  at  last  ac- 
complished, he  went  away  at  a  quick  pace,  as  a 
recompense  for  so  much  loitering. 

He  had  only  to  take  leave  of  his  landlaily, 
and  lie  down  on  his  temporary  bed  ujjon  the 
floor ;  for  his  bundle  was  made  u])  for  to- 
morrow, and  all  was  arranged  for  his  departure. 
He  meant  to  be  clear  of  the  town  very  early ; 
before  the  Hands  were  in  the  streets. 

It  was  barely  daybreak  when,  with  a  parting 
look  round  his  room,  mournfully  wondering 
whether  he  should  ever  see  it  again,  he  went 
out.  The  town  was  as  entirely  deserted  as  if 
the  inhabitants  had  abandoned  it,  rather  than 
hold  communication  with  him.  Evcr)lhing 
looked  wan  at  that  hour.  Even  the  coming 
Sim  made  but  a  pale  waste  in  the  sky,  like  a  sad 
sea. 

By  the  place  where  Rachael  lived,  though  it 
was  not  in  his  way ;  by  the  red-brick  streets  ; 
by  llie  great  silent  factories,  not  trembling  yet ; 
by  the  railway,  where  the   danger  liglits  were 
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waning  in  the  strengthening  day ;  by  the  rail- 
way's crazy  neighbourhood,  half  pulled  down 
and  half  built  up  ;  by  scattered  red-brick  villas, 
where  the  besmoked  evergreens  were  sprinkled 
with  a  dirty  powder,  like  untidy  snufl-takers  ; 
by  coal-dust  paths  and  many  varieties  of  ugli- 
ness ;  Stephen  got  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  and 
looked  back. 

Day  was  shining  radiantly  upon  the  town 
then,  and  the  bells  were  going  for  the  morning 
work.  Domestic  fires  were  not  yet  lighted,  and 
the  high  chimneys  had  the  sky  to  themselves. 
Puffing  out  their  poisonous  volumes,  they  would 
not  be  long  in  hiding  it ;  but,  for  half  an  hour, 
some  of  the  many  windows  were  golden,  which 
showed  the  Coketown  people  a  sun  eternally  in 
eclipse,  through  a  medium  of  smoked  glass. 

So  strange  to  turn  from  the  chimneys  to  the 
birds.  So  strange  to  have  the  road  dust  on  his 
feet  instead  of  the  coal-grit.  So  strange  to  have 
lived  to  his  time  of  life,  and  yet  to  be  beginning 
like  a  boy  this  summer  morning.  With  these 
musings  in  his  mind,  and  his  bundle  under  his 
arm,  Stephen  took  his  attentive  face  along  the 
high-road.  And  the  trees  arched  over  him, 
whispering  that  he  left  a  true  and  loving  heart 
behind. 


CHAPTER  VII. 
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JfR.  JAMES  HARTHOUSE,  "going 
in  "  for  his  adopted  party,  soon  be- 
gan to  score.  With  the  aid  of  a 
little  more  coaching  for  the  political 
sages,  a  little  more  genteel  listless- 
ness  for  the  general  society,  and  a 
vt  tolerable  management  of  the  assumed 
honesty  in  dishonesty,  most  effective  and 
most  patronised  of  the  polite  deadly  sins,  he 
speedily  came  to  be  considered  of  much  pro- 
mise. The  not  being  troubled  with  earnestness 
was  a  grand  point  in  his  favour,  enabling  him  to 
take  to  the  hard  Fact  fellows  with  as  good  a 
grace  as  if  he  had  been  born  one  of  the  tribe, 
and  to  throw  all  other  tribes  overboard  as  con- 
scious hypocrites. 

"  Whom  none  of  us  believe,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Bounderby,  and  who  do  not  believe  themselves. 
The  only  difference  between  us  and  the  pro- 
,  fessors  of  virtue  or  benevolence,  or  philanthropy 
— never  mind  the  name — is,  that  we  know  it  is 
all  meaningless,  and  say  so;  while  they  know  it 
equally,  and  will  never  say  so.'' 

Why  should  she  be  shocked  or  warned  by 


this  reiteration?  It  was  not  so  unlike  her 
fiither's  principles,  and  her  early  training,  that 
it  need  startle  her.  Where  was  the  great  differ- 
ence between  the  two  schools,  when  each 
chained  her  down  to  material  realities,  and 
inspired  her  with  no  faith  in  anything  else? 
What  was  there  in  her  soul  for  James  Harthouse 
to  destroy,  which  Thomas  Gradgrind  had  nur- 
tured there  in  its  state  of  innocence  ? 

It  was  even  the  worse  for  her,  at  this  pass, 
that  in  her  mind — implanted  there  before  her 
eminently  practical  father  began  to  form  it — a 
struggling  disposition  to  believe  in  a  wider  and 
nobler  humanity  than  she  had  ever  heard  of, 
constantly  strove  with  doubts  and  resentments. 
"With  doubts,  because  the  aspiration  had  been  so 
laid  waste  in  her  youth.  With  resentments, 
because  of  the  wrong  that  had  been  done  her,  if 
it  were  indeed  a  whisper  of  the  truth.  Upon  a 
nature  long  accustomed  to  self-suppression,  thus 
torn  and  divided,  the  Harthouse  philosophy 
came  as  a  relief  and  justification.  Everything 
being  hollow  and  worthless,  she  had  missed 
nothing  and  sacrificed  nothing.  What  did  it 
matter  ?  she  had  said  to  her  father,  when  he 
proposed  her  husband.  What  did  it  matter  ? 
she  said  still.  With  a  scornful  self-reliance,  she 
asked  herself,  What  did  anything  matter  !* — and 
went  on. 

Towards  what  ?  Step  by  step,  onward  and 
downward,  towards  some  end,  yet  so  gradually, 
that  she  believed  herself  to  remain  motionless. 
As  to  Mr.  Harthouse,  whither  he  tended,  he 
neither  considered  nor  cared.  He  had  no  par- 
ticular design  or  plan  before  him  :  no  energetic 
wickedness  ruffled  his  lassitude.  He  was  as 
much  amused  and  interested,  at  present,  as  it 
became  so  fine  a  gentleman  to  be ;  perhaps 
even  more  than  it  would  have  been  consistent 
with  his  reputation  to  confess.  Soon  after  his 
arrival  he  languidly  wrote  to  his  brother,  the 
honourable  and  jocular  member,  that  the  Boun- 
derbys  were  "  great  fun  ;  "  and  further,  that  the 
female  Bounderby,  instead  of  being  the  Gorgon 
he  had  expected,  was  young,  and  remarkably 
pretty.  After  that,  he  wrote  no  more  about 
them,  and  devoted  his  leisure  chiefly  to  their 
house.  He  was  very  often  in  their  house,  in 
his  flittings  and  visitings  about  the  Coketown 
district ;  and  was  much  encouraged  by  Mr. 
Bounderby.  It  was  quite  in  Mr.  Bounderby's 
gusty  way  to  boast  to  all  his  world  that  he  didn't 
care  about  your  highly-connected  people,  but 
that,  if  his  wife,  Tom  Gradgrind's  daughter,  did, 
she  was  welcome  to  their  company. 

Mr.  James  Harthouse  began  to  think  it  would 
be  a  new  sensation  if  the  face  which  changed 
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so  beautifully  for  the  whelp  would  change  for 
liim. 

He  was  quick  enough  to  observe  ;  he  had  a 
good  memory,  and  did  not  forget  a  word  of  the 
brother's  revelations.  He  interwove  them  with 
everything  he  saw  of  the  sister,  and  he  began  to 
understand  her.  To  be  sure,  the  better  and 
profounder  part  of  her  character  was  not  within 
his  scope  of  perception  ;  for  in  natures,  as  in 
seas,  depth  answers  unto  depth  ;  but  he  soon 
began  to  read  the  rest  with  a  student's  eye. 

Mr.  Bounderby  had  taken  possession  of  a 
house  and  grounds  about  fifteen  miles  from  the 
town,  and  accessible  within  a  mile  or  two  by  a 
railway  striding  on  many  arches  over  a  wild 
country,  undermined  by  deserted  coal-shafts, 
and  spotted  at  night  by  iires  and  black  shapes  of 
stationary  engines  at  pits'  mouths.  This  country, 
gradually  softening  towards  the  neighbourhood 
of  Mr.  Bounderby's  retreat,  there  mellowed  into 
a  rustic  landscape,  golden  with  heath,  and  snowy 
with  hawthorn  in  the  spring  of  the  year,  and 
tremulous  with  leaves  and  their  shadows  all  the 
summer-time.  The  Bank  had  foreclosed  a  mort- 
gage, effected  on  the  property  thus  pleasantly 
situated,  by  one  of  the  Coketown  magnates, 
who,  in  his  determination  to  make  a  shorter  cut 
than  usual  to  an  enormous  fortune,  over-specu- 
lated himself  by  about  two  hundred  thousand 
pounds.  These  accidents  did  sometimes  hap- 
pen in  the  best-regulated  families  of  Coketown, 
but  the  bankrupts  had  no  connection  whatever 
with  the  improvident  classes. 

It  afforded  Mr.  Bounderby  supreme  satisfac- 
tion to  instal  himself  in  this  snug  little  estate, 
and  with  demonstrative  humility  to  grow  cab- 
bages in  the  flower  garden.  He  delighted  to 
live  barrack  fashion,  among  the  elegant  furni- 
ture, and  he  bullied  the  very  pictures  with  his 
origin.  "  Why,  sir,"  he  would  say  to  a  visitor, 
"  I  am  told  that  Nickits,"the  late  owner,  "gave 
seven  hundred  pound  for  that  Sea-beach.  Now, 
to  be  plain  with  you,  if  I  ever,  in  the  whole 
course  of  my  life,  take  seven  looks  at  it,  at  a 
hundred  pound  a  look,  it  will  be  as  much  as  I 
shall  do.  No,  by  George  !  I  don't  forget  that 
I  am  Josiah  Bounderby  of  Coketown.  For  years 
upon  years,  the  only  pictures  in  my  possession, 
or  that  I  could  have  got  into  my  possession  by 
any  means,  unless  I  stole  'em,  were  the  engrav- 
ings of  a  man  shaving  himself  in  a  boot,  on  the 
blacking  bottles  that  I  was  overjoyed  to  use  in 
cleaning  boots  with,  and  that  I  sold,  when  they 
were  empty,  for  a  farthing  apiece,  and  glad  to 
get  it ! '.' 

Then  he  would  address  Mr.  Harthouse  in  the 
same  style. 


"  Harthouse,  you  have  a  couple  of  horses 
down  here.  Bring  half-a-dozen  more  if  you 
like,  and  we'll  find  room  for  'em.  There's  sta- 
bling in  this  place  for  a  dozen  horses  ;  and,  un- 
less Nickits  is  belied,  he  kept  the  full  number. 
A  round  dozen  of  'em,  sir.  When  that  man 
was  a  boy,  he  went  to  Westminster  School. 
Went  to  Westminster  School  as  a  King's 
Scholar,  when  I  was  principally  living  on  gar- 
bage, and  sleeping  in  market  baskets.  Why,  if 
I  wanted  to  keep  a  dozen  horses — which  I  don't, 
for  one's  enough  for  me — I  couldn't  bear  to  see 
'em  in  their  stalls  here,  and  think  what  my  own 
lodging  used  to  be.  I  couldn't  look  at  'em,  sir, 
and  not  order  'em  out.  Yet  so  things  come 
round.  You  see  this  place ;  you  know  what 
sort  of  a  place  it  is ;  you  are  aware  that  there's 
not  a  completer  place  of  its  size  in  this  kingdom 
or  elsewhere — I  don't  care  where — and  here,  got 
into  the  middle  of  it,  like  a  maggot  into  a  nut,  is 
Josiah  Bounderby.  While  Nickits  (as  a  man 
came  into  my  office,  and  told  me  yesterday), 
Nickits,  who  used  to  act  in  Latin,  in  the  West- 
minster School  plays,  with  the  chief-justices  and 
nobility  of  this  country  applauding  him  till 
they  were  black  in  the  face,  is  drivelling  at  this 
minute — drivelling,  sir ! — in  a  fifth  floor,  up  a 
narrow,  dark  back-street  in  Antwerp." 

It  was  among  the  leafy  shadows  of  this  retire- 
ment, in  the  long  sultry  summer  days,  that  Mr. 
Harthouse  began  to  prove  the  face  which  had 
set  him  wondering  when  he  first  saw  it,  and  to 
try  if  it  would  change  for  him. 

"  Mrs.  Bounderby,  I  esteem  it  a  most  fortu- 
nate accident  that  I  find  you  alone  here.  I 
have  for  some  time  had  a  particular  wish  to 
speak  to  you." 

It  was  not  by  any  wonderful  accident  that  he 
found  her,  the  time  of  day  being  that  at  which 
she  was  always  alone,  and  the  place  being  her 
favourite  resort.  It  was  an  opening  in  a  dark 
wood,  where  some  felled  trees  lay,  and  where 
she  would  sit  watching  the  fallen  leaves  of  last 
year,  as  she  had  watched  the  falling  ashes  at 
home. 

He  sat  down  beside  her,  with  a  glance  at  her 
face. 

"  Your  brother.     JNIy  young  friend  Tom " 

Her  colour  brightened,  and  she  turned  to 
him  with  a  look  of  interest.  "  I  never  in  my 
life,"  he  thought,  "  saw  anything  so  remarkable 
and  so  captivating  as  the  lighting  of  those 
features !  "  His  face  betrayed  his  thoughts — 
perhaps  without  betraying  him,"  for  it  might 
have  been  according  to  its  instructions  so  to  do. 

"  Pardon  me.  The  e.\pression  of  your  sisterly 
interest  is  so  beautiful — Tom  should  be  so  proud 
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of  it — I  know  this  is  inexcusable,  but  I  am  so 
compelled  to  admire." 

"  Being  so  impulsive,"  she  said  composedly. 

"  Mrs.  Bounderb)',  no  :  you  know  1  make  no 
pretence  with  you.  You  know  I  am  a  sordid 
piece  of  human  nature,  ready  to  sell  myself  at 
any  time  for  any  reasonable  sum,  and  altogether 
incapable  of  any  Arcadian  proceeding  what- 
ever." 

"I  am  waiting,"  she  returned,  "for  your  fur- 
ther reference  to  my  brother." 

"  You  are  rigid  with  me,  and  I  deserve  it.  I 
am  as  worthless  a  dog  as  you  will  find,  except 
that  I  am  not  false — not  false.  But  you  sur- 
prised and  started  me  from  my  subject,  which 
was  your  brother.     I  have  an  interest  in  him." 

"  Have  you  an  interest  in  anything,  Mr. 
Harthouse  ?"  she  asked,  half  incredulously  and 
half  gratefully. 

"  If  you  had  asked  me  when  I  first  came  here, 
I  should  have  said  no.  I  must  say  now — even 
at  the  hazard  of  appearing  to  make  a  pretence, 
and  of  justly  awakening  your  incredulity — yes." 

She  made  a  slight  movement,  as  if  she  were 
trying  to  speak,  but  could  not  find  voice ;  at 
length  she  said,  "  Mr.  Harthouse,  I  give  you 
credit  for  being  interested  in  my  brother." 

■'  Thank  you.  I  claim  to  deserve  it.  You 
know  how  little  I  do  claim,  but  I  will  go  that 
length.  You  have  done  so  much  for  him,  you 
are  so  fond  of  him ;  your  whole  life,  Mrs. 
Bounderby,  expresses  such  charming  self-forget- 
fulness  on  his  account — pardon  me  again — I  am 
running  wide  of  the  subject.  I  am  interested  in 
him  for  his  own  sake." 

She  had  made  the  slightest  action  possible,  as 
if  she  would  have  risen  in  a  hurry  and  gone 
away.  He  had  turned  the  course  of  what  he 
said  at  that  instant,  and  she  remained. 

"  Mrs.  Bounderby,"  he  resumed  in  a  lighter 
manner,  and  yet  with  a  show  of  effort  in  assum- 
ing it,  which  was  even  more  expressive  than  the 
manner  he  dismissed;  "it  is  no  irrevocable  offence 
in  a  young  fellow  of  your  brother's  years  if  he  is 
heedless,  mconsiderate,  and  expensive — a  little 
dissipated,  in  the  common  phrase.     Is  he?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Allow  me  to  be  frank.  Do  you  think  he 
games  at  all?" 

"  I  think  he  makes  bets."  Mr.  Harthouse 
■waiting,  as  if  that  were  not  her  whole  answer, 
she  added,  "  I  know  he  does." 

"  Of  course  he  loses  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Everybody  does  lose  who  bets.  May  I  hint 
at  the  probability  of  your  sometimes  supplying 
him  with  money  for  these  purposes?" 


She  sat,  looking  down  ;  but,  at  this  question, 
raised  her  eyes  searchingly  and  a  little  resent- 
fully. 

"  Acquit  me  of  impertinent  curiosity,  my  dear 
Mrs.  Bounderby.  I  think  Tom  may  be  gradually 
falling  into  trouble,  and  I  wish  to  stretch  out  a 
helping  hand  to  him  from  the  depths  of  my 
wicked  experience. — Shall  I  say  again,  for  his 
sake  ?     Is  that  necessary  ?" 

She  seemed  to  try  to  answer,  but  nothing 
came  of  it. 

"  Candidly  to  confess  everything  that  has 
occurred  to  me,"  said  James  Harthouse,  again 
gliding  with  the  same  appearance  of  effort  into 
his  more  airy  manner  ;  "  I  will  confide  to  you 
my  doubt  whether  he  has  had  many  advantages. 
Whether — forgive  my  plainness — •vv'hether  any 
great  amount  of  confidence  is  likely  to  have 
been  established  between  himself  and  his  most 
worthy  father." 

"  I  do  not,"  said  Louisa,  flushing  with  her 
own  great  remembrance  in  that  wise,  "  think  it 
likely." 

"  Or,  between  himself  and — I  may  trust  to 
your  perfect  understanding-  of  my  meaning,  I 
am  sure — and  his  highly-esteemed  brother-in- 
law." 

She  flushed  deeper  and  deeper,  and  was  burn- 
ing red  when  she  replied  in  a  fainter  voice,  "  I 
do  not  think  that  likely,  either." 

"  Mrs.  Bounderby,"  said  Harthouse  after  a 
short  silence,  "  may  there  be  a  better  confidence 
between  yourself  and  me  ?  Tom  has  borrowed 
a  considerable  sum  of  you?" 

"You  will  understand,  Mr.  Harthouse,"  she 
returned  after  some  indecision  :  she  had  been 
more  or  less  uncertain  and  troubled  throughout 
the  conversation,  and  yet  had  in  the  main  pre- 
served her  self-contained  manner  :  "  you  will 
understand  that,  if  I  tell  you  what  you  press  to 
know,  it  is  not  by  way  of  complaint  or  regret. 
I  would  never  complain  of  anything,  and  what  I 
have  done  I  do  not  in  the  least  regret." 

"So  spirited,  too!"  thought  James  Hart- 
house. 

"  When  I  married,  I  found  that  my  brother 
was  even  at  that  time  heavily  in  debt.  Heavily 
for  him,  I  mean.  Heavily  enough  to  oblige  me 
to  sell  some  trinkets.  They  were  no  sacri- 
fice. I  sold  them  very  willingly.  I  attached 
no  value  to  them.  They  were  quite  worthless 
to  me." 

Either  she  saw  in  his  face  that  he  knew,  or 
she  only  feared  in  her  conscience  that  he  knew, 
that  she  spoke  of  some  of  her  husband's  gifts. 
She  stopped,  and  reddened  again.  If  he  had 
not  known  it  before,  he  would  have  known  it 
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then,  though  he  had  been  a  much  duller  man 
than  he  was. 

"  Since  then,  I  have  given  my  brother,  at 
various  times,  what  money  I  could  spare :  in 
short,  what  money  I  have  had.  Confiding  in 
you  at  all  on  the  faith  of  the  interest  you  profess 
for  him,  I  will  not  do  so  by  halves.  Since  you 
liave  been  in  the  habit  of  visiting  here,  he  has 
wanted  in  one  sum  as  much  as  a  hundred 
pounds.  I  have  not  been  able  to  give  it  to  him. 
I  have  felt  uneasy  for  the  consequences  of  his 
being  so  involved,  but  I  have  kept  these  secrets 


until  now,  when  I  trust  them  to  your  honour. 
I  have  held  no  confidence  with  any  one,  because 
— you  anticipated  my  reason  just  now."  She 
abruptly  broke  off. 

He  was  a  ready  man,  and  he  saw,  and  seized, 
an  opportunity  here  of  presenting  her  own  image 
to  her,  slightly  disguised  as  her  brother. 

"  Mrs.  Bounderby,  though  a  graceless  person, 
of  the  world  worldly,  I  feel  the  utmost  interest, 
I  assure  you,  in  what  you  tell  me.  I  cannot 
possibly  be  hard  upon  your  brother.  I  under- 
stand  and   share   the  wise   consideration  with 


'MKS.    BOUNDEKIiV,    1    LSILEM    rr  A  MOS I    fORTL.N.VXIi   ACCIDliNX  THAT   I   FIND   VOU    ALONE  HERE, 


which  you  regard  his  errors.  With  all  possible 
respect  both  for  Mr.  Gradgrind  and  for  Mr. 
Bounderby,  I  think  I  perceive  that  he  has 
not  been  fortunate  in  his  training.  Bred  at  a 
disadvantage  towards  the  society  in  which  he 
has  his  part  to  play,  he  rushes  into  these  ex- 
tremes for  himself,  from  opposite  extremes  that 
have  long  been  forced — widi  the  very  best  in- 
tentions, we  have  no  doubt — upon  him.  Mr. 
Bounderby's  fine  bluff  English  independence, 
tliough  a  most  charming  characteristic,  does  not 
— as  we  have  agreed — invite  confidence.  If  I 
might  venture  to  remark  that  it  is  the  least  in 
Hard  Timks,  G. 


the  world  deficient  in  that  delicacy  to  which  a 
youth  mistaken,  a  character  misconceiveil,  and 
abilities  misdirected,  would  turn  for  relief  and 
guidance,  I  should  express  what  it  presents  to 
my  own  view." 

As  she  sat  looking  straight  before  her,  across 
the  changing  lights  ui)on  the  grass  into  the  dark- 
ness of  the  wood  beyond,  he  saw  in  her  face  her 
application  of  his  very  distinctly-uttered  words. 
I        "  All   allowance,"    he   continued,   "  must   be 
I   made.     I  have  one  great  fault  to  find  with  Tom, 
I   however,  which  I  cannot  forgive,  and  for  wl-.:ch 
I   I  take  him  heavily  to  account." 
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Louisa  turned  her  eyes  to  his  face,  and  asked 
him  what  fault  was  that  ? 

"  Perhaps,"  he  returned,  "  I  have  said  enough. 
Perhaps  it  would  have  been  better,  on  the  whole, 
if  no  allusion  to  it  had  escaped  me." 

"  You  alarm  me,  Mr.  Harthouse.  Pray  let 
me  know  it." 

"  To  relieve  you  from  needless  apprehension 
— and  as  this  confidence  regarding  your  brother, 
which  I  prize,  I  am  sure,  above  all  possible 
things,  has  been  established  between  us — I  obey. 
I  cannot  forgive  him  for  not  being  more  sensible, 
in  every  word,  look,  and  act  of  his  life,  of 
the  affection  of  his  best  friend ;  of  the  devotion 
of  his  best  friend ;  of  her  unselfishness ;  of  her 
sacrifice.  The  return  he  makes  her,  within  my 
observation,  is  a  very  poor  one.  What  she  has 
done  for  him  demands  his  constant  love  and 
gratitude,  not  his  ill-humour  and  caprice.  Care- 
less fellow  as  I  am,  I  am  not  so  indifferent,  Mrs. 
Bounderby,  as  to  be  regardless  of  this  vice  in 
your  brother,  or  inclined  to  consider  it  a  venial 
offence." 

The  wood  floated  before  her,  for  her  eyes 
were  suffused  with  tears.  They  rose  from  a 
deep  well  long  concealed,  and  her  heart  was 
filled  with  acute  pain  that  found  no  relief  in 
them. 

"  In  a  word,  it  is  to  correct  your  brother  in 
this,  Mrs.  Bounderby,  that  I  must  aspire.  My 
better  knowledge  of  his  circumstances,  and  my 
direction  and  advice  in  extricating  him — rather 
valuable,  I  hope,  as  coming  from  a  scapegrace 
on  a  much  larger  scale — will  give  me  some 
influence  over  him,  and  all  I  gain  I  shall  cer- 
tainly use  towards  this  end.  I  have  said  enough, 
and  more  than  enough.  I  seem  to  be  protesting 
that  I  am  a  sort  of  good  fellow,  when,  upon  my 
honour,  I  have  not  the  least  intention  to  make 
any  protestation  to  that  effect,  and  openly  an- 
nounce that  I  am  nothing  of  the  sort.  Yonder 
among  the  trees,"  he  added,  having  lifted  up  his 
eyes  and  looked  about ;  for  he  had  watcheil  her 
closely  until  now ;  "  is  your  brother  himself  j 
no  doubt  just  come  down.  As  he  seems  to  be 
loitering  in  this  direction,  it  may  be  as  well, 
perhaps,  to  walk  towards  him,  and  throw  our- 
selves in  his  way.  He  has  been  very  silent  and 
doleful  of  late.  Perhaps  his  brotherly  con- 
science is  touched — if  there  are  such  things  as 
consciences.  Though,  upon  my  honour,  I  hear 
of  them  much  too  often  to  believe  in  them." 

He  assisted  her  to  rise,  and  she  took  his  arm, 
and  they  advanced  to  meet  the  whelp.  He  was 
idly  beating  the  branches  as  he  lounged  along  : 
or  he  stooped  viciously  to  rip  the  moss  from  the 
trees  with  his  stick.    He  was  startled  when  they 


came  upon  him  while  he  was  engaged  in  this 
latter  pastime,  and  his  colour  changed. 

"  Holloa  !  "  he  stammered  ;  "  I  didn't  know 
you  were  here." 

"  Whose  name,  Tom,"  said  Mr.  Harthouse, 
putting  his  hand  upon  his  shoulder  and  turning 
him,  so  that  they  all  three  walked  towards  the 
house  together,  "  have  you  been  carving  on  the 
trees  ?  " 

"Whose  name?"  returned  Tom.  "Oh! 
You  mean  what  girl's  name  ?  " 

"You  have  a  suspicious  appearance  of  in- 
scribing some  fair  creature's  on  the  bark,  Tom." 

"  Not  much  of  that,  Mr.  Harthouse,  unless 
some  fair  creature  with  a  slashing  fortune  at  her 
own  disposal  would  take  a  fancy  to  me.  Or  she 
might  be  as  ugly  as  she  was  rich,  without  any 
fear  of  losing  me.  I'd  carve  her  name  as  often 
as  she  liked." 

"  I  am  afraid  you  are  mercenary,  Tom." 

"  Mercenary  !  "  repeated  Tom.  "  Who  is  not 
mercenary  ?     Ask  my  sister." 

"  Have  you  so  proved  it  to  be  a  failing  of 
mine,  Tom  ? "  said  Louisa,  showing  no  other 
sense  of  his  discontent  and  ill-nature. 

"  You  know  whether  the  cap  fits  you,  Loo," 
returned  her  brother  sulkily.  "  If  it  does,  you 
can  wear  it." 

"  Tom  is  misanthropical  to-day,  as  all  bored 
people  are  now  and  then,"  said  Mr.  Harthouse. 
"  Don't  believe  him,  Mrs.  Bounderby.  He  knows 
much  better.  I  shall  disclose  some  of  his  opi- 
nions of  you,  privately  expressed  to  me,  unless 
he  relents  a  little." 

"At  all  events,  Mr.  Harthouse,"  said  Tom, 
softening  in  his  admiration  of  his  patron,  but 
shaking  his  head  sullenly  too,  "  you  can't  tell 
her  that  I  ever  praised  her  for  being  mercenary. 
I  may  have  praised  her  for  being  the  contrary, 
and  I  should  do  it  again  if  I  had  as  good  reason. 
However,  never  mind  this  now ;  it's  not  very 
interesting  to  you,  and  I  am  sick  of  the  subject." 

They  walked  on  to  the  house,  where  Louisa 
quitted  her  visitor's  arm  and  went  in.  He  stood 
looking  after  her  as  she  ascended  the  steps  and 
passed  into  the  shadow  of  the  door ;  then  put 
his  hand  upon  her  brother's  shoulder  again,  and 
invited  him,  with  a  confidential  nod,  to  a  walk 
in  the  garden. 

"  Tom,  ray  fine  fellow,  I  want  to  have  a  word 
with  you." 

They  had  stopped  among  a  disorder  of  roses 
— it  was  part  of  Mr.  Bounderby's  humility  to 
keep  Nickits's  roses  on  a  reduced  scale — and 
Tom  sat  down  on  a  terrace  parapet,  plucking 
buds  and  picking  them  to  pieces;  while  his 
powerful  Familiar  stood  over  him,  with  a  foot 
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upon  the  parapet,  and  his  figure  easily  resting 
on  the  arm  supported  by  that  knee.  They  were 
just  visible  from  her  window.  Perhaps  she  saw 
them. 

"Tom,  what's  the  matter?" 

"  Oh  !  Mr.  Harthouse,"  said  Tom  with  a 
groan,  "  I  am  hard  up,  and  bothered  out  of  my 
life." 

"  My  good  fellow,  so  am  I." 

"You!"  returned  Tom.  "You  are  the  pic- 
ture of  independence.  Mr.  Harthouse,  I  am  in 
a  horrible  mess.  You  have  no  idea  what  a  state 
I  have  got  myself  into— what  a  state  my  sister 
might  have  got  me  out  of,  if  she  would  only 
have  done  it." 

He  took  to  biting  the  rosebuds  now,  and 
tearing  them  away  from  his  teeth  with  a  hand 
that  trembled  like  an  infirm  old  man's.  After 
one  e.xceedingly  observant  look  at  him,  his  com- 
panion relapsed  into  his  lightest  air. 

"  Tom,  )-ou  are  inconsiderate  :  you  expect 
too  much  of  your  sister.  You  have  had  money 
of  her,  you  dog,  you  know  you  have." 

"  Well,  Mr.  Harthouse,  I  know  I  have.  How 
else  was  I  to  get  it  ?  Here's  old  Bounderby 
always  boasting  that  at  my  age  he  lived  upon 
twopence  a  month,  or  something  of  that  sort. 
Here's  my  father  drawing  what  he  calls  a  line, 
and  tying  me  down  to  it  from  a  baby,  neck  and 
heels.  Here's  my  mother  who  never  has  any- 
thing of  her  own  except  her  complaints.  What 
is  a  fellow  to  do  for  money,  and  where  avi  I  to 
look  for  it,  if  not  to  my  sister  ?" 

He  was  almost  crying,  and  scattered  the  buds 
about  by  dozens  Mr.  Harthouse  took  him 
persuasively  by  the  coat. 

"  But,  my  dear  Tom,  if  your  sister  has  not 
got  it " 

"Not  got  it,  Mr.  Harthouse?  I  don't  say 
she  has  got  it.  I  may  have  wanted  more  than 
she  was  likely  to  have  got.  But  then  she  ought 
to  get  it.  She  could  get  it.  It's  of  no  use  pre- 
tending to  make  a  secret  of  matters  now,  after 
what  I  have  told  you  already  ;  you  know  she 
didn't  marry  old  Bounderby  for  her  own  sake, 
or  for  his  sake,  but  for  my  sake.  Then  why 
doesn't  she  get  what  I  want  out  of  him,  for  my 
sake  ?  She  is  not  obliged  to  say  what  she  is 
going  to  do  with  it  ;  she  is  sharp  enough  :  she 
could  manage  to  coax  it  out  of  him,  if  she  chose. 
Then  why  doesn't  she  choose,  when  I  tell  her 
of  what  consequence  it  is  ?  But  no.  There 
she  sits  in  his  company  like  a  stone,  instead  of 
making  herself  agreeable  and  getting  it  easily. 
I  don't  know  what  you  may  call  this,  but  /  call 
it  unnatural  conduct." 

There  was  a  piece  of  ornamental  water  imme- 


diately below  the  parapet,  on  the  other  side,  into 
which  Mr.  James  Harthouse  had  a  very  strong 
inclination  to  pitch  Mr.  Thomas  Gradgrind 
Junior,  as  the  injured  men  of  Coketown  threat- 
ened to  pitch  their  property  into  the  Atlantic. 
But  he  preserved  his  easy  attitude  ;  and  nothing 
more  solid  went  over  the  stone  balustrades  tlian 
the  accumulated  rosebuds  now  floating  about,  a 
little  surface-island. 

"My  dear  Tom,"  said  Harthouse,  "let  me 
try  to  be  your  banker." 

"  For  God's  sake,"  replied  Tom  suddenly, 
"  don't  talk  about  bankers  !  "  And  very  white 
he  looked,  in  contrast  with  the  roses.  Very 
white. 

Mr.  Harthouse.  as  a  thoroughly  well-bred 
man,  accustomed  to  the  best  society,  was  not 
to  be  surprised — he  could  as  soon  have  been 
affected — but  he  raised  his  eyelids  a  little  more, 
as  if  they  were  lifted  by  a  feeble  touch  of  won- 
der. Albeit  it  was  as  much  against  the  precepts 
of  his  school  to  wonder  as  it  was  against  the 
doctrines  of  the  Gradgrind  College. 

"  What  is  the  present  need,  Tom  ?  Three 
figures  ?  Out  with  them.  Say  what  they 
are." 

"  Mr.  Harthouse,"  returned  Tom,  now  actually 
crying;  and  his  tears  were  better  than  his  injuries, 
however  pitiful  a  figure  he  made ;  "  it's  too  late  ! 
the  money  is  of  no  use  to  me  at  present.  I 
should  have  had  it  before  to  be  of  use  to  me. 
But  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you ;  you're  a 
true  friend." 

-A.  true  friend  !  "  Whelp,  whelp  !  "  thought 
Mr.  Harthouse  lazily ;  "  what  an  Ass  you 
are  ! " 

"  And  I  take  your  offer  as  a  great  kindness," 
said  Tom,  grasping  his  hand,  "  as  a  great  kind- 
ness, Mr.  Harthouse." 

"  \\'ell,"  returned  the  other,  "it  may  be  of 
more  use  by-and-by.  .\nd,  my  good  fellow,  if 
you  will  open  your  bedevilments  to  me  when 
they  come  thick  upon  you,  I  may  show  you 
better  ways  out  of  them  than  you  can  find  for 
yourself" 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Tom,  shaking  his  head 
dismally,  and  chewing  rosebuds.  "  I  wish  I 
had  known  you  sooner,  Mr.  Harthouse." 

"  Now,  you  see,  Tom,"  said  Mr.  Harthouse 
in  conclusion,  himself  tossing  over  a  rose  or  two 
as  a  contribution  to  tlie  island,  whicli  was  always 
drifting  to  the  wall,  as  if  it  wanted  to  become  a 
part  of  the  mainland  :  "  every  man  is  selfish  in 
everything  he  does,  and  I  am  exactly  like  the 
rest  of  my  fellow-creatures.  I  am  desperately 
intent" — the  languor  of  his  desperation  being 
quite  tropical — "  on  your  softening  towards  your 
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sister — which  you  ought  to  do ;  and  on  your 
being  a  more  loving  and  agreeable  sort  of 
brother — which  you  ought  to  be." 

"  I  will  be,  Mr.  Harthouse." 

"  No  time  like  the  present,  Tom.  Begin  at 
once." 

"  Certainly  I  will.  And  my  sister  Loo  shall 
say  so." 

"  Having  made  which  bargain,  Tom,"  said 
Harthouse,  clapping  him  on  the  shoulder  again, 
with  an  air  which  left  him  at  liberty  to  infer — as 
he  did,  poor  fool — that  this  condition  was  im- 
posed upon  him  in  mere  careless  good-nature  to 
lessen  his  sense  of  obligation,  "  we  will  tear  our- 
selves asunder  until  dinner-time." 

When  Tom  appeared  before  dinner,  though 
his  mind  seemed  heavy  enough,  his  body  was 
on  the  alert ;  and  he  appeared  before  Mr.  Boun- 
derby  came  in.  "  I  didn't  mean  to  be  cross. 
Loo,"  he  said,  giving  her  his  hand,  and  kissing 
her.  "  I  know  you  are  fond  of  me,  and  you 
know  I  am  fond  of  you." 

After  this,  there  was  a  smile  upon  Louisa's 
lace  that  day  for  some  one  else.  Alas,  for  some 
one  else  ! 

"  So  much  the  less  is  the  whelp  the  only  crea- 
ture that  she  cares  for,"  thought  James  Hart- 
house, reversing  the  reflection  of  his  first  day's 
knowledge  of  her  pretty  face.  "So  much  the 
less,  so  much  the  less." 
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5^  HE  next  morning  was  too  bright  a 
morning  for  sleep,  and  James  Hart- 
house rose  early,  and  sat  in  the  plea- 
sant bay-window  of  his  dressing-room, 
smoking  the  rare  tobacco  that  had  so 
wholesome  an  influence  on  his  young 
friend.  Reposing  in  the  sun-light,  with 
'^  the  fragrance  of  his  Eastern  pipe  about 
him,  and  the  dreamy  smoke  vanishing  into  the 
air,  so  rich  and  soft  with  summer  odours,  he 
reckoned  up  his  advantages  as  an  idle  winner 
might  count  his  gains.  He  was  not  at  all 
bored  for  the  time,  and  could  give  his  mind 
to  it. 

He  had  established  a  confidence  with  her, 
from  which  her  husband  was  excluded.  He  had 
established  a  confidence  with  her,  that  abso- 
lutely turned  upon  her  indifterence  towards  her 
liusband,  and  the  absence,  now  and  at  all  times, 
of  any  congeniality  between  tliem.     He  had  art- 


fully, but  plainly,  assured  her  that  he  knew  her 
heart  in  its  last  most  delicate  recesses ;  he  had 
come  so  near  to  her  through  its  tenderest  senti- 
ment;  he  had  associated  himself  with  that  feel- 
ing ;  and  the  barrier  behind  which  she  lived  had 
melted  away.  All  very  odd,  and  verj'  satis- 
factory. 

And  yet  he  had  not,  even  now,  any  earnest 
wickedness  of  purpose  in  him.  Publicly  and 
privately,  it  were  much  better  for  the  age  in 
which  he  lived,  that  he  and  the  legion  of  whom 
he  was  one  were  designedly  bad  than  indifterent 
and  purposeless.  It  is  the  drifting  icebergs  set- 
ting with  any  current  anpvhere  that  wreck  the 
ships. 

When  the  Devil  goeth  about  like  a  roaring 
lion,  he  goeth  about  in  a  shape  by  which  few 
but  savages  and  hunters  are  attracted.  But, 
when  he  is  trimmed,  smoothed,  and  varnished 
according  to  the  mode ;  when  he  is  aweary  of 
vice,  and  aweary  of  virtue,  used  up  as  to 
brimstone,  and  used  up  as  to  bliss ;  then, 
whether  he  take  to  the  serving  out  of  red  tape, 
or  to  the  kindling  of  red  fire,  he  is  the  verv 
Devil. 

So,  James  Harthouse  reclined  in  the  window, 
indolently  smoking,  and  reckoning  up  the  steps 
he  had  taken  on  the  road  by  which  he  happened 
to  be  travelling.  The  end  to  which  it  led  was 
before  him  pretty  plainly  ;  but  he  troubled  him- 
self with  no  calculations  about  it.  What  will  be, 
will  be. 

As  he  had  rather  a  long  ride  to  take  that  day 
— for  there  was  a  public  occasion  "  to  do  "  at 
some  distance,  which  afforded  a  tolerable  oppor- 
tiuiity  of  going  in  for  the  Gradgrind  men — he 
dressed  early,  and  went  down  to  breakfast.  He 
was  anxious  to  see  if  she  had  relapsed  since  the 
previous  evening.  No.  He  resumed  where  he 
had  left  oft".  There  was  a  look  of  interest  for 
him  again. 

He  got  through  the  day  as  much  (or  as  little) 
to  his  own  satisfaction  as  was  to  be  expected 
under  the  fatiguing  circumstances ;  and  came 
riding  back  at  six  o'clock.  There  was  a  sweep 
of  some  half-mile  between  the  lodge  and  the 
house,  and  he  was  riding  along  at  a  foot-pace 
over  the  smooth  gravel,  once  Nickits's,  when  Mr. 
Bounderby  burst  out  of  the  shrubbery,  with  such 
violence  as  to  make  his  horse  shy  across  the 
road. 

"  Harthouse  !"  cried  Mr.  Bounderby.  "  Have 
you  heard  ?  " 

"Heard  what?"  said  Harthouse,  soothing  his 
horse,  and  inwardly  favouring  Mr.  Bounderb}' 
with  no  good  wishes. 

"  Then  you  havai'i  heard  !" 
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"  I  have  heard  you,  and  so  has  this  brute.  I 
liave  heard  nothing  else." 

Mr.  Bounderby,  red  and  hot,  planted  him- 
self in  the  centre  of  the  path  before  the 
horse's  head,  to  explode  his  bombshell  with 
more  effect. 

"  The  Bank's  robbed  !  " 

"  You  don't  mean  it ! " 

"Robbed  last  night,  sir.  Robbed  in  an  extra- 
ordinary manner.     Robbed  with  a  false  key." 

"  Of  much  }  " 

Mr.  Bounderby,  in  his  desire  to  make  the 
most  of  It,  really  seemed  mortified  by  being 
obliged  to  reply,  "  Why,  no  ;  not  of  very  much. 
But  it  might  have  been." 

"Of  how  much?" 

"  Oh  !  as  a  sum — if  you  stick  to  a  sum — of 
not  more  than  a  hundred  and  fifty  pound,"  said 
Bounderby  with  impatience.  "  But  it's  not  the 
sum  ;  it's  the  fact.  It's  the  fact  of  the  Bank 
being  robbed  that's  the  important  circumstance. 
I  am  surprised  you  don't  see  it." 

'■  My  dear  Bounderby,"  said  James,  dismount- 
ing, and  giving  his  bridle  to  his  servant,  "  I  //<; 
see  it;  and  am  as  overcome  as  you  can  possibly 
desire  me  to  be  by  the  spectacle  afforded  to  my 
mental  view.  Nevertheless,  I  may  be  allowed, 
I  hope,  to  congratulate  you — which  I  do  with 
all  my  soul,  I  assure  you — on  your  not  having 
sustamed  a  greater  loss." 

"  Thankee,"  replied  Bounderby  in  a  short, 
ungracious  manner.  "  But  I  tell  you  what.  It 
might  have  been  twenty  thousand  pound." 

"  I  suppose  it  might." 

"  Suppose  it  might !  By  the  Lord,  you  Miiy 
suppose  so.  By  George  ! "  said  Mr.  Bounderby, 
with  sundry  menacing  nods  and  shakes  of  his 
head,  "  it  might  have  been  twice  twenty.  There's 
no  knowing  what  it  would  have  been,  or  wouldn't 
have  been,  as  it  was,  but  for  the  fellows'  being 
tlisturbed." 

Louisa  had  come  up  now,  and  Mrs.  Sparsit, 
and  Bitzer. 

"  Here's  Tom  Gradgrind's  daughter  knows 
]iretty  well  what  it  might  have  been  if  you 
don't,"  blustered  Bounderby.  "  Dropped,  sir, 
as  if  she  was  shot  when  I  told  her !  Never 
knew  her  do  such  a  thing  before.  Does  her 
credit,  under  the  circumstances,  in  my  opinion  !  " 

She  still  looked  faint  and  pale.  James  Hart- 
house  begged  her  to  take  his  arm  ;  and,  as  they 
moved  on  very  slowly,  asked  her  how  the  rob- 
bery had  been  committed. 

"  Why,  I  am  going  to  tell  you,"  said  Boun- 
derby, irritably  giving  his  arm  to  Mrs.  Sparsit. 
"  If  you  hadn't  been  so  mighty  particular  about 
the  sum,  I  should  have  begun  to  .tell  you  before. 


You  know  this  lady  (for  she  ts  a  lady),  Mrs. 
Sparsit  ?  " 

"  I  have  already  had  the  honour " 

"  'Very  well.  And  this  young  man,  Bitzer, 
you  saw  him  too  on  the  same  occasion  ?  "  Mr. 
Harthouse  inclined  his  head  in  assent,  and  Bitzer 
knuckled  his  forehead. 

"  'Very  well.  They  live  at  the  Bank.  You 
know  they  live  at  the  Bank,  perhaps  ?  Very 
well.  Yesterday  afternoon,  at  the  close  of  busi- 
ness hours,  everything  was  put  away  as  usual. 
In  the  iron  room,  that  this  young  fellow  sleeps 
outside  of,  there  was  never  mind  how  much. 
In  the  little  safe  in  young  Tom's  closet,  the  safe 
used  for  petty  purposes,  there  was  a  hundred 
and  fifty  odd  pound." 

"  A  hundred  and  fifty-four,  seven,  one,"  said 
Bitzer. 

"  Come  !  "  retorted  Bounderby,  stopping  to 
wheel  round  upon  him,  "  let's  have  none  of 
your  interruptions.  It's  enough  to  be  robbed 
while  you're  snoring  because  you're  too  com- 
fortable, without  being  put  right  with  ymr  four 
seven  one's.  I  didn't  snore,  myself,  when  I  was 
your  age,  let  me  tell  you.  I  hadn't  victuals 
enough  to  snore.  And  I  didn't  four  seven  one. 
Not  if  I  knew  it." 

Bitzer  knuckled  his  forehead  again  in  a 
sneaking  manner,  and  seemed  at  once  par- 
ticularly impressed  and  depressed  by  the  in- 
stance last  given  of  Mr.  Bounderby's  moral 
abstinence. 

"  A  hundred  and  fifty  odd  pound,"  resumed 
Mr.  Bounderby.  "  That  sum  of  money  young 
Tom  locked  in  his  safe  ;  not  a  very  strong  safe, 
but  that's  no  matter  now.  Everything  was  left 
all  right.  Some  time  in  the  night,  while  this 
young  fellow  snored — Mrs.  Sparsit,  ma'am,  yon 
say  you  have  heard  him  snore  ?  " 

"  Sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "  I  cannot  say 
that  I  have  heard  him  precisely  snore,  and  there- 
fore must  not  make  that  statement.  But  on 
winter  evenings,  when  he  has  fallen  asleep  at 
his  table,  I  have  heard  him  what  I  shouki  prefer 
to  describe  as  partially  choke.  I  have  hearil 
him  on  such  occasions  produce  sounds  of  a 
nature  similar  to  what  may  be  sometimes  heard 
in  Dutch  clocks.  Not,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  with 
a  lofty  sense  of  giving  strict  evidence,  "  that  I 
would  convey  any  imputation  on  his  moral 
character.  Far  from  it.  I  have  always  con- 
sidered Bitzer  a  young  man  of  the  most  upiiglu 
principle;  and  to  that  I  beg  to  bear  my  testi- 
mony." 

''  Well  ! "  said  the  exasperated  Bounderby, 
"while  he  was  snoring,  or  choking,  <;/•  Dutch- 
clocking,  or  something  or  other — being  asleep — 


HARD  TIMES. 


some  fellows,  somehow,  whether  j^reviously  con- 
cealed in  the  house  or  not  remains  to  be  seen, 
got  to  young  Tom's  safe,  forced  it,  and  abstracted 
the  contents.  Being  then  disturbed,  they  made 
ofl";  letting  themselves  out  at  the  main  door,  and 
double  locking  it  again  (it  was  double  locked, 
and  the  key  under  Mrs.  Sparsit's  pillow)  with  a 
false  key,  which  was  picked  up  in  the  street  near 
the  Bank,  about  twelve  o'clock  to-day.  No 
alarm  takes  place  till  this  chap,  Bitzer,  turns  out 
this  morning,  and  begins  to  open  and  prepare 
the  offices  for  business.  Then,  looking  at  Tom's 
safe,  he  sees  the  door  ajar,  and  finds  the  lock 
forced,  and  the  money  gone." 

"  Where  is  Tom,  by-the-bye  ? "  asked  Hart- 
house,  glancing  round. 

"  He  has  been  helping  the  police,"  said  Boun- 
derby,  "and  stays  behind  at  the  Bank.  I  wish 
these  fellows  had  tried  to  rob  me  when  I  was  at 
his  time  of  life.  They  would  have  been  out  of 
pocket  if  they  had  invested  eighteen-pence  in 
the  job  :  I  can  tell  'em  that." 
■ "  Is  anybody  suspected  ?  " 

'■  Suspected  ?  1  thould  think  there  was  some- 
body suspected.  Egod  !  "  said  Bounderby,  re- 
linquishing Mrs.  Sparsit's  arm  to  wipe  his  heated 
head.  "  Josiah  Bounderby  of  Coketown  is  not 
to  be  plundered,  and  nobody  suspected.  No, 
thank  you  !  " 

Might  j\Ir.  Harthouse  inquire  Who  was  sus- 
pected ? 

"  Well,"  said  Bounderby,  stopping  and  facing 
about  to  confront  them  all,  "  I'll  tell  you.  It's 
not  to  be  mentioned  everywhere ;  it's  not  to  be 
mentioned  anywhere  :  in  order  that  the  scoun- 
drels concerned  (there's  a  gang  of  'em)  may  be 
tlirown  off  their  guard.  So  take  this  in  confi- 
dence. Now  wait  a  bit."  Mr.  Bounderby  wiped 
his  head  again.  "What  should  you  say  to" — 
here  he  violently  exploded — "  to  a  Hand  bei?fg 
in  it?" 

"  I  hope,"  said  Harthouse  lazily,  "  not  our 
friend  Blackpot  ?  " 

"  Say  Pool  instead  of  Pot,  sir,"  returned  Boun- 
derby, "  and  that's  the  man." 

Louisa  faintly  uttered  some  word  of  incre- 
dulity and  surprise. 

"  Oh  yes  !  I  know  !"  said  Bounderby,  imme- 
diately catching  at  the  sound.  "I  know!  I 
am  used  to  that.  I  know  all  about  it.  They 
are  the  finest  people  in  the  world,  these  fellows 
are.  They  have  got  the  gift  of  the  gab,  they 
have.  They  only  want  to  have  their  rights  ex- 
plained to  them,  they  do.  But  I  tell  you  what. 
Show  me  a  dissatisfied  Hand,  and  111  show  you 
a  man  that's  fit  for  anything  bad,  I  don't  care 
what  it  is." 


Another  of  the  popular  fictions  of  Coketown, 
which  some  pains  had  been  taken  to  disseminate 
— and  which  some  people  really  believed. 

"  But  I  am  acquainted  with  these  chaps,"  said 
Bounderby.  "  I  can  read  'em  off  like  books. 
Mrs.  Sparsit,  ma'am,  1  appeal  to  you.  What 
warning  did  I  give  that  fellow,  the  first  time  he 
set  foot  in  the  house,  when  the  express  object 
of  his  visit  was  to  know  how  he  could  knock 
Religion  over,  and  floor  the  Established  Church  ? 
Mrs.  Sparsit,  in  point  of  high  connections,  you 
are  on  a  level  with  the  aristocracy, — did  I  say, 
or  did  I  not  say,  to  that  fellow,  '  You  can't  hide 
the  truth  from  me :  you  are  not  the  kind  of 
fellow  I  like  ;  you'll  come  to  no  good  ? ' " 

"  Assuredly,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "  you 
did,  in  a  highly  impressive  manner,  give  him 
such  an  admonition." 

"  When  he  shocked  you,  ma'am,"  said  Boun- 
derby ;  "  when  he  shocked  your  feelings  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit  with  a  meek 
shake  of  her  head,  "  he  certainly  did  so.  Though 
I  do  not  mean  to  say  but  that  my  feelings  may 
be  weaker  on  such  points — more  foolish,  if  the 
term  is  preferred — than  they  might  have  been, 
if  I  had  always  occupied  my  present  jiosition." 

Mr.  Bounderby  stared  with  a  bursting  pride  at 
Mr.  Harthouse,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  I  am  the  pro- 
prietor of  this  female,  and  she's  worth  your  atten- 
tion, I  think."     Then,  resumed  his  discourse.  ■ 

"  Y'ou  can  recall  for  yourself,  Harthouse,  what 
I  said  to  him  when  you  saw  him.  I  didn't  mince 
the  matter  with  him.  I  am  never  mealy  with 
'em.  I  KNOW  'em.  Very  well,  sir.  Three  days 
after  that  he  bolted.  Went  ofi^,  nobody  knows 
where  :  as  my  mother  did  in  my  infancy — only 
with  this  difterence,  that  he  is  a  worse  subject 
than  my  mother,  if  possible.  What  did  he  do 
before  he  went  ?  What  do  you  say " — Mr. 
Bounderby,  with  his  hat  in  his  hand,  gave  a 
beat  upon  the  crown  at  every  little  division  of 
his  sentences,  as  if  it  were  a  tambourine — "  to 
his  being  seen — night  after  night — watching  the 
Bank  ? — to  his  lurking  about  there' — after  dark  ? 
— To  its  striking  Mrs.  Sparsit — that  he  could  be 
lurking  for  no  good? — To  her  calling  Bitzer's 
attention  to  him,  and  their  both  taking  notice  of 
him  ? — And  to  its  appearing,  on  inquiry  to-day 
■ — that  he  was  also  noticed  by  the  neighbours  ?  " 
Having  come  to  the  climax,  Mr.  Bounderby, 
like  an  Oriental  dancer,  put  his  tambourine  on 
his  head. 

"Suspicious,"  said  James  Harthouse,  "cer- 
tainly." 

"I  think  so,  sir,"  said  Bounderby  with  a  de- 
fiant nod.  "  I  think  so.  But  there  are  more  of 
'em  in  it.     There's  an  old  woman.      One  never 


so  NATURAL  TO  SAY  MISS  GRADGRIND. 


S3 


hears  of  these  things  till  the  mischief's  done ;  all 
sorts  of  defects  are  found  out  in  the  stable  door 
after  the  horse  is  stolen  ;  there's  an  old  woman 
turns  up  now.  An  old  woman  who  seems  to 
have  been  flying  into  town  on  a  broomstick, 
every  now  and  then.  She  watches  the  place  a 
whole  day  before  this  fellow  begins,  and,  on  the 
night  when  you  saw  him,  she  steals  away  with 
him,  and  holds  a  council  with  him — I  suppose, 
to  make  her  report  on  going  off  duty,  and  be 
damned  to  her." 

There  was  such  a  person  in  the  room  that 
night,  and  she  shrunk  from  observation,  thought 
Louisa. 

"  This  is  not  all  of  'cm,  even  as  we  already 
know  'em,"  said  Bounderby,  with  many  nods  of 
hidden  meaning.  "  But  I  have  said  enough  for 
the  present.  You'll  have  the  goodness  to  keep 
it  quiet,  and  mention  it  to  no  one.  It  may  take 
time,  but  we  shall  have  'em.  It's  policy  to 
give  'em  line  enough,  and  there's  no  objection 
to  that." 

"  Of  course  they  will  be  punished  with  the 
utmost  rigour  of  the  law,  as  notice  boards  ob- 
serve," replied  James  Harthouse,  "  and  serve 
them  right.  Fellows  who  go  in  for  Banks  must 
take  the  consequences.  If  there  were  no  con- 
sequences, we  should  all  go  in  for  Banks."  He 
had  gently  taken  Louisa's  parasol  from  her 
hand,  and  had  put  it  up  for  her ;  and  she 
walked  under  its  shade,  though  the  sun  did  not 
shine  there. 

"  For  the  present.  Loo  Bounderby,"  said  her 
husband,  "  here's  Mrs.  Sparsit  to  look  after. 
Mrs.  Sparsit's  nerves  have  been  acted  upon  by 
this  business,  and  she'll  stay  here  a  day  or  two. 
So  maKe  her  comfortable." 

"  Thank  you  very  much,  sir,"  that  discreet 
lady  observed,  "  but  pray  do  not  let  My  comfort 
be  a  consideration.     Anything  will  do  for  Me." 

It  soon  appeared  that,  if  Mrs.  Sparsit  had  a 
failing  in  her  association  with  that  domestic 
establishment,  it  was  that  she  was  so  excessively 
regardless  of  herself  and  regardful  of  others  as  to 
be  a  nuisance.  On  being  shown  her  chamber, 
.she  was  so  dreadfully  sensible  of  its  comforts  as 
to  suggest  the  inference  that  she  would  have 
preferred  to  pass  the  night  on  the  mangle  in  the 
laundry.  True,  the  Powlers  and  the  Scadgerses 
were  accustomed  to  splendour,  "  but  it  is  my 
duty  to  remember,"  Mrs.  Sparsit  was  fond  of 
observing  with  a  lofty  grace,  particularly  when 
any  of  the  domestics  were  present,  "  that  what 
I  was,  I  am  no  longer.  IndeeJ,"  said  she,  "  if 
I  could  altogether  cancel  the  remembrance  that 
Mr.  Sparsit  was  a  Powler,  or  that  I  myself  am 
related  to   the  Scadgers  family ;  or  if  I  could 


even  revoke  the  fact,  and  make  myself  a  person 
of  common  descent  and  ordinary  connections  ; 
I  would  gladly  do  so.  I  should  think  it,  under 
existing  circumstances,  right  to  do  so."  The 
same  Hermitical  state  of  mind  led  to  her  renun- 
ciation of  made  dishes  and  wines  at  dinner, 
until  fairly  commanded  by  Mr.  Bounderby  to 
take  them  ;  when  she  said,  "  Indeed,  you  are 
very  good,  sir;"  and  departed  from  a  resolu- 
tion, of  which  she  had  made  rather  formal  and 
public  announcement,  to  "  wait  for  the  simple 
mutton."  She  was  likewise  deeply  apologetic 
for  wanting  the  salt ;  and,  feeling  amiably  bound 
to  bear  out  Mr.  Bounderby  to  the  fullest  extent 
in  the  testimony  he  had  borne  to  her  nerves, 
occasionally  sat  back  in  her  chair  and  silently 
wept;  at  which  periods  a  tear  of  large  dimen- 
sions, like  a  crystal  ear-ring,  might  be  observed 
(or  rather,  must  be,  for  it  insisted  on  public 
notice)  sliding  down  her  Roman  nose. 

But  Mrs.  Sparsit's  greatest  point,  first  and 
last,  was  her  determination  to  pity  Mr.  Boun- 
derby. There  were  occasions  when,  in  looking 
at  him,  she  was  involuntarily  moved  to  shake 
her  head,  as  who  would  say,  "  Alas,  poor 
Yorick  !  "  After  allowing  herself  to  be  betrayed 
into  these  evidences  of  emotion,  she  would  force 
a  lambent  brightness,  and  would  be  fitfully 
cheerful,  and  would  say,  "  You  have  still  good 
spirits,  sir,  I  am  thankful  to  find  ; "  and  would 
appear  to  hail  it  as  a  blessed  dispensation  that 
Mr.  Bounderby  bore  up  as  he  did.  One  idio- 
syncrasy for  which  she  often  apologised,  she 
found  it  excessively  difficult  to  conquer.  She 
had  a  curious  propensity  to  call  Mrs.  Bounderby 
"  Miss  Gradgrind,"'  and  yielded  to  it  some  three 
or  four  score  times  in  the  course  of  the  evening. 
Her  repetition  of  this  mistake  covered  Mrs. 
Sparsit  with  modest  confusion  ;  but  indeed,  she 
s^d,  it  .seemed  so  natural  to  say  Miss  Grad- 
grind :  whereas,  to  persuade  herself  that  the 
young  lady  whom  sjie  had  had  the  happiness  of 
knowing  from  a  child  could  be  really  and  truly 
Mrs.  Bounderby,  she  found  almost  impossible. 
It  was  a  further  singularity  of  this  remarkable 
case,  that  the  more  she  thought  about  it,  the 
more  impossible  it  appeared  ;  "  the  difterences," 
she  observed,  "  being  such." 

In  the  drawing-room,  after  dinner,  Mr.  Boun- 
derby tried  the  case  of  the  robbery,  examined 
the  witnesses,  made  notes  of  the  evidence, 
found  the  suspected  persons  guilty,  and  sen- 
tenced them  to  the  extreme  punishment  of  the 
law.  Tliat  done,  Bitzcr  was  dismissed  to  town, 
with  instructions  to  recommend  Tom  to  come 
home  by  the  mail  train. 

When    candles   were   brouglit,    Mrs.    Sparsit 


84 


HARD  TIMES. 


murmured,  "  Don't  be  low,  sir.  Pray  let  me 
see  you  cheerful,  sir,  as  I  used  to  do."  Mr. 
Bounderby,  upon  whom  these  consolations  had 
begun  to  produce  the  effect  of  making  him,  in  a 
bull-headed  blundering  way,  sentimental,  sighed 
like  some  large  sea-animal.  "  I  cannot  bear  to 
see  you  so,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit.  "  Try  a 
hand  at  backgammon,  sir,  as  you  used  to  do 
when  I  had  the  honour  of  living  under  your 
roof."  "I  haven't  played  backgammon,  ma'am," 
said  Mr.  Bounderby,  "since  that  time."  "No, 
sir,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit  soothingly,  "  I  am  aware 
that  you  have  not.  I  remember  that  Miss 
Gradgrind  takes  no  interest  in  the  game.  But 
I  shall  be  happy,  sir,  if  you  will  condescend." 

They  played  near  a  window  opening  on  the 
garden.  It  was  a  fine  night :  not  moonlight, 
but  sultry  and  fragrant.  Louisa  and  Mr.  Hart- 
house  strolled  out  into  the  garden,  where  their 
voices  could  be  heard  in  the  stillness,  though 
not  what  they  said.  Mrs.  Sparsit,  from  her 
place  at  the  backgammon  board,  was  constantly 
straining  her  eyes  to  pierce  the  shadows  without. 
"  What's  the  matter,  ma'am  ? "  said  Mr.  Boun- 
derby ;  "  you  don't  see  a  Fire,  do  you  ?"  "  Oh 
dear  no,  sir  !  "  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit  ;  "  I  was 
thinking  of  the  dew."  "What  have  you  got  to 
do  with  the  dew,  ma'am  ?  "  said  Mr.  Bounderby. 
"  It's  not  myself,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit ; 
"  I  am  fearful  of  Miss  Gradgrind's  taking  cold." 
"  She  never  takes  cold,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby. 
"  Really,  sir  ? "  said  Mrs.  Sparsit.  And  was 
affected  with  a  cough  in  her  throat. 

When  the  time  drew  near  for  retiring,  Mr. 
Bounderby  took  a  glass  of  water.  "  Oh,  sir  !  " 
said  Mrs.  Sparsit.  "  Not  your  sherry  warm, 
with  lemon-peel  and  nutmeg  ?  "  "  Why,  I  have 
got  out  of  the  habit  of  taking  it  now,  ma'am," 
said  Mr.  Bounderby.  "  The  more's  the  pity, 
sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit ;  "  you  are  losing  all 
your  good  old  habits.  Cheer  up,  sir !  If  Miss 
Gradgrind  will  permit  me,  I  will  offer  to  make  it 
for  you,  as  I  have  often  done." 

Miss  Gradgrind  readily  permitting  Mrs. 
Sparsit  to  do  anything  she  pleased,  that  con- 
siderate lady  made  the  beverage,  and  handed  it 
to  Mr.  Bounderb)'.  "  It  will  do  you  good,  sir. 
It  will  warm  your  heart.  It  is  the  sort  of  thing 
you  want,  and  ought  to  take,  sir."  And  when 
Mr.  Bounderby  said,  "  Your  health,  ma'am  !  " 
she  answered  with  great  feeling,  "  Thank  you, 
sir.  The  same  to  you,  and  happiness  also." 
Finally,  she  wished  him  good  night  with  great 
pathos  ;  and  Mr.  Bounderby  went  to  bed,  with 
a  maudlin  persuasion  that  he  had  been  crossed 
in  something  tender,  though  he  could  not.  for 
his  life,  have  mentioned  what  it  was. 


Long  after  Louisa  had  undressed  and  lain 
down,  she  watched  and  waited  for  her  brother's 
coming  home.  That  could  hardly  be,  she  knew, 
until  an  hour  past  midnight ;  but  in  the  country 
silence,  which  did  anything  but  calm  the  trouble 
of  her  thoughts,  time  lagged  wearily.  At  last,, 
when  the  darkness  and  stillness  had  seemed  for 
hours  to  thicken  one  another,  she  heard  the  bell 
at  the  gate.  She  felt  as  though  she  would  have 
been  glad  that  it  rang  on  until  daylight ;  but  it 
ceased,  and  the  circles  of  its  last  sound  spread 
out  fainter  and  wider  in  the  air,  and  all  was  dead 
again. 

She  waited  yet  some  quarter  of  an  hour,  as 
she  judged.  Then  she  arose,  put  on  a  loose 
robe,  and  went  out  of  her  room  in  the  dark,  and 
up  the  staircase  to  her  brother's  room.  His 
door  being  shut,  she  softly  opened  it  and  spoke 
to  him,  approaching  his  bed  with  a  noiseless  step. 

She  kneeled  down  beside  it,  passed  her  arm 
over  his  neck,  and  drew  his  face  to  hers.  She 
knew  that  he  only  feigned  to  be  asleep,  but  she 
said  nothing  to  him. 

He  started  by-and-by  as  if  he  were  just  then, 
awakened,  and  asked  who  that  was,  and  what 
was  the  matter  ? 

"Tom,  have  you  anything  to  tell  me?  If 
ever  you  loved  me  in  your  life,  and  have  any- 
thing concealed  from  every  one  besides,  tell  it 
to  me." 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,  Loo.  You 
have  been  dreaming." 

"  My  dear  brother  " — she  laid  her  head  down 
on  his  pillow,  and  her  hair  flowed  over  him  as  if 
she  would  hide  him  from  every  one  but  herself 
— "  is  there  nothing  that  you  have  to  tell  me  ? 
Is  there  nothing  you  can  tell  me  if  you  will  ? 
You  can  tell  me  nothing  that  will  change  me. 
Oh,  Tom,  tell  me  the  truth  !  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean.  Loo  !  " 

"As  you  lie  here  alone,  my  dear,  in  the- 
melancholy  night,  so  you  must  lie  somewhere 
one  night,  when  even  I,  if  I  am  living  then, 
shall  have  left  you.  As  I  am  here  beside  you, 
barefoot,  unclothed,  undistinguishable  in  dark- 
ness, so  must  I  he  through  all  the  night  of  my 
decay,  until  I  am  dust.  In  the  name  of  that 
time,  Tom,  tell  me  the  truth  now  !  " 

"  What  is  it  you  want  to  know?  " 

"  You  may  be  certain  " — in  the  energy  of  her 
love  she  took  him  to  her  bosom  as  if  he  were  a 
child — "  that  I  will  not  reproach  you.  You  may 
be  certain  that  I  will  be  compassionate  and  true 
to  you.  You  may  be  certain  that  I  will  save 
you  at  whatever  cost.  Oh,  Tom,  have  you 
nothing  to  tell  me  ?  Whisper  very  softly.  Say 
only    yes,'  and  I  shall  understand  you !  " 


TOM  HAS  NOTHING  TO  TELL. 
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She  turned  her  ear  to  his  lips,  but  he  re- 
mained doggedly  silent. 

"  Not  a  word,  Tom  ?  " 

"  How  can  I  say  Yes,  or  how  can  I  say  No, 
when  1  don't  know  what  you  mean  ?  Loo,  you 
are  a  brave,  kind  girl,  worthy,  I  begin  to 
think,  of  a  better  brother  than  I  am.  But  I 
have  nothing  more  to  say.  Go  to  bed,  go  to 
bed." 

"  You  are  tired,"  she  whispered  presently, 
more  in  her  usual  way. 

"  Yes,  I  am  quite  tired  out." 

"  You  have  been  so  hurried  and  disturbed 
to-day.  Have  any  fresh  discoveries  been 
made?" 

"  Only  those  you  have  heard  of  from — him." 

"Tom,  have  you  said  to  any  one  that  we 
made  a  visit  to  those  people,  and  that  we  saw 
those  three  together  ?  " 

"  No.  Didn't  you  yourself  particularly  ask 
me  to  keep  it  quiet,  when  you  asked  me  to  go 
there  with  you  ?  " 

"  Yes.  But  I  did  not  know  then  what  was 
going  to  happen." 

"  Nor  1  neither.     How  could  I  ? '' 

He  was  very  quick  upon  her  with  this  retort. 

'■  Ought  I  to  say,  after  what  has  happened," 
said  his  sister,  standing  by  the  bed — she  had 
gradually  withdrawn  herself  and  risen — "  that  I 
made  that  visit?  Should  I  say  so?  Must  I 
say  so  ?  " 

"  Good  heavens.  Loo,"  returned  her  brother, 
"you  are  not  in  the  habit  of  asking  my  advice. 
Say  what  you  like.  If  you  keep  it  to  yourself, 
I  shall  keep  it  to  OT_>'self.  If  you  disclose  it, 
there's  an  end  of  it." 

It  was  too  dark  for  either  to  see  the  other's 
face ;  but  each  seemed  very  attentive,  and  to 
consider  before  speaking. 

•    "Tom,  do  you  believe  the  man  I  gave  the 
money  to  is  really  implicated  in  this  crime?" 

"  I  don't  know.  I  don't  see  why  he  shouldn't 
be." 

"  He  seemed  to  me  an  honest  man." 

"  Another  person  may  seem  to  you  dishonest, 
and  yet  not  be  so." 

There  was  a  pause,  for  he  hail  hesitated,  and 
stopjjcd. 

"  In  short,"  resumed  Tom,  as  if  he  had  made 
up  his  mind,  "  if  you  come  to  that,  perhaps  I 
was  so  far  from  being  altogether  in  his  favour, 
that  I  took  him  outside  the  door  to  tell  him 
quietly,  that  I  thought  he  might  consider  himself 
very  well  off  to  get  such  a  windfall  as  he  had  got 
from  my  sister,  and  that  I  hoped  he  would  make 
good  use  of  it.  You  remember  whether  I  took 
him  out  or  not.     I  say  nothing  against  the  man; 


he  may  be  a  very  good  fellow,  for  anything  I 

know  ;  I  hope  he  is." 

■    "  Was  he  offended  by  what  you  said?" 

"  No,  he  took  it  pretty  well ;  he  was  civil 
enough.  Where  are  you,  Loo?"  He  sat  up  in 
bed  and  kissed  her.  "  Good  night,  my  dear, 
good  night !" 

"  You  have  nothing  more  to  tell  me?" 

'•  No.  What  should  I  have  ?  You  wouldn't 
have  me  tell  you  a  lie  ?" 

"  I  wouldn't  have  you  do  that  to-night,  Tom, 
of  all  the  nights  in  your  life  ;  many  and  much 
happier  as  I  hope  they  will  be." 

"  Thank  you,  my  dear  Loo.  I  am  so  tired, 
that  I  am  sure  I  wonder  I  don't  say  anything  to 
get  to  sleep.     Go  to  bed,  go  to  bed." 

Kissing  her  again,  he  turned  round,  drew  the 
coverlet  over  his  head,  and  lay  as  still  as  if  that 
time  had  come  by  which  she  had  adjured  him. 
She  stood  for  some  time  at  the  bedside  before 
she  slowly  moved  away.  She  stopped  at  the 
door,  looked  back  when  she  had  opened  it,  and 
asked  him  if  he  had  called  her?  But  he  lay 
still,  and  she  softly  closed  the  door  and  returned 
to  her  room. 

Then  the  wretched  boy  looked  cautiously  up 
and  found  her  gone,  crept  out  of  bed,  fastened 
his  door,  and  threw  himself  upon  his  pillow 
again :  tearing  his  hair,  morosely  crying,  grudg- 
ingly loving  her,  hatefully  but  impenitently  spurn- 
ing himself,  and  no  less  hatefully  and  unprofit- 
ably  spurning  all  the  good  in  the  world. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

HEARING  THE   LAST   OF   IT. 

RS.  SPARSIT,  lying  by  to  recover 
the  tone  of  her  nerves  in  Mr.  Boun- 
derby's  retreat,  kept  such  a  sharp 

^ look-out,  night  and  day,  under  her 

p"^t'  Coriolanian  eyebrows,  that  her  eyes, 
like  a  couple  of  lighthouses  on  an  iron- 
bound  coast,  might  have  warned  all  pru- 
dent mariners  from  that  bold  rock  her 
Roman  nose,  and  the  dark  and  craggy  region  in 
its  neighbourhood,  but  for  the  placidity  of  her 
manner.  Although  it  was  hard  to  believe  that 
her  retiring  for  the  night  coukl  be  anything  but 
a  form,  so  severely  wide  awake  were  those 
classical  eyes  of  hers,  and  so  impossible  did  it 
seem  that  her  rigid  nose  could  yield  to  any 
relaxing  inlluence,  yet  her  manner  of  sitting, 
smoothing  her  uncomfortable,  not  to  say  gritty 
mittens  (they  were  constructed  of  a  cool  fabric 
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like  a  meat-safe),  or  of  ambling  to  unknown 
places  of  destination  with  her  foot  in  her  cotton 
stirrup,  was  so  perfectly  serene,  that  most  ob- 
servers would  have  been  constrained  to  suppose 
her  a  dove,  embodied,  by  some  freak  of  nature, 
in  the  earthly  tabernacle  of  a  bird  of  the  hook- 
beaked  order. 

She  was  a  most  wonderful  woman  for  prowling 
about  the  house.  How  she  got  from  story  to 
story  was  a  mystery  beyond  solution.  A  lady 
so  decorous  in  herself,  and  so  highly  connected, 
was  not  to  be  suspected  of  dropping  over  the 
banisters  or  sliding  down  them,  yet  her  extra- 
ordinary facility  of  locomotion  suggested  the 
wild  idea.  Another  noticeable  circumstance  in 
Mrs.  Sparsit  was,  that  she  was  never  hurried. 
She  would  shoot  with  consummate  velocity  from 
the  roof  to  the  hall,  yet  would  be  in  full  posses- 
sion of  her  breath  and  dignity  on  the  moment 
of  her  arrival  there.  Neither  was  she  ever  seen 
by  human  vision  to  go  at  a  great  pace. 

She  took  very  kindly  to  Mr.  Harthouse,  and 
had  some  pleasant  conversation  with  him  soon 
after  her  arrival.  She  made  him  her  stately 
curtsy  in  the  garden,  one  morning  before  break- 
fast. 

"  It  appears  but  yesterday,  sir,"  said  Mrs. 
Sparsit,  "  that  I  had  the  honour  of  receiving 
you  at  the  Bank,  when  you  were  so  good  as  to 
wish  to  be  made  acquainted  with  Mr.  Boun- 
derby's  address." 

"  An  occasion,  I  am  sure,  not  to  be  forgotten 
by  myself  in  the  course  of  Ages,''  said  Mr. 
Harthouse,  inclining  his  head  to  Mrs.  Sparsit 
with  the  most  indolent  of  all  possible  airs. 

"  We  live  in  a  singular  world,  sir,"  said  Mrs. 
Sparsit. 

"  I  have  had  the  honour,  by  a  coincidence  of 
which  I  am  proud,  to  have  made  a  remark, 
similar  in  effect,  though  not  so  epigi-ammatically 
expressed." 

"  A  singular  world,  I  would  say,  sir,"  pursued 
Mrs.  Sparsit ;  after  acknowledging  the  compli- 
ment with  a  drooping  of  her  dark  eyebrows,  not 
altogether  so  mild  in  its  expression  as  her  voice 
was  in  its  dulcet  tones ;  "  as  regards  the  intimacies 
we  form  at  one  time  with  individuals  we  were 
quite  ignorant  of  at  another.  I  recall,  sir,  that 
on  that  occasion  you  went  so  far  as  to  say  you 
were  actually  apprehensive  of  Miss  Gradgrind." 

"  Your  memory  does  me  more  honour  than 
my  insignificance  deserves.  I  availed  myself  of 
your  obhging  hints  to  correct  my  timidity,  and 
it  is  unnecessary  to  add  that  they  were  perfectly 
accurate.  Mrs.  Sparsit's  talent  for — in  fact,  for 
anything  requiring  accuracy — with  a  combination 
of  strength  of  mind — and  Family — is  too  habi- 


tually developed  to  admit  of  any  question.'' 
He  was  almost  falling  asleep  over  this  compli- 
ment ;  it  took  him  so  long  to  get  through,  and 
his  mind  wandered  so  much  in  the  course  of  its 
execution. 

"  You  found  Miss  Gradgrind — I  really  cannot 
call  her  Mrs.  Bounderby  ;  it's  very  absurd  of  me 
— as  youthful  as  I  described  her?"  asked  Mrs. 
Sparsit  sweetly. 

"  You  drew  her  portrait  perfectly,"  said  Mr. 
Harthouse.     "  Presented  her  dead  image." 

"Very  engaging,  sir?"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit, 
causing  her  mittens  slowly  to  revolve  over  one 
another. 

"  Highly  so." 

"  It  used  to  be  considered,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit, 
"  that  Miss  Gradgrind  was  wanting  in  anima- 
tion, but  I  confess  she  appears  to  me  consider- 
ably and  strikingly  improved  in  that  respect. 
Ay,  and  indeed  here  is  Mr.  Bounderby  ! "  cried 
Mrs.  Sparsit,  nodding  her  head  a  great  many 
times,  as  if  she  had  been  talking  and  thinking  of 
no  one  else.  "  How  do  you  find  yourself  this 
morning,  sir?     Pray  let  us  see  you  cheerful,  sir." 

Now,  these  persistent  assuagements  of  his 
misery,  and  lightenings  of  his  load,  had  by  this 
time  begun  to  have  the  effect  of  making  Mr. 
Bounderby  softer  than  usual  towards  Mrs. 
Sjiarsit,  and  harder  than  usual  to  most  other 
people,  from  his  wife  downward.  So,  when  Mrs. 
Sparsit  said  with  forced  lightness  of  heart,  "  You 
want  your  breakfast,  sir,  but  I  dare  say  Miss 
Gradgrind  will  soon  be  here  to  jjreside  at  the 
table,"  Mr.  Bounderby  replied,  "  If  I  waited  to 
be  taken  care  of  by  my  wife,  ma'am,  I  believe 
you  know  pretty  well  I  should  wait  till  Dooms- 
day, so  I'll  trouble  you  to  take  charge  of  the  tea- 
pot." Mrs.  Sparsit  complied,  and  assumed  her 
old  position  at  table. 

This  again  made  the  excellent  woman  vastl\- 
sentimental.  She  was  so  humble  withal,  that 
when  Louisa  appeared,  she  rose,  protesting  she 
never  could  think  of  sitting  in  that  place  under 
existing  circumstances,  often  as  she  had  had  the 
honour  of  making  Mr.  Bounderby's  breakfast, 
before  Mrs.  Gradgrind — she  begged  pardon,  she 
meant  to  say  Miss  Bounderby — she  hoped  to  be 
excused,  but  she  really  could  not  get  it  right  yet, 
though  she  trusted  to  become  familiar  with  it 
by-and-by — had  assumed  her  present  position. 
It  was  only  (she  observed)  because  Miss  Grad- 
grind happened  to  be  a  little  late,  and  Mr. 
Bounderby's  time  was  so  very  precious,  and  she 
knew  it  of  old  to  be  so  essential  that  he  should 
breakfast  to  the  moment,  that  she  had  taken  the 
liberty  of  complying  with  his  request ;  long  as 
his  will  had  been  a  law  to  her. 


iVIiS.  SPARSIT  MORE  SUPERIOR  THAN  EVER. 
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"  There  !  Stop  where  you  are,  ma'am,"  said 
Mr.  Bounderby,  ''stop  where  you  are!  Mrs. 
Bounderby  will  be  very  glad  to  be  relieved  of 
the  trouble,  I  believe." 

"  Don't  say  that,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit, 
almost  with  severity,  '•  because  that  is  very  un- 
kind to  Mrs.  Bounderby.  And  to  be  unkind  is 
not  to  be  you,  sir." 

"  You  may  set  your  mind  at  rest,  ma'am. — 
You  can  take  it  very  quietly,  can't  you,  Loo?'' 
said  Mr.  Bounderby  in  a  blustering  way  to  his 
wife. 

■'  Of  course.  It  is  of  no  moment.  Why 
should  it  be  of  any  importance  to  me?" 

"  Why  should  it  be  of  any  importance  to  any 
one,  Mrs.  Sparsit,  ma'am  ?"  said  Mr.  Bounderby, 
swelling  with  a  sense  of  slight.  "  You  attach 
too  much  importance  to  these  things,  ma'am. 
By  George,  you'll  be  corrupted  in  some  of  your 
notions  here.  You  are  old-fashioned,  ma'am. 
\'ou  are  behind  Tom  Gradgrind'schildren's  time." 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  you  ?"  asked  Louisa, 
coldly  surprised.  "  What  has  given  you  of- 
fence ?" 

"  Offence  ! "  repeated  Bounderby.  "  Do  you 
suppose,  if  there  was  any  offence  given  me,  I 
shouldn't  name  it,  and  request  to  have  it  cor- 
rected ?  I  am  a  straightforward  man,  I  believe. 
I  don't  go  beating  about  for  side-winds." 

"  I  suppose  no  one  ever  had  occasion  to  think 
you  too  diffident,  or  too  delicate,"  Louisa  an- 
swered him  composedly  :  "  I  have  never  made 
that  objection  to  you,  either  as  a  child  or  as  a 
woman.  I  don't  understand  what  you  would 
have." 

"Have!"  returned  Mr.  Bounderby.  "No- 
thing. Otherwise,  don't  you,  Loo  Bounderby, 
know  thoroughly  well  that  I,  Josiah  Bounderby 
of  Coketown,  would  have  it  ?" 

She  looked  at  him  as  he  struck  the  table  and 
made  the  teacups  ring,  with  a  proud  colour  in 
her  face  that  was  a  new  change,  Mr.  Harthouse 
thought.  "  You  are  incomprehensible  this 
morning,"  said  Louisa.  "  Pray  take  no  further 
trouble  to  explain  yourself.  I  am  not  curious 
to  know  your  meaning.     What  does  it  matter?" 

Nothing  more  was  said  on  this  theme,  and 
Mr.  Harthouse  was  soon  idly  gay  on  indifferent 
subjects.  But,  from  this  day,  the  Sparsit  action 
upon  Mr.  Bounderby  threw  Louisa  and  James 
Harthouse  more  together,  and  strengthened  the 
dangerous  alienation  from  her  husband,  and 
confidence  against  him  with  another,  into  which 
she  had  fallen  by  degrees  so  fine  that  she  could 
not  retrace  them  if  she  tried.  But,  whether  she 
ever  tried  or  no,  lay  hidden  in  her  own  closed 
heart. 


Mrs.  Sparsit  was  so  much  affected  on  this 
particular  occasion,  that,  assisting  Mr.  Bounderby 
to  his  hat  after  breakfast,  and  being  then  alone 
with  him  in  the  hall,  she  imprinted  a  chaste  kiss 
upon  his  hand,  murmured  "  My  benefactor  I  " 
and  retired,  overwhelmed  with  grief.  Yet  it  is 
an  indubitable  fact,  within  the  cognizance  of 
this  history,  that  five  minutes  after  he  had  left 
the  house  in  the  selfsame  hat,  the  same  descend- 
ant of  the  Scadgerses,  and  connection  by  matri- 
mony of  the  Powlers,  shook  her  right-hand 
mitten  at  his  portrait,  made  a  contemptuous 
grimace  at  that  work  of  art,  and  said,  "  Serve 
you  right,  you  Noodle,  and  I  am  glad  of  it !  " 

Mr.  Bounderby  had  not  been  long  gone, 
when  Bitzer  appeared.  Bitzer  had  come  down 
by  train,  shrieking  and  rattling  over  the  long 
line  of  arches  that  bestrode  the  wild  country  of 
past  and  present  coal-pits,  with  an  e.\press  from 
Stone  Lodge.  It  was  a  hasty  note  to  inform 
Louisa  that  Mrs.  Gradgrind  lay  very  ill.  She 
had  never  been  well  within  her  daughter's 
knowledge  ;  but,  she  had  declined  within  the 
last  few  days,  had  continued  sinking  all  through 
the  night,  and  was  now  as  nearly  dead  as  her 
limited  capacity  of  being  in  any  state  that 
implied  the  ghost  of  an  intention  to  get  out  of  it 
allowed. 

Accompanied  by  the  lightest  of  porters,  fit 
colourless  servitor  at  Death's  door  when  Mrs. 
Gradgrind  knocked,  Louisa  rumbled  to  Coke- 
town,  over  the  coal-pits  past  and  present,  and 
was  whirled  into  its  smok)'  jaws.  She  dismissed 
the  messenger  to  his  own  devices,  and  rode 
away  to  her  old  home. 

She  had  seldom  been  there  since  her  marriage. 
Her  father  was  usually  sifting  and  sifting  at  his 
parliamentary  cinder-heap  in  London  (without 
being  observed  to  turn  uj)  many  precious  arti- 
cles among  the  rubbish),  and  was  still  hard  at  it 
in  the  national  dust-yard.  Her  mother  had 
taken  it  rather  as  a  disturbance  than  otherwise 
to  be  visited,  as  she  reclined  upon  her  sofa ; 
young  people  Louisa  felt  herself  all  unfit  for  ; 
Sissy  she  had  never  softened  to  again,  since  the 
night  when  the  stroller's  child  had  raised  her 
eyes  to  look  at  Mr.  Bounderby's  intended  wife. 
She  had  no  inducements  to  go  back,  and  had 
rarely  gone. 

Neither,  as  she  approached  her  old  home 
now,  did  any  of  the  best  intkiences  of  old  home 
descend  upon  her.  The  dreams  of  childhood 
— its  airy  fables;  its  graceful,  beautiful,  humane, 
impossible  adornments  of  the  world  beyond  :  so 
good  to  be  believed  in  once,  so  good  to  be 
remembered  when  outgrown,  for  tlien  the  least 
among  them   rises   to   the   stature   of  a   great 
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Charity  in  the  heart,  suffering  little  children  to 
come  into  the  midst  of  it,  and  to  keep  with 
their  jiure  hands  a  garden  in  the  stony  ways  of 
this  world,  wherein  it  were  better  for  all  the 
children  of  Adam  that  they  should  oftener  sun 
themselves,  simple  and  trustful,  and  not  worldly 
wise — what  had  she  to  do  with  these  ?  Remem- 
brances of  how  she  had  journeyed  to  the  little 
that  she  knew,  by  the  enchanted  roads  of  what 
she  and  millions  of  innocent  creatures  had 
hoped  and  imagined ;  of  how,  first  coming  upon 
Reason  through  the  tender  light  of  Fancy,  she 
had  seen  it  a  beneficent  god,  deferring  to  gods 
as  great  as  itself:  not  a  grim  Idol,  cruel  and 
cold,  with  its  victims  bound  hand  to  foot,  and 
its  big  dumb  shape  set  up  with  a  sightless  stare, 
never  to  be  moved  by  anything  but  so  many 
calculated  tons  of  leverage — what  had  she  to  do 
with  these  ?  Her  remembrances  of  home  and 
childhood  were  remembrances  of  the  drying  up 
of  every  spring  and  fountain  in  her  young  heart 
as  it  gushed  out.  The  golden  waters  were  not 
there.  They  were  flowing  for  the  fertilisation  of 
the  land  where  grapes  are  gathered  from  thorns, 
and  figs  from  thistles. 

She  went,  with  a  heavy,  hardened  kind  of 
sorrow  upon  her,  into  the  house  and  into  her 
mother's  room.  Since  the  time  of  her  leaving 
home.  Sissy  had  lived  with  the  rest  of  the  family 
on  equal  terms.  Sissy  was  at  her  mother's  side; 
and  Jane,  her  sister,  now  ten  or  twelve  years 
old,  was  in  the  room. 

There  was  great  trouble  before  it  could  be 
made  known  to  Mrs.  Gradgrind  that  her  eldest 
child  was  there.  She  reclined,  propped  up, 
from  mere  habit,  on  a  couch  :  as  nearly  in  her 
old  usual  attitude  as  anything  so  helpless  could 
be  kept  in.  She  had  positively  refused  to  take 
to  her  bed ;  on  the  ground  that,  if  she  did,  she 
would  never  hear  the  last  of  it. 

Her  feeble  voice  sounded  so  far  away  in  her 
bundle  of  shawls,  and  the  sound  of  another 
voice  addressing  her  seemed  to  take  such  a  long 
time  in  getting  down  to  her  ears,  that  she  might 
have  been  lying  at  the  bottom  of  a  well.  The 
poor  lady  was  nearer  Truth  than  she  ever  had 
been  :  which  had  much  to  do  with  it. 

On  being  told  that  Mrs.  Bounderby  was 
there,  she  replied,  at  cross  purposes,  that  she 
had  never  called  him  by  that  name  since  he 
married  Louisa;  that,  pending  her  choice  of  an 
objectionable  name,  she  had  called  him  J  ;  and 
that  she  could  not  at  present  depart  from  that 
regulation,  not  being  yet  provided  with  a  per- 
manent substitute.  Louisa  had  sat  by  her  for 
some  minutes,  and  had  spoken  to  her  often, 
before  she  arrived  at  a  clear  understandins;  who 


it  was.     She  then  seemed  to  come  to  it  all  at 
once. 

"  Well,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Gradgrind,  "and 
I  hope  you  are  going  on  satisfactorily  to  your- 
self It  was  all  your  father's  doing.  He  set  his 
heart  upon  it.     And  he  ought  to  know." 

"I  want  to  hear  of  you,  mother;  not  of 
myself." 

"  You  want  to  hear  of  me,  rny  dear  ?  Thai's 
something  new,  I  am  sure,  when  anybody  wants 
to  hear  of  me.  Not  at  all  well,  Louisa.  Very 
faint  and  giddy." 

"Are  you  in  pain,  dear  mother?" 

"  I  think  there's  a  pain  somewhere  in  the 
room,"  said  Mrs.  Gradgrind,  "  but  I  couldn't 
positively  say  that  I  have  got  it." 

After  this  strange  speech,  she  lay  silent  for 
some  time.  Louisa,  holding  her  hand,  could 
feel  no  pulse  ;  but,  kissing  it,  could  see  a  slight 
thin  thread  of  life  in  fluttering  motion. 

"  You  very  seldom  see  your  sister,"  said  Mrs. 
Gradgrind.  "  She  grows  like  you.  I  wish  you 
would  look  at  her.     Sissy,  bring  her  here." 

She  was  brought,  and  stood  with  her  hand  in 
her  sister's.  Louisa  had  observed  her  with  her 
arm  round  Sissy's  neck,  and  she  felt  the  differ- 
ence of  this  approach. 

"  Do  you  see  the  likeness,  Louisa  ?" 

"  Yes,  mother.  I  should  think  her  like  me. 
But " 

"  Eh  ?  Yes,  I  always  say  so,"  Mrs.  Grad- 
grind cried  with  unexpected  quickness.  "  And 
that  reminds  me.  I — I  want  to  speak  to  you, 
my  dear.  Sissy,  my  good  girl,  leave  us  alone  a 
minute." 

Louisa  had  relinquished  the  hand :  had 
thought  that  her  sister's  was  a  better  and 
brighter  face  than  hers  had  ever  been :  had 
seen  in  it,  not  without  a  rising  feeling  of  resent- 
ment, even  in  that  place  and  at  that  time,  some- 
thing of  the  gentleness  of  the  other  face  in  the 
room ;  the  sweet  face  with  the  trusting  eyes, 
made  paler  than  watching  and  sympathy  made 
it  by  the  rich  dark  hair. 

Left  alone  with  her  mother,  Louisa  saw  her 
lying  with  an  awful  lull  upon  her  face,  like  one 
who  was  floating  away  upon  some  great  water, 
all  resistance  over,  content  to  be  carried  down 
the  stream.  She  put  the  shadow  of  a  hand  ta 
her  lips  again,  and  recalled  her. 

"  You  were  going  to  speak  to  me,  mother." 

"  Eh  ?  Yes,  to  be  sure,  my  dear.  You  know 
your  father  is  almost  always  away  now,  and 
therefore  I  must  write  to  him  about  it." 

"About  what,  mother?  Don't  be  troubled. 
About  what  ?  "  - . 

"You  must  remember,  my  dear,  that  when- 
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ever  I  have  said  anything^  on  any  subject,  I 
have  never  heard  the  last  of  it  ;  and  conse- 
quently, that  I  have  long  left  off  saying  any- 
thing." 

"  I  can  hear  you,  mother."     But,  it  was  only 
by  dint  of  bending  down  to  her  ear,  and  at  the 


same  time  attentively  watching  the  lips  as  they 
moved,  that  she  could  link  such  faint  and  broken 
sounds  into  any  chain  of  connection. 

•  "  You  learnt  a  great  deal,  Louisa,  and  so  did 
your  brother.  Ologies  of  all  kinds  from  morn- 
ing to  night.     If  there  is  any  Ology  left,  of  any 
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description,  that  has  not  been  worn  to  rags  in 
this  house,  all  I  can  say  is,  I  hope  I  shall  never 
hear  its  name." 

"  I  can  hear  you,  mother,  when  you  have 
strength  to  go  on."  This  to  keep  her  from 
floating  away. 


"  But  there  is  something — not  an  Ology  at  all 
—that  your  father  has  missed,  or  forgotten, 
Louisa.  I  don't  know  what  it  is.  I  have  often 
sat  with  Sissy  near  me,  and  thought  about  it. 
I  shall  never  get  its  name  now.  But  your 
father  ma)'.     It  makes  me  restless.     I  want  to 
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write  -to  him,  to  find  out,  for  God's  sake,  wlut 
it  is.     Give  me  a  pen,  give  me  a  pen." 

Ev6n  the  power  of  restlessness  was  gone, 
except  from  the  poor  head,  which  could  just 
.  turn  from  side  to  side. 

She  fancied,  however,  that  her  request  had 
been  con'tphed  with,  and  that  the  pen  she  could 
not  have  held  was  in  her  hand.  It  matters 
little  what  figures  of  wonderful  no-meaning  she 
began  .to  trace  upon  her  wrappers.  The  hand 
soon  stopped  in  the  midst  of  them ;  the  light 
that  had  always  been  feeble  and  dim  behind  the 
weak  transparency,  went  out ;  and  even  Mrs. 
Gradgrind,  emerged  from  the  shadow  in  which 
man  walketh  and  disquieteth  himself  in  vain, 
took  upon  her  the  dread  solemnity  of  the  sages 
and  patriarchs. 


CHAPTER  X. 


MRS.    SPARSIT'S   STAIRCASE. 

'  'RS.   SPARSIT'S  nerves  being  slow 

to  recover  their  tone,  the  worthy 
woman  made  a  stay  of  some  weeks 
in  duration  at  Mr.  Bounderby's  re- 
treat, where,  notwithstanding  her 
anchorite  turn  of  mind,  based  upon 
her  becoming  consciousness  of  her  altered 
station,  she  resigned  herself  with  noble 
fortitude  to  lodging,  as  one  may  say,  in  clover, 
and  feeding  on  the  fat  of  the  land.  During  the 
whole  term  of  this  recess  from  the  guardianship 
of  the  Bank,  Mrs.  Sparsit  was  a  pattern  of  con- 
sistency ;  continuing  to  take  such  pity  on  Mr. 
Bounderby  to  his  face  as  is  rarely  taken  on  man, 
and  to  call  his  portrait  a  Noodle  to  its  face  with 
the-  greatest  acrimony  and  contempt. 

Mr.  Bounderby,  having  got  it  into  his  ex- 
plosive composition  that  Mrs.  Sparsit  was  a 
highly  superior  woman  to  perceive  that  he  had 
that  general  cross  upon  him  in  his  deserts  (for 
he  had  not  5'et  settled  what  it  was),  and  further, 
that  Louisa  would  have  objected  to  her  as  a 
frequent  visitor  if  it  had  comported  with  his 
greatness  that  she  should  object  to  anything  he 
chose  to  do,  resolved  not  to  lose  sight  of  Mrs. 
Sparsit  easily.  So,  when  her  nerves  were  strung 
up  to  the  pitch  of  again  consuming  sweetbreads 
in  solitude,  he  said  to  her  at  the  dinner-table, 
on  the  day  before  her  departure,  "  I  tell  you 
what,  ma'am  ;  you  shall  come  down  here  of  a 
Saturday,  while  the  fine  weather  lasts,  and  stay 
till  Monilay."  To  which  Mrs.  Sparsit  returned, 
in  eflect,  though  not  of  the  Mahomedan  per- 
suasion :  "  To  hear  is  to  obey." 


Now,  Mrs.  Sparsit  was  not  a  poetical  woman  ; 
but  she  took  an  idea  in  the  nature  of  an  alle- 
gorical fancy  into  her  head.  Much  watching  of 
Louisa,  and  much  consequent  observation  of 
her  impenetrable  demeanour,  which  keenlv 
whetted  and  sharpened  Mrs.  Sparsit's  edge,  must 
have  given  her,  as  it  were,-  a  lift  in  the  ^vay  of 
inspiration.  She  erected  in  her  mind  a  mighty 
Staircase,  w-ith  a  dark  pit  of  shame  and  ruin 
at  the  bottom ;  and  down  those  stairs,  from 
day  to  day  and  hour  to  hour,  she  saw  Louisa 
coming. 

It  became  the  business  of  Mrs.  Sparsit's  life 
to  look  up  at  her  staircase,  and  to  watch  Louisa 
coming  down.  Sometimes  slowly,  sometimes 
quickly,  sometimes  several  steps'  at  one  bout, 
sometimes  stopping,  never  turning  back.  If  she 
had  once  turned  back,  it  ihight  have  been  the 
death  of  Mrs.  Sparsit  in  spleen  and  grief 

She  had  been  descending  steadily,  to  the  day, 
and  on  the  day,  when  Mr.  Bounderby  issued  the 
weekly  invitation  recorded  above.  Mrs.  Sparsit 
was  in  good  spirits,  and  inclined  to  be  conver- 
sational. 

"  And  pray,  sir,"  said  she,  "  if  I  may  venture 
to  ask  a  question  appertaining  to  any  subject  on 
which  you  show  reserve — which  is  indeed  hardy 
in  me,  for  I  well  know  you  have  a  reason  for 
everything  you  do — have  you  received  intelli- 
gence respecting  the  robbery?" 

"  Why,  ma'am,  no;  not  yet.  Under  the  cir- 
cumstances, I  didn't  expect  it  yet.  Rome  wasn't 
built  in  a  day,  ma'am." 

"  Very  true,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  shaking 
her  head. 

"  Nor  yet  in  a  week,  ma'am." 

"  No,  indeed,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit,  with 
a  gentle  melancholy  upon  her. 

"In  a  similar  manner,  ma'am,"  said  Boun- 
derby, "  I  can  wait,  you  know.  If  Romulus  and 
Remus  could  wait,  Josiah  Bounderby  can  wait. 
They  were  better  oft"  in  their  youth  than  I  was, 
however.  They  had  a  she-wolf  for  a  nurse ;  / 
had  only  a  she-wolf  for  a  grandmother.  She 
didn't  give  any  milk,  ma'am  ;  she  gave  bruises. 
She  was  a  regular  Alderney  at  that." 

"Ah  !"  Mrs.  Sparsit  sighed  and  shuddered. 

"  No,  ma'am,"  continued  Bounderby,  "  I  have 
not  heard  anything  more  about  it.  It's  in  hand, 
though  ;  and  young  Tom,  who  rather  sticks  to 
business  at  present — something  new  for  him; 
he  hadn't  the  schooling  /  had — is  helping.  My 
injunction  is,  Keep  it  quiet,  and  let  it  seem  to 
blow  over.  Do  what  you  like  under  the  rose, 
but  don't  give  a  sign  of  what  you're  about ;  or 
half  a  hundred  of  'em  will  combine  together,  and 
get  this  fellow  who  has  bolted,  out  of  reach  for 
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good.  Keep  it  quiet,  and  the  thieves  will  grow- 
in  confidence  by  little  and  little,  and  we  shall 
have  'em." 

"  Very  sagacious  indeed,  sir,"  said  ?\Irs.  Sparsit. 
"  Very  interesting.  The  old  woman  you  men- 
tioned, sir " 

"  The  old  woman  I  mentioned,  ma'am,"  said 
Bounderby,  cutting  the  matter  short,  as  it  was 
nothing  to  boast  about,  "is  not  laid  hold  of; 
but  she  may  take  her  oath  she  will  be,  if  that  is 
any  satisfaction  to  her  villainous  old  mind.  In 
the  meantime,  ma'am,  I  am  of  opinion,  if  you 
ask  me  my  opinion,  that  the  less  she  is  talked 
about  the  better." 

That  same  evening,  Mrs.  Sparsit,  in  her 
chamber  window,  resting  from  her  packing  ope- 
rations, looked  towards  her  great  staircase,  and 
saw  Louisa  still  descending. 

She  sat  by  Mr.  Harthouse,  in  an  alcove  in 
the  garden,  talking  very  low  ;  he  stood  leaning 
over  her  as  they  whispered  together,  and  his 
face  almost  touched  her  hair.  "  If  not  quite  !" 
said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  straining  her  hawk's  eyes  to 
the  utmost.  Mrs.  Sparsit  was  too  distant  to 
hear  a  word  of  their  discourse,  or  even  to  know 
that  they  were  speaking  softly,  otherwise  than 
from  the  expression  of  their  figures :  but  what 
they  said  was  this  : 

"  You  recollect  the  man,  Mr.  Harthouse?" 

'■  Oh,  perfectly  !" 

"  His  face,  and  his  manner,  and  what  he 
said?" 

"  Perfectly.  And  an  infinitely  dreary  person 
he  appeared  to  me  to  be.  Lengthy  and  prosy 
in  the  extreme.  It  was  knowing  to  hold  forth 
in  the  humble-virtue  school  of  eloquence ;  but, 
I  assure  you  I  thought  at  the  time,  '  i\Iy  good 
fellow,  you  are  overdoing  this  !'  " 

"  It  has  been  very  difficult  to  me  to  think  ill 
of  that  man." 

'■  My  dear  Louisa — ^as  Tom  says."  Which 
he  never  did  say.  "  You  know  no  good  of  the 
fellow?" 

"  No,  certainly." 

"  Nor  of  any  other  such  person  ?" 

"  How  can  I,"  she  returned,  with  more  of  her 
first  manner  on  her  than  he  had  lately  seen, 
"  when  I  know  nothing  of  them,  men  or  wo- 
men ?" 

"  My  dear  Louisa,  then  consent  to  receive 
the  submissive  representation  of  your  devoted 
friend,  who  knows  something  of  several  varieties 
of  his  excellent  fellow-creatures — for  excellent 
they  are,  I  am  quite  ready  to  believe,  in  spite  of 
such  little  foibles  as  always  helping  themselves 
to  what  they  can  get  hold  of.  This  fellow  talks. 
Well;  every  fellow  talks.     He  professes  morality. 


AVell ;    all    sorts  of  humbugs  profess   morality. 
From  the  House  of  Commons  to  the  Hoiise  "of    ■ 
Correction,    there    is   a   general    profession  "of 
morality,  except  among  our  people;  it  really ,16 
that   exception  which  makes  our  people  quite  . 
reviving.     You  saw  and  heard  the  case..     Here 
was  one  of  the  flufly  classes  pulled  up  extremely 
short  by  my  esteemed  friend  Mr.  Bounderby — . 
who,  as  we  know,  is  not  possessed  of  that  deli- 
cacy which  would  soften  so  tight  a  hand.     The' 
member  of  the  fluffy  classes  was  injured,  exas- 
perated, left  the  house  grumbling,  met  some- 
body who  proposed  to  him  to  go  in  for  some  ' 
share  in  this  Bank  business,  went  in,  put  some- 
thing in  his  pocket   which   had   nothing  in  it 
before,  and  relieved  his  mind  extremely.    Really 
he  would  have  been  an  uncommon,  instead  of  a 
common  fellow,  if  he  had  not  availed  himself  of 
such  an   opportunity.     Or  he  may  have  origi- 
nated it  altogether,  if  he  had  the  cleverness." 

"  I  almost  feel  as  though  it  must  be  bad  in 
me,"   returned  Louisa    after   sitting   thoughtful  ■ 
awhile,  "  to  be  so  ready  to  agree  with  you,  and 
to  be  so  lightened  in  my  heart  by  what  you  say." 

"  I  only  say  what  is  reasonable ;  nothing 
worse.  I  have  talked  it  over  with  my  friend 
Tom  more  than  once — of  course  I  remain  on 
terms  of  perfect  confidence  with  Tom — and  he 
is  quite  of  my  opinion,  and  I  am  quite  of  his. 
Will  you  walk?" 

They  strolled  away  among  the  lanes  beginning 
to  be  indistinct  in  the  twilight — she  leaning  on 
his  arm — and  she  little  thought  how  she  was 
going  down,  down,  tlown  Mrs.  Sparsit's  stair- 
case. 

Night  and  day,  Mrs.  Sparsit  kept  it  standing. 
When  Louisa  had  arrived  at  the  bottom,  and 
disappeared  in  the  gulf,  it  might  fall  in  upon  her 
if  it  would  ;  but,  until  then,  there  it  was  to  be  a 
Building  before  Mrs.  Sparsit's  eyes.  And  there 
Louisa  always  was,  upon  it.  And  always  gliding 
down,  down,  down  ! 

Mrs.  Sparsit  saw  James  Harthouse  come  and 
go ;  she  heard  of  him  here  and  there ;  she  saw 
the  changes  of  the  face  he  had  studied  ;  she,  too, 
remarked  to  a  nicety  how  and  when  it  clouded, 
how  and  when  it  cleared  ;  she  kept  her  black 
eyes  wide  open,  with  no  touch  of  pity,  with  no 
touch  of  compunction,  all  absorbed  in  interest. 
In  the  interest  of  seeing  her,  ever  drawing,  with 
no  hand  to  stay  her,  nearer  and  nearer  to  the 
bottom  of  this  new  Giant's  Staircase. 

With  all  her  deference  for  Mr.  Bounderby 
as  contradistinguished  from  his  portrait,  Mrs. 
Sparsit  had  not  the  smallest  intention  of  inter- 
rupting the  descent.  Eager  to  see  it  accom- 
plished, and  yet  patient,  she  waited  for  the  last 
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■all,  as  for  the  ripeness  and  fulness  of  the  harvest 
.of  her  hopes.  Hushqd  in  expectancy,  she  kept 
her  wary  gaze  upon  the  stairs  ;  and  seldom  so 
much  as  darkly  shook  her  right  mitten  (with  her 
fist  in  it)  at  the  figure  coming  down. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

LOWER    AND    LOWER. 

HE  figure  descended  the  great  stairs 
steadily,  steadily ;  always  verging, 
like  a  weight  in  deep  water,  to  the 
black  gulf  at  the  bottom. 

Mr.  Gradgrind,  apprised  of  his 
wife's  decease,  made  an  expedition 
from  London,  and  buried  her  in  a  busi- 
ness-like manner.  He  then  returned 
with  promptitude  to  the  national  cinder-heap, 
and  resumed  his  sifting  for  the  odds  and  ends 
he  wanted,  and  his  throwing  of  the  dust  about 
into  the  eyes  of  other  people  who  wanted  other 
odds  and  ends — in  fact,  resumed  his  parlia- 
mentary duties. 

In  the  meantime,  Mrs.  Sparsit  kept  unwinking 
watch  and  ward.  Separated  from  her  staircase, 
all  the  week,  by  the  length  of  iron  road  dividing 
Coketown  from  the  country  house,  she  yet  main- 
tained her  cat-like  observation  of  Louisa,  through 
her  husband,  through  her  brother,  through  James 
Harthouse,  through  the  outsides  of  letters  and 
packets,  through  everything  animate  and  inani- 
mate that  at  any  time  went  near  the  stairs. 
"  Your  foot  on  the  last  step,  my  lady,"  said  Mrs. 
Sparsit,  apostrophizing  the  descending  figure, 
with  the  aid  of  her  threatening  mitten,  "  and  all 
your  art  shall  never  blind  me." 

Art  or  nature,  though,  the  original  stock  of 
Louisa's  character,  or  the  graft  of  circumstances 
upon  it — her  curious  reserve  did  baffle,  while  it 
stimulated,  one  as  sagacious  as  Mrs.  Sparsit. 
There  were  times  when  Mr.  James  Harthouse 
was  not  sure  of  her.  There  were  times  when 
he  could  not  read  the  face  he  had  studied  so 
long ;  and  when  this  lonely  girl  was  a  greater 
mystery  to  him  than  any  woman  of  the  world 
with  a  ring  of  satellites  to  help  her. 

So  the  time  went  on ;  until  it  happened  that 
Mr.  Bounderby  was  called  away  from  home  by 
business  which  required  his  presence  elsewhere 
for  three  or  four  days.  It  was  on  a  Friday  that 
he  intimated  this  to  Mrs.  Sparsit  at  the  Bank, 
adding  :  "  But  you'll  go  down  to-morrow,  ma'am, 
all  the  same.  You'll  go  down  just  as  if  I  was 
there.     It  will  make  no  difterence  to  you." 


"  Pray,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit  reproach- 
fully, "  let  me  beg  you  not  to  say  that.  Your 
absence  will  make  a  vast  difference  to  me,  sir, 
as  I  think  you  very  well  know." 

•'  Well,  ma'am,  then  you  must  get  on  in  my 
absence  as  well  as  you  can,';  said  Bounderby, 
not  displeased. 

"  Mr.  Bounderby,"  retorted  Mrs.  Sparsit, 
'•your  will  is  to  me  a  law,  sir;  otherwise,  it 
might  be  my  inclination  to  dispute  your  kind 
commands,  not  feeling  sure  that  it  will  be  quite 
so  agreeable  to  Miss  Gradgrind  to  receive  me, 
as  it  ever  is  to  your  own  munificent  hospitality. 
But  you  shall  say  no  more,  sir.  I  will  go,  upon 
your  invitation." 

"  Why,  when  I  invite  yoii  to  my  house, 
ma'am,"  said  Bounderby,  opening  his  eyes,  ''  I 
should  hope  you  want  no  other  invitation." 

"  No,  indeed,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "  I 
should  hope  not.  Say  no  more,  sir.  I  would, 
sir,  I  could  see  you  gay  again." 

"What  do  you  mean,  ma'am?"  blustered 
Bounderby. 

"  Sir,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "there  was  wont 
to  be  an  elasticity  in  you  which  I  sadly  miss. 
Be  buo3'ant,  sir  ! " 

Mr.  Bounderby,  under  the  influence  of  this 
difficult  adjuration,  backed  up  by  her  compas- 
sionate eye,  could  only  scratch  his  head  in  a 
feeble  and  ridiculous  manner,  and  afterwards 
assert  himself  at  a  distance,  by  being  heard  to 
bully  the  small  fry  of  business  all  the  morning. 

"  Bitzer,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit  that  afternoon, 
when  her  patron  was  gone  on  his  journey,  and 
the  Bank  was  closing,  "  present  my  compliments 
to  young  Mr.  Tiiomas,  and  ask  him  if  he  would 
step  up  and  partake  of  a  lamb  chop  and  walnut 
ketchup,  with  a  glass  of  India  ale  ?  "  Young  Mr. 
Thomas,  being  usually  ready  for  a,nything  in  that 
way,  returned  a  gracious  answer,  and  followed 
on  its  heels.  "  Mr.  Thomas,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit, 
"  these  plain  viands  being  on  the  table,  I  thought 
you  might  be  tempted."  "Thankee,  Mrs. 
Sparsit,"  said  the  whelp.     And  gloomily  fell  to. 

"How  is  Mr.  Harthouse,  Mr.  Tom?"  asked 
Mrs.  Sparsit. 

"  Oh,  he's  all  right  !  "  said  Tom. 

"  Where  may  he  be  at  present  ?  "  Mrs.  Sparsit 
asked  in  a  light  conversational  manner,  after 
mentally  devoting  the  whelp  to  the  Furies  for 
being  so  uncommunicative. 
-.'  "  He  is  shooting  in  Yorkshire,"  said  Tom. 
"  Sent  Loo  a  basket  half  as  big  as  a  church 
yesterday." 

"The  kind  of  gentleman,  now,"  said  Mrs. 
Sparsit  sweetly,  "  whom  one  might  wager  to  be 
a  good  shot !" 


MRS.  SFARSIT  'S  JO  URNE  Y. 


-93 


"  Crack,"  said  Tom. 

He  had  long-  been  a  down-looking  young 
fellow,  but  this  characteristic  had  so  increased 
of  late,  that  he  never  raised  his  eyes  to  any  flice 
for  three  seconds  together.  Mrs.  Sparsit  conse- 
quently had  ample  means  of  watching  his  looks, 
if  she  were  so  inclined. 

"  Mr.  Harthouse  is  a  great  favourite  of  mine," 
said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "as  indeed  he  is  of  most 
people.  May  we  expect  to  see  him  again 
shortly,  Mr.  Tom?" 

"  Why,  /  expect  to  see  him  to-morrow,"  re- 
turned the  whelp. 

"Good  news  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Sparsit  blandly. 

"  I  have  got  an  appointment  with  him  to 
meet  him  in  the  evening  at  the  station  here," 
said  Tom,  "  and  I  am  going  to  dme  with  him 
afterwards,  I  believe.  He  is  not  c6ming  down 
to  the  country  house  for  a  week  or  so,  being  due 
somewhere  else.  At  least,  he  says  so ;  but  I 
shouldn't  wonder  if  he  was  to  stop  here  over 
Sunday,  and  stray  that  way." 

"  Which  reminds  me !  "  said  Mrs.  Sparsit. 
"  Would  you  remember  a  message  to  your 
sister,  Mr.  Tom,  if  I  vi'as  to  charge  you  with 
one  ?" 

"Well?  I'll  try,"  returned  the  reluctant 
whelp,  "  if  it  isn't  a  long  'un." 

"It  is  merely  my  respectful  compliments," 
said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "  and  I  fear  I  may  not  trouble 
lier  with  my  society  this  week  ;  being  still  a 
little  nervous,  and  better  perhaps  by  my  poor 
self." 

"  Oh !  If  that's  all,"  observed  Tom,  "  it 
wouldn't  much  matter,  even  if  I  was  to  forget  it, 
for  Loo's  not  likely  to  think  of  you  unless  she 
sees  you." 

Having  paid  for  his  entertainment  with  this 
agreeable  compliment,  he  relapsed  into  a  hang- 
dog silence  until  there  was  no  more  India  ale 
left,  when  he  said,  "  Well,  Mrs.  Sparsit,  I  must 
be  off ! "  and  went  off. 

Next  day,  Saturday,  Mrs.  Sparsit  sat  at  her 
window  all  day  long  :  looking  at  the  customers 
coming  in  and  out,  watching  the  postmen,  keep- 
ing an  eye  on  the  general  traffic  of  the  street, 
revolving  many  things  in  her  mind,  but,  above 
all,  keeping  her  attention  on  her  staircase.  The 
evening  came,  she  put  on  her  bonnet  and  shawl, 
and  went  quietly  out :  having  her  reasons  for 
hovering  in  a  furtive  way  about  the  station  by 
which  a  passenger  would  arrive  from  Yorkshire, 
and  for  preferring  to  peep  into  it  round  pillars 
and  corners,  and  out  of  ladies'  waiting-room 
windows,  to  appearing  in  its  precincts  openly. 

Tom  was  in  attendance,  and  loitered  about 
until  the  expected  train  came  in.  It  brought  no 
Hard  Times,  7. 


Mr.  Harthouse.  Tom  waited  until  the  crowd 
had  dispersed,  and  the  bustle  was  over;  and 
then  referred  to  a  posted  list  of  trains,  apd  to,a-k  • 
counsel  with  porters.  That  done,  he  strolled 
away  idly,  stopping  in  the  street,  and. looking  lip 
it  and  down  it,  and  lifting  his  hat  off  and  putting 
it  on  again,  and  yawning  and  stretching  hjmself, 
and  exhibiting  all  the  symptoms  of  mortal 
weariness  to  be  expected  in  one  who  had -still  ■ 
to  wait  until  the  next  train  should  com^  in,  an 
hour  and  forty  minutes  hence. 

"This  is  a  device  to  keep  him  out  of  the 
way,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  starting  from  the  duU 
office  window  whence  she  had  watched  him  last. 
"  Harthouse  is  with  his  sister  now  !  " 

It  was  the  conception  of  an  inspired  moment, 
and  she  shot  off  with  her  utmost  swiftness  to 
work  it  out.  The  station  for  the  country  house 
was  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  town,  the  time 
was  short,  the  road  not  easy  ;  but  she  was  so 
quick  in  pouncing  on  a  disengaged  coach,  so 
quick  in  darting  out  of  it,  producing  her  money, 
seizing  her  ticket,  and  diving  into  the  train, 
that  she  was  borne  along  the  arches  spanning 
the  land  of  coal-pits  past  and  present,  as  if  she 
had  been  caught  up  in  a  cloud  and  whirlcil 
away. 

All  the  journey,  immovable  in  the  air,  though 
never  left  behind  ;  plain  to  the  dark  eyes  of  her 
mind,  as  the  electric  wires  which  ruled  a  colossal 
strip  of  music-paper  out  of  the  evening  sky  were 
plain  to  the  dark  eyes  of  her  body  ;  Mrs.  Sparsit 
saw  her  staircase,  with  the  figure  coming  down. 
Very  near  the  bottom  now.  Upon  the  brink  of 
the  abyss. 

An  overcast  September  evening,  just  at  nigiU- 
fall,  saw  beneath  its  drooping  eyelid  Mrs.  Spar.iit 
glide  out  of  her  carriage,  pass  down  the  wooden 
steps  of  the  little  station  into  a  stony  road,  cross 
it  into  a  green  lane,  and  become  hidden  in  a 
summer  growth  of  leaves  and  branches.  One 
or  two  late  birds  sleepily  chirping  in  their  nests, 
and  a  bat  heavily  crossing  and  recrossing  her, 
and  the  reek  of  her  own  tread  in  the  thick  dust 
that  felt  like  velvet,  were  all  Mrs.  Sparsit  heard 
or  saw  until  she  very  softly  closed  a  gate. 

She  went  up  to  the  house,  keeping  within  the 
shrubbery,  and  went  round  it,  peeping  between 
the  leaves  at  the  lower  windows.  Most  of  them 
were  open,  as  they  usually  were  in  such  warm 
weather,  but  there  were  no  lights  yet,  and  all 
was  silent.  She  tried  the  garden  with  no  better 
effect.  She  thought  of  the  wood,  and  stole 
towards  it,  heedless  of  long  grass  and  briers  : 
of  worms,  snails,  and  slugs,  and  all  the  creeping 
things  that  be.  With  her  dark  eyes  and  her 
hook  nobe  warily  in  advance  of  her,  Mrs.  Sparsit 

288 


94 


HARD  TIMES. 


softly  crushed  her  way  through  the  thick  under- 
growth, so  intent  upon  her  object  that  she  pro- 
bably would  have  done  no  less  if  the  wood  had 
been  a  wood  of  adders. 

Hark  ! 

The  smaller  birds  might  have  tumbled  out  of 
their  nests,  fascinated  by  the  glittering  of  Mrs. 
Sparsit's  eyes  in  the  gloom,  as  she  stopped  and 
listened. 

Low  voices  close  at  hand.  His  voice  and 
hers.  The  appointment  was  a  device  to  keep 
the  brother  away  !  There  they  were  yonder,  by 
the  felled  tree. 

Bending  low  among  the  dewy  grass,  Mrs. 
Sparsit  advanced  closer  to  them.  She  drew 
herself  up,  and  stood  behind  a  tree,  like  Robin- 
son Crusoe  in  his  ambuscade  against  the  savages  ; 
'SO  near  to  them  that  at  a  spring,  and  that  no 
great  one,  she  could  have  touched  them  both. 
He  was  there  secretly,  and  had  not  shown  him- 
self at  the  house.  He  had  come  on  horseback, 
and  must  have  passed  through  the  neighbouring 
fields  ;  for  his  horse  was  tied  to  the  meadow 
side  of  the  fence,  within  a  few  paces. 

"My  dearest  love,"  said  he,  "what  could  I 
do  ?  Knowing  you  were  alone,  was  it  possible 
that  I  could  stay  away  ?  " 

"  You  may  hang  your  head,  to  make  yourself 
the  more  attractive  ;  /  don't  know  what  they 
see  in-  you  when  you  hold  it  up,"  thought  Mrs. 
Sparsit ;  "  but  you  little  think,  my  dearest  love, 
whose  eyes  are  on  you  !  " 

That  she  hung  her  head  was  certain.  She 
urged  him  to  go  away,  she  commanded  him  to 
go  away ;  but  she  neither  turned  her  face  to 
him,  nor  raised  it.  Yet  it  was  remarkable  that 
she  sat  as  still  as  ever  the  amiable  w-oman  in 
ambuscade  had  seen  her  sit  at  any  period  in  her 
life.  Her  hands  rested  in  one  another,  like  the 
hands  of  a  statue ;  and  even  her  manner  of 
speaking  was  not  hurried. 

"  My  dear  child,"  said  Harthouse — Mrs. 
Sparsit  saw  with  delight  that  his  arm  embraced 
her — "  will  you  not  bear  with  my  society  for  a 
■   little  while?" 

"  Not  here." 

"Where,  Louisa?" 

"  Not  here." 

"  But  we  have  so  little  time  to  make  so  much 
of,  and  I  have  come  so  far,  and  am  altogether 
so  devoted  and  distracted.  There  never  was  a 
slave  at  once  so  devoted  and  ill  used  by  his 
mistress.  To  look  for  your  sunny  welcome  that 
has  warmed  me  into  life,  and  to  be  received  in 
your  frozen  manner,  is  heart-rending." 

"  Am  I  to  say  again  that  I  must  be  left  to 
myself  here  ?" 


"  But  we  must  meet,  my  dear  Louisa.  Where 
shall  we  meet?" 

They  both  started.  The  listener  started, 
guiltily,  too ;  for  she  thought  there  was  another 
listener  among  the  trees.  It  was  only  rain, 
beginning  to  fall  fast  in  heavy,  drops. 

•'  Shall  I  ride  up  to  the  house  a  few  minutes 
hence,  innocently  supposing  that  its  master  is  at 
home,  and  will  be  charmed  to  receive  me  ?  " 

"No!" 

"  Your  cruel  commands  are  implicitly  to  be 
obe)'ed,  though  I  am  the  most  unfortunate 
fellow  in  the  world,  I  believe,  to  have  been 
insensible  to  all  other  women,  and  to  have  fallen 
prostrate  at  last  under  the  foot  of  the  most 
beautiful,  and  the  most  engaging,  and  the  most 
imperious.  My  dearest  Louisa,  I  cannot  go 
mj'self,  or  let  you  go,  in  this  hard  abuse  of  your 
power." 

Mrs.  Sparsit  saw  him  detain  her  with  his 
encircling  arm,  and  heard  him  then  and  there, 
within  her  (Mrs.  Sparsit's)  greedy  hearing,  tell 
her  how  he  loved  her,  and  how  she  was  the 
stake  for  which  he  ardently  desired  to  play  away 
all  that  he  had  in  hfe.  The  objects  he  had 
lately  pursued  turned  worthless  beside  her ;  such 
success  as  was  almost  in  his  grasp,  he  flung  away 
from  him  like  the  dirt  it  was,  compared  with 
her.  Its  pursuit,  nevertheless,  if  it  kept  him 
near  her,  or  its  renunciation  if  it  took  him  from 
her,  or  flight  if  she  shared  it,  or  secrecy  if  she 
commanded  it,  or  any  fate,  or  every  fate,  all  was 
alike  to  him,  so  that  she  was  true  t  him, — the 
man  who  had  seen  how  cast  away  she  was,  whom 
she  had  inspired  at  their  first  meeting  with  an 
admiration,  an  interest,  of  which  he  had  thought 
himself  incapable,  whom  she  had  received  into 
her  confidence,  who  was  devoted  to  her  and 
adored  her.  All  this,  and  more,  in  his  hurry, 
and  in  hers,  in  the  whirl  of  her  own  gratified 
malice,  in  the  dread  of  being  discovered,  in  the 
rapidly-increasing  noise  of  heavy  rain  among  the 
leaves,  and  a  thunder-storm  rolling  up — Mrs. 
Sparsit  received  into  her  mind,  set  off  with  such 
an  unavoidable  halo  of  confusion  and  indistinct- 
ness, that  when  at  length  he  climbed  the  fence 
and  led  his  horse  away,  she  was  not  sure  where 
they  were  to  meet,  or  when,  except  that  they 
had  said  it  was  to  be  that  night. 

But  one  of  them  yet  remained  in  the  darkness 
before  her ;  and  while  she  tracked  that  one  she 
must  be  right.  "  Oh,  my  dearest  love,"  thought 
Mrs.  Sparsit,  "  3'ou  little  think  how  well  attended 
you  are !" 

Mrs.  Sparsit  saw  her  out  of  the  wood,  and  saw 
her  enter  the  house.  What  to  do  next?  It 
rained  now  in  a  sheet  of  water.     Mrs.  Sparsit's 
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white  stockings  were  of  rnany  colours,  green 
predominating ;  prickly  things  were  in  her  shoes ; 
caterpillars  slung  themselves,  in  hammocks  of 
their  own  making,  from  various  parts  of  her 
dress;  rills  ran  from  her  bonnet  andlier  Roman 
noSe.  In  such  condition,  Mrs.  Sparsit  stood 
hidden  in  the  density  of  the  shrubbery,  con- 
sidering what  next  ? 

Lo,  Louisa  coming  out  of  the  house  !  Hastily 
cloaked  and  muffled,  and  stealing  away.  She 
elopes  !  She  falls  from  the  lowermost  stair,  and 
is  swallowed  up  in  the  gulf ! 

Indifferent  to  the  rain,  and  moving  with  a 
quick  determined  step,  she  struck  into  a  side- 
path  parallel  with  the  ride.  Mrs.  Sparsit  fol- 
lowed in  the  shadow  of  the  trees,  at  but  a  short 
distance ;  for  it  was  not  easy  to  keep  a  figure  in 
view  going  quickly  through  the  umbrageous 
darkness. 

When  she  stopped  to  close  the  side-gate  with- 
uut  noise,  Mrs.  Sparsit  stopped.  When  she 
vient  on,  Mrs.  Sparsit  went  on.  She  went  by 
the  way  Mrs.  Sparsit  had  come,  emerged  from 
the  green  lane,  crossed  the  stony  road,  and 
cii5cended  the  wooden  steps  to  the  railroad.  A 
train  for  Coketown  would  come  through  pre- 
sently, Mrs.  Sparsit  knew;  so  she  understood 
Coketown  to  be  her  first  place  of  destination. 

In  Mrs.  Sparsit's  limp  and  streaming  state  no 
extensive  precautions  were  necessary  to  change 
her  usual  appearance ;  but,  she  stopped  under 
the  lee  of  the  station  wall,  tumbled  her  shawl 
into  a  new  shape,  and  put  it  on  over  her  bonnet. 
So  disguised,  bhe  had  no  fear  of  being  recognised 
when  she  followed  up  the  railroad  steps,  and  paid 
her  money  in  the  small  oftice.  Louisa  sat  wait- 
ing in  a  corner.  Mrs.  Sparsil  sat  waiting  in 
another  corner.  Both  listened  to  the  thunder, 
which  was  loud,  and  to  the  rain,  as  it  washed  off 
the  roof,  and  pattered  on  the  parapets  of  the 
arches.  Two  or  three  lamps  were  rained  out 
and  blown  out ;  so,  both  saw  the  lightning  to 
advantage  as  it  quivered  and  zigzagged  on  the 
iron  tracks. 

The  seizure  of  the  station  with  a  fit  of  trem- 
bling, gradually  deepening  to  a  complaint  of  the 
heart,  announced  the  train.  Fire  and  steam,  and 
smoke,  and  red  light ;  a  hiss,  a  crash,  a  bell,  and 
a  shriek;  Louisa  put  into  one  carriage,  Mrs. 
Sparsit  put  into  another;  the  little  station  a 
desert  speck  in  the  thunder-storm. 

Though  her  teeth  chattered  in  her  head  from 
wet  and  cold,  Mrs.  Sparsit  exulted  hugely.  The 
figure  had  plunged  down  the  precipice,  and  she 
felt  herself,  as  it  were,  attending  on  the  body. 
Could  she,  who  had  been  so  active  in  the  getting 
up  of  the  funeral  triumph,  do  less  than  exult  ? 


"She  will  be  at  Coketo\vn  long  before  him," 
thought  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "  though  his  horse  is  never' 
so  good.  Where  will  she  wait  for  him  ?  Ami 
where  will  they  go  together?  Patience.  We 
shall  see."  '^ 

The  tremendous  rain  occasioned  infinite  con- 
fusion when  the  train  stopped  at  its  destination. 
Gutters  and  pipes  had  burst,  drains  had  over- 
flowed, and  streets  were  under  water.  In.thp 
first  instant  of  alighting,  Mrs.  Sparsit  turned  har 
distracted  eyes  towards  the  waiting  coaches, 
which  were  in  great  request.  "  She  will  get  info 
one,"  she  considered,  ''and  will  be  away  before 
I  can  follow  in  another.  At  all  risks  of  being 
run  over,  I  must  see  the  number,  and  hear  the 
order  given  to  the  coachman." 

But  Mrs.  Sparsit  was  wrong  in  her  calculation. 
Louisa  got  into  no  coach,  and  was  already  gone. 
The  black  eyes  kept  upon  the  railroad  carriage 
in  which  she  had  travelled,  settled  upon  it  a 
moment  too  late.  The  door  not  being  opened 
after  several  minutes,  Mrs.  Sparsit  passed  it  and 
repassed  it,  saw  nothing,  looked  in,  and  found  it 
empt)'.  Wet  through  and  through  ;  with  her  feet 
squelching  and  squashing  in  her  shoes  whenever 
she  moved  ;  with  a  rash  of  rain  upon  her  classical 
visage;  with  a  bonnet  like  an  over-ripe  fig;  with 
all  her  clothes  sppiled ;  with  damp  impressions 
of  every  button,  string,  and  hook-and-eye  she 
wore,  printed  off  upon  her  highly-connected 
back ;  with  a  stagnant  verdure  on  her  general 
exterior,  such  as  accumulates  on  an  old  park 
fence  in  a  mouldy  lane;  Mrs.  Sparsit  had  no 
resource  but  to  burst  into  tears  of  bitterness  and 
say,  "  I  have  lost  her  !  " 


CHAPTER  XIL 


HE  national  dustmen,  after  entert;iin- 


^"^■■^/SM  \  '"?  °"^  another  with  a  great  many 
■i'  ^^RM*  noisy  little  fights  among  themselves, 
fep  M.4/|  had  dispersed  for  the  present,  and 
,^s%__Js^4  Mr.  Gradgrind  was  at  home  for  the 
vacation. 

He  sat  writing  in  the  room  with  the 
'ii^  deadly  statistical  clock,  proving  something, 
no  dotibt^proiiably,  in  the  main,  that  tlie  Good 
Samaritan  was  a  Bad  Economist.  The  noise  of 
the  rain  did  not  disturb  him  much ;  but  it 
attracted  his  attention  sufficiently  to  make  him 
raise  his  head  sometimes,  as  if  he  were  rather 
remonstrating  with  the  elements.  When  it 
thundered  very  loudly,  he  glanced  towards  Coke- 
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town,  having  it  in  his  mind  that  some  of  the  tall 
chimneys  might  be  struck  by  lightning. 

The  thunder  was  rolling  into  distance,  and  the 
rain  was  pouring  down  like  a  deluge,  when  the 
door  of  his  room  opened.  He  looked  round 
the  lamp  upon  his  table,  and  saw,  with  amaze- 
ment, his  eldest  daughter. 

"  Louisa  ! " 

"  Father,  I  want  to  speak  to  you." 

"What  is  the  matter.?  How  strange  you 
look !  And,  good  Heaven,"  said  Mr.  Grad- 
grind,  wondering  more  and  more,  "  have  you 
come  here  exposed  to  this  storm  ?  " 


She  put  her  hands  to  her  dress  as  if  she  hardly 
knew.  "  Yes."  Then  she  uncovered  her  head, 
and,  letting  her  cloak  and  hood  iA\  where  they 
might,  stood  looking  at  him :  so  colourless,  sc 
dishevelled,  so  defiant  and  despairing,  that  ht 
was  afraid  of  her. 

"What  is  it?  I  conjure  you,  Louisa,  tell  mt 
what  is  the  matter." 

She  dropped  into  a  chair  before  him,  and  put 
her  cold  hand  on  his  arm. 

"  Father,  you  ha\'e  trained  me  from  m}' 
cradle?" 

"  Yes,  Louisa." 


'  MRS.   SPARSrr   ADVANCED  CLOSER  TO  THEM." 


"  I  curse  the  hour  in  which  I  was  born  to  such 
a  destiny." 

He  looked  at  her  in  doubt  and  dread,  vacantly 
repeating :  "  Curse  the  hour  ?  Curse  the 
hour  ?  " 

"  How  could  you  give  me  life,  and  take  from 
me  all  the  inapjareciable  things  that  raise  it  from 
a  state  of  conscious  death  ?  Where  are  the 
graces  of  my  soul  ?  Where  are  the  sentiments 
of  my  heart?  What  have  you  done,  O  father, 
what  have  you  done,  with  the  garden  that  should 
have  bloomed  once  in  this  great  wilderness  here?" 


She  struck  herself  with  both  her  hands  upon 
her  bosom.  '^ 

"  If  it  had  ever  been  here,  its  ashes  alone 
would  save  me  from  the  void  in  which  my  whole 
life  sinks.  I  did  not  mean  to  say  this ;  but, 
father,  you  remember  the  last  time  we  conversed 
in  this  room  ?  " 

He  had  been  so  wholly  unprepared  for  what 
he  heard  now,  that  it  was  with  difficulty  he 
answered,  "  Yes,  Louisa." 

"  What  has  risen  to  my  lips  now,  would  have 
risen  to  my  lips  then,  if  you  had  given   me  a 


GREAT  FAILURE  OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  GRADGRIND. 


97 


moment's  help.  I  don't  reproach  you,  father. 
What  you  have  never  niwtured  in  me,  you  have 
never  nurtured  in  yourself;  but  oh,  if  you  had 
only  done  so  long  ago,  or  if  you  had  only 
neglected  me,  what  a  much  better  and  much 
happier  creature  I  should  have  been  this 
day  !  " 

On  hearing  this,  after  all  his  care,  he  bowed 
his  head  upon  his  hand  and  groaned  aloud. 

■'  Father,  if  you  had  known,  when  we  were  last 
together  here,  what  even  I  feared  while  I  strove 
against  it — as  it  has  been  my  task  from  infancy 
to  strive  against  every  natural  prompting  that 
has  arisen  in  my  heart ;  if  you  had  known  that 
there  lingered  in  my  breast  sensibilities,  affec- 
tions, weaknesses  capable  of  being  cherished 
into  strength,  defying  all  the  calculations  ever 
made  by  man,  and  no  more  known  to  his  arith- 
metic than  his  Creator  is, — would  you  have  given 
me  to  the  husband  whom  I  am  now  sure  that  I 
hate?" 

He  said,  "  No.     No,  my  poor  child." 

"  Would  you  have  doomed  me,  at  any  time, 
to  the  frost  and  blight  that  have  hardened 
and  spoiled  me  ?  Would  you  have  robbed  me 
— for  no  one's  enrichment — only  for  the  greater 
desolation  of  this  world — of  the  immaterial  part 
of  my  life,  the  spring  and  summer  of  my  belief, 
my  refuge  from  what  is  sordid  and  bad  in  the 
real  things  around  me,  my  school  in  which  I 
should  have  learned  to  be  more  humble  and 
more  trusting  with  them,  and  to  hope  in  my  little 
sphere  to  make  them  better  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,  no  !     No,  Louisa." 

"  Yet,  father,  if  I  had  been  stone  blind ;  if  I 
had  groped  my  way  by  my  sense  of  touch,  and 
had  been  free,  while  I  knew  the  shapes  and 
surfaces  of  things,  to  exercise  my  fancy  some- 
what in  regard  to  them ;  I  should  have  been  a 
million  times  wiser,  happier,  more  loving,  more 
contented,  more  innocent  and  human  in  all  good 
respects,  than  I  am  with  the  eyes  I  have.  Now, 
hear  what  I  have  come  to  say." 

He  moved,  to  support  her  with  his  arm.  She 
rising  as  he  did  so,  they  stood  close  together ; 
she,  with  a  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  looking 
fixedly  in  his  face. 

"  With  a  hunger  and  thirst  upon  me,  father, 
which  have  never  been  for  a  moment  appeased  ; 
with  an  ardent  impulse  towards  some  region 
where  rules,  and  figures,  and  definitions  were  not 
quite  absolute  ;  I  have  grown  up,  battling  every 
inch  of  my  way." 

"  I  never  knew  you  were  unhappv,  my 
child." 

"  Father,  I  always  knew  it.  In  this  strife  I 
have   almost  repulsed  and  crushed   my  better 


angel  into  a  demon.  What  I  have  learned  has 
left  me  doubting,  misbelieving,  despising,  re- 
gretting, what  I  have  not  learned;  and  my 
dismal  resource  has  been  to  think  that  life 
would  soon  go  by,  and  that  nothing  in  it  could 
be  worth  the  pain  and  trouble  of  a  contest." 
"  And  you  so  young,  Louisa  ! "  he  said  with 

"  And  I  so  young.  In  this  condition,  father 
— for  I  show  you  now,  without  fear  or  favour, 
the  ordinary  deadened  state  of  my  mind  as  I 
know  it — you  proposed  my  husband  to  me.  I 
took  him.  I  never  made  a  pretence  to  him  or 
you  that  I  loved  him.  I  knew,  and,  father,  you 
knew,  and  he  knew,  that  I  never  did.  I  was 
not  wholly  indifferent,  for  I  had  a  hope  of  being 
pleasant  and  useful  to  Tom.  I  made  that  wild 
escape  into  something  visionary,  and  have  slowly 
found  out  how  wild  it  was.  But  Tom  had  been 
the  subject  of  all  the  little  tenderness  of  my  life; 
perhaps  he  became  so  because  I  knew  so  well 
how  to  pity  him.  It  matters  little  now,  e.xcept 
as  it  may  dispose  you  to  think  more  leniently  of 
his  errors." 

As  her  father  held  her  in  his  arms,  she  put  her 
other  hand  upon  his  other  shoulder,  and,  still 
looking  fixedly  in  his  face,  went  on. 

"  When  I  was  irre\'Ocably  married,  there  rose 
up  into  rebellion  against  the  tie,  the  old  strife, 
made  fiercer  by  all  those  causes  of  disparity 
which  arise  out  of  our  two  individual  natures,  and 
which  no  general  laws  shall  ever  rule  or  state 
for  me,  father,  until  they  shall  be  able  to  direct 
the  anatomist  where  to  strike  his  knife  into  the 
secrets  of  my  soul." 

"  Louisa  !  "  he  said,  and  said  imploringly  ;  for 
he  well  remembered  what  had  passed  between 
them  in  their  former  interview. 

"  I  do  not  reproach  you,  fiithcr ;  I  make  no 
complaint.     I  am  here  with  another  object." 

"  What  can  I  do,  child  ?  Ask  me  what  )-ou 
will." 

"  I  am  coming  to  it.  Father,  chance  then 
threw  into  my  way  a  new  acquaintance ;  a  man 
such  as  I  had  had  no  experience  of ;  used  to  the 
world ;  light,  polished,  easy ;  making  no  pre- 
tences ;  avowing  the  low  estimate  of  everything, 
that  I  was  half  afraid  to  form  in  secret ;  convey- 
ing to  me  almost  immediately,  though  I  don't 
know  hou-  or  by  what  degrees,  that  he  under- 
stood me,  and  read  my  thoughts.  I  could  not 
find  that  he  was  worse  than  I.  Tljere  seemed 
to  be  a  near  affinity  between  us.  I  only 
wondered  it  should  be  wortli  his  while,  who 
cared  for  nothing  else,  to  care  so  much  for 
me." 

"For  you,  Louisa !" 
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Her  father  might  instinctively  have  loosened 
his  hold,  but  that  he  felt  her  strength  departing 
from  her,  and  saw'a  wild  dilating  fire  in  the  eyes 
steadfastly  regarding  him. 

"  I  say  nothing  of  his  plea  for  claiming  my 
confidence.  It  matters  very  little  how  he  gained 
it.  Father,  he  did  gain  it.  What  you  know  of 
the  story  of  my  marriage,  he  soon  knew  just  as 
well." 

Her  father's  face  was  ashy  white,  and  he  held 
her  in  both  his  arms. 

"  I  have  done  no  worse,  I  have  not  disgraced 
you.  But  if  you  ask  me  whether  I  have  loved 
him,  or  do  love  him,  I  tell  you  plainly,  father, 
that  it  may  be  so.     I  don't  know  ! " 

She  took  her  hands  suddenly  from  his  shoul- 
ders, and  pressed  them  both  upon  her  side  ; 
while  in  her  face,  not  like  itself — and  in  her 
figure,   drawn  up,  resolute  to   finish  by  a  last 


effort  what  she  had  to  say — the  feelings  long 
suppressed  broke  loose. 

"  This  night,  my  husband  being  away,  he  has 
been  with  me,  declaring  himself  my  lover.  This 
minute  he  expects  me,  for  T  could  release  myself 
of  his  presence  by  no  other  means.  I  do  not 
know  that  I  am  sorry,  I  d9  not  know  that  I  am 
ashamed,  I  do  not  know  that  I  am  degraded  in 
my  own  esteem.  All  that  I  know  is,  your  phi- 
losophy and  your  teaching  will  not  save  me. 
Now,  father,  you  have  brought  me  to  this.  Save 
me  by  some  other  means  ! " 

He  tightened  his  hold  in  time  to  prevent  her 
sinking  on  the  floor,  but  she  cried  out  in  a 
terrible  voice,  "  I  shall  die  if  you  hold  me  ! 
Let  me  fall  upon  the  ground  ! "  And  he  laid 
her  down  there,  and  saw  the  pride -of  his  heart 
and  the  triumph  of  his  system  lying,  an  insen- 
sible heap,  at  his  feet. 
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BOOK    THE    THIRD.      GARNERING. 


CHAPTER  I. 

ANOTHER  THING  NEEDFUL. 

>)UISA  awoke   from  a   torpor,  and 
her  eyes  languidly  opened   on  her 
old  bed  at  home,  and  her  old  room. 
It  seemed,  at  first,  as  if  all  that  had 
happened  since  the  days  when  these 
objects  were  familiar  to  her  were 
the  shadows  of  a  dream ;  but  gradually,  as 
the  objects  became  more  real  to  her  sight, 
the  events  became  more  real  to  her  mind. 

She  could  scarcely  move  her  head  for  pain 
and  heaviness,  her  eyes  were  strained  and  sore, 
and  she  was  very  weak.  A  curious  passive  in- 
attention had  such  possession  of  her,  that  the 
presence  of  her  little  sister  in  the  room  did  not 
attract  her  notice  for  some  time.  Even  when 
their  eyes  had  met,  and  her  sister  had  approached 
the  bed,  Louisa  lay  for  minutes  looking  at  her 
in  silence,  and  suffering  her  timidly  to  hold  her 
passive  hand,  before  she  asked  : 

"  When  was  I  brought  to  this  room  ?" 

"  Last  night,  Louisa." 

'•  Who  brought  me  here?" 

"  Sissy,  I  believe." 

"  Why  do  you  believe  so  ?  " 

"  Because  I  found  her  here  this  morning.    She 


didn't  come  to  my  bedside  to  wake  me,  as  she 
always  does ;  and  I  went  to  look  for  her.  She 
was  not  in  her  own  room  either;  and  I  went 
looking  for  her  all  over  the  house,  until  I  found 
her  here,  taking  care  of  you  and  cooling  your 
head.  Will  you  see  father?  Sissy  said  I  was 
to  tell  him  when  you  woke." 

"  \Miat  a  beaming  face  you  have,  Jane  ! "  said 
Louisa,  as  her  young  sister — timidly  still — bent 
down  to  kiss  her. 

"  Have  I  ?  I  am  very  glad  you  think  so.  I 
am  sure  it  must  be  Sissy's  doing." 

The  arm  Louisa  had  begun  to  twine  about 
her  neck  unbent  itself  "  You  can  tell  father, 
if  you  will."  Then,  staying  her  a  moment,  she 
said,  "  It  was  you  who  made  my  room  so  cheer- 
ful, and  gave  it  this  look  of  welcome  ?" 

"  Oh  no,  Louisa,  it  was  done  before  I  came  ) 
It  was " 

Louisa  turned  upon  her  pillow,  and  heard  no 
more.  When  her  sister  had  withdrawn,  she 
turned  her  head  back  again,  and  lay  with  her 
face  towards  the  door,  until  it  opened  and  her 
father  entered. 

He  had  a  jaded,  anxious  look  upon  him,  and 
his  hand,  usually  steady,  trembled  in  hers.  He 
sat  down  at  the  side  of  the  bed,  tenderly  asking 
how  she  was,  and  dwelling  on  the  necessity  of 
her  keeping  very  quiet  after  her  agitation  and 
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exposure  to  the  weather  last  night.  He  spoke 
in  a  subdued  and  troubled  voice,  very  different 
from  his  usual  dictatorial  manner  ;  and  was  often 
at  a  loss  for  words. 

"  My  d.ar  Louisa.  My  poor  daughter."  He 
was  so  much  at  a  loss  at  that  place,  that  he 
stopped  altogether.     He  tried  ag.iin. 

'■  My  unfortunate  child."  The  place  was  so 
difficult  to  get  over,  that  he  tried  again. 

"  It  would  be  hopeless  for  me,  Louisa,  to 
endeavour  to  tell  you  how  overwhelmed  I  have 
been,  and  still  am,  by  what  broke  upon  me  last 
night.  The  ground  on  which  I  stand  has  ceased 
to  be  solid  under  my  feet.  The  only  support 
on  which  I  leaned,  and  the  strength  of  which  it 
seemed,  and  still  does  seem,  impossible  to 
question,  has  given  way  in  an  instant.  I  am 
stunned  by  these  discoveries.  I  have  no  selfish 
meaning  in  what  I  say ;  but  I  find  the  shock  of 
\\  hat  broke  upon  me  last  night  to  be  very  heavy 
indeed." 

She  could  give  him  no  coml'ort  herein.  She- 
had  suffered  the  wreck  of  her  whole  life  upon 
the  rock. 

"  I  will  not  say,  Louisa,  that  if  you  had  by 
any  happy  chance  undeceived  me  some  time 
ago,  it  would  have  been  better  for  us  both ; 
better  for  your  peace,  and  better  for  mine.  For 
I  am  sensible  that  it  may  not  have  been  a  part 
of  my  system  to  invite  any  confidence  of  that 
kind.  I  Lave  proved  my — my  s)'stem  to  ni)'- 
self,  and  I  have  rigidly  administered  it ;  and  I 
must  bear  the  responsibility  of  its  failures.  1 
only  entreat  you  to  believe,  my  favourite  child, 
that  I  have  meant  to  do  right." 

He  said  it  earncsth',  and,  to  do  him  justice, 
he  had.  Li  gauging  fathomless  deeps  with  his 
little  mean  e.\cise  rod,  and  in  staggering  over 
the  universe  with  his  rusty  stiff-legged  com- 
passes, he  had  meant  to  do  great  things.  Within 
the  limits  of  his  short  tether  he  had  tumbled 
about,  annihilating  the  flowers  of  existence  with 
greater  singleness  of  pur[JOse  than  many  of  the 
blatant  personages  whose  company  he  kept. 

"  I  am  well  assured  of  what  you  say,  father. 
I  know  I  have  been  your  favourite  child.  I 
know  you  have  intended  to  make  me  happy. 
1  have  never  blamed  you,  and  I  never  shall." 

He  took  her  outstretched  hand  and  retained 
it  in  his. 

"  My  dear,  I  have  remained  all  night  at  my 
table,  pondering  again  and  again  on  what  has 
so  painfully  passed  between  us.  When  I  con- 
sider your  character  ;  when  I  consider  that  what 
has  been  known  to  me  for  hours,  has  been  con- 
cealed by  you  for  years ;  when  I  consider  under 
what  immediate  pressure  it  has  been  forced  from 


you  at  last ;  I  come  to  the  conclusion  that  I 
cannot  but  mistrust  myself." 

He  might  have  added,  more  than  all,  when 
he  saw  the  face  now  looking  at  him.  He  did 
add  it  in  effect,  perhaps,  as  he  softly  moved  her 
scattered  hair  from  her  forehead  with  his  hand. 
Such  little  actions,  slight  in  another  man,  were 
very  noticeable  in  him ;  and  his  daughter  re- 
ceived them  as  if  they  had  been  words  of  con- 
trition. 

"  But,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind  slowly,  and  with 
hesitation,  as  well  as  with  a  wretched  sense  of 
helplessness,  "  if  I  see  reason  to  mistrust  myself 
for  the  past,  Louisa,  I  should  also  mistrust 
myself  for  the  present  and  the  future.  To  speak 
unreservedly  to  you,  I  do.  I  am  far  from  feel- 
ing convinced  now,  however  differently  I  might 
have  felt  only  this  time  yesterday,  that  I  am 
fit  for  the  trust  you  repose  in  me ;  that  I 
know  how  to  respond  to  the  appeal  you  haye 
come  home  to  make  to  me ;  that  I  have  the 
right  instinct — supposing  it  for  the  moment  to 
be  some  quality  of  that  nature^iow  to  help 
you,  and  to  set  you  right,  my  child." 

She  had  turned  upon  her  pillow,  and  lay  widi 
her  face  upon  her  arm,  so  that  he  could  not  see 
it.  All  her  wildness  and  passion  had  subsided  ; 
but,  though  softened,  she  was  not  in  tears.  Her 
father  was  changed  in  nothing  so  much  as  in  the 
respect  that  he  would  have  been  glad  to  see  her 
in  tears. 

"Some  persons  hold,"  he  pursued,  still  hesi- 
tating, "  that  there  is  a  wisdom  of  the  Head,  and 
that  there  is  a  wisdom  of  the  Heart.  I  have 
not  supposed  so ;  but,  as  I  have  said,  I  mistrust 
myself  now.  1  have  supposed  the  head  to  be 
all-sufficient.  It  may  not  be  all-suflicient ;  how- 
can  I  venture  this  morning  to  say  it  is  ?  If  thai 
other  kind  of  wisdom  should  be  wliat  I  have 
neglected,  and  should  be  the  instinct  that  i;> 
wanted,  Louisa " 

He  suggested  it  very  doubtfully,  as  if  he  w-ere 
hah  unwilling  to  admit  it  even  now.  She  made 
him  no  answer ;  lying  before  him  on  her  bed, 
still  half  dressed,  much  as  he  had  seen  her  lying 
on  the  floor  of  his  room  last  night. 

"  Louisa,"  and  his  hand  rested  on  her  haii 
again,  "  I  have  been  absent  from  here,  my  dear,  a 
good  deal  of  late ;  and  though  your  sister's  training 
has  been  pursued  according  to — the  system,"  he 
appeared  to  come  to  that  word  with  great  reluc 
tance  always,  "  it  has  necessarily  been  modified 
by  daily  associations  begun,  in  her  case,  at  an 
early  age.  I  ask  you — ignorantly  and  humbl) , 
my  daughter — for  the  better,  do  you  think?" 

"  l-'ather,"  she  replied  without  stirring,  "  if  any 
harmony  has  been  awakened  in  her  young  breast 
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that  was  mute  in  mine  until  it  turned  to  discord, 
let  her  thank  Heaven  for  it,  and  go  upon  her 
happier  way,  taking  it  as  her  greatest  blessing 
that  she  has  avoided  my  way."' 

"  Oh,  my  child,  my  child  ! "  he  said  in  a  for- 
lorn manner,   "  I   am  an   unhappy  man  to  see 


you  thus  !  What  avails  it  to  me  that  you  do 
not  reproach  me,  if  I  so  bitterly  reproach  my- 
self?" He  bent  his  head,  and  spoke  low  to 
her.  "  Louisa,  1  have  a  misgiving  that  some 
change  may  have  been  slowly  working  about 
me  in  this  house,  by  mere  love  and  gratitude ; 


'  I   ONLY   ENTREAT  YOU   TO   BELIEVE,    AIY   FAVOURITE   CHILD,   THAT   I    HAVE   MEANT  TO   VO    RIGHT. 


that  what  the  Head  had  left  undone  and  could 
not  do,  the  Heart  may  have  been  doing  silently. 
Can  it  be  so  ? " 

She  made  him  no  reply. 

"  I  am  not  too  proud  to  believe  it,  Louisa. 
How  could  I  be  arrogant,  and  you  before  me  ? 
Can  it  be  so,  is  it  so,  my  dear?" 


He  looked  upon  her  once  more,  lying  cast 
away  there;  and  without  another  word  went  out 
of  the  room.  He  had  not  been  long  gone,  when 
she  heard  a  light  tread  near  the  door,  and  knew 
that  some  one  stood  beside  her. 

She  did  not  raise  her  head.  A  dull  anger 
that  she  should  be  seen  in  her  distress,  and  that 
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the  involuntary  look  she  had  so  resented  should 
come  to  this  fulfilment,  smouldered  within  her 
like  an  unwholesome  fire.  All  closely-imprisoned 
forces  rend  and  destroy.  The  air  that  would 
be  healthful  to  the  earth,  the  water  that  would 
enrich  it,  the  heat  that  would  ripen  it,  tear  it 
when  caged  up.  So  in  her  bosom  even  now ; 
the  strongest  qualities  she  possessed,  long  turned 
upon  themselves,  became  a  heap  of  obduracy 
that  rose  against  a  friend. 

It  was  well  that  soft  touch  came  upon  her 
neck,  and  that  she  understood  herself  to  be 
supposed  to  have  fallen  asleep.  The  sympathetic 
hand  did  not  claim  her  resentment.  Let  it  lie 
there,  let  it  lie. 

It  lay  there,  warming  into  life  a  crowd  of 
gentler  thoughts ;  and  she  rested.  As  she  soft- 
ened with  the  quiet,  and  the  consciousness  of 
being  so  watched,  some  tears  made  their  way 
into  her  eyes.  The  face  touched  hers,  and  she 
knew  that  there  were  tears  upon  it  too,  and  she 
the  cause  of  them. 

As  Louisa  feigned  to  rouse  herself,  and  sat  up. 
Sissy  retired,  so  that  she  stood  placidly  near  the 
bedside. 

"  I  hope  I  have  not  disturbed  you.  I  have 
come  to  ask  if  you  would  let  me  stay  with 
you." 

"  Why  should  you  stay  with  me  ?  My  sister 
will  miss  you.     You  are  everything  to  her." 

"Am  I?"  returned  Sissy,  shaking  her  head. 
''  I  would  be  something  to  you,  if  I  might." 

"What?"  said  Louisa  almost  sternly. 

"  Whatever  you  want  most,  if  I  could  be  that. 
.\t  all  events,  I  would  like  to  try  to  be  as  near 
it  as  I  can.  And  however  far  off  that  may  be, 
I  will  never  tire  of  trying.     Will  you  let  me?" 

"  My  father  sent  you  to  ask  me." 

"  No,  indeed,"  replied  Sissy.  "  He  told  me 
that  I  might  come  in  now,  but  he  sent  me  away 

from  the  room  this  morning — or  at  least " 

She  hesitated  and  stopped. 

"At  least,  what?"  said  Louisa,  with  her  search- 
ing eyes  upon  her. 

"  I  thought  it  best  myself  that  I  should  be 
sent  away,  for  I  felt  very  uncertain  whether  you 
would  like  to  find  me  here." 

"  Have  I  always  hated  you  so  much  ?  " 

"  I  hope  not,  for  I  have  always  loved  you,  and 
have  always  wished  that  you  should  know  it. 
But  you  changed  to  me  a  litde,  shortly  before 
you  left  home.  Not  that  I  wondered  at  it.  You 
knew  so  much,  and  I  knew  so  little,  and  it  was 
so  natural  in  many  ways,  going  as  you  were 
among  other  friends,  that  I  had  nothing  to  com- 
plain of,  and  was  not  at  all  hurt." 

Her  colour  rose  as  she  said  it  modestly  and 


hurriedly.  Louisa  understood  the  loving  pre- 
tence, and  her  heart  smote  her. 

"May  I  try?"  said  Sissy,  emboldened'to  raise 
her  hand  to  the  neck  that  was  insensibly  droop- 
ing towards  her. 

Louisa,  taking  down  the  hand  that  would  have 
embraced  her  in  another  moment,  held  it  in  one 
of  hers,  and  answered  : 

"  First,  Sissy,  do  you  know  what  I  am  ?  I 
am  so  proud  and  so  hardened,,  so  confused  and 
troubled,  so  resentful  and  unjust  to  every  one 
and  to  myself,  that  everything  is  stormy,  dark, 
and  wicked  to  me.     Does  not  that  repel  you?" 

"No!" 

"  I  am  so  unhappy,  and  all  that  should  have 
made  me  otherwise  is  so  laid  waste,  that"  if  I 
had  been  bereft  of  sense  to  this  houv,  and, 
instead  of  being  as  learned  as  you  think  me,Jiad 
to  begin  to  acquire  the  simplest  truths,  I  fould 
not  want  a  guide  to  peace,  contentment,  honour,' 
all  the  good  of  which  I  am  quite  devoid;  more 
abjectly  than  I  do.     Does  not  that 'repel  you?" 

"No!" 

In  the  innocence  of  her  brave  affection,  and 
the  brimming  up 'of  her  old  devoted  spirit,  die 
once  deserted  girl  shone  like  a  beautiful  light 
upon  the  darkness, of  the  other.     '  • 

Louisa  raised  the  hand  that  it  might  clasp  her 
neck  and  join  its  fellb.w  there.  She  fell  upon 
her  kjiees,  and,  clinging  .,to  this  stroller's  child, 
looked  up  at  her  almost  with  veneration.. 

"  Forgive  me,  pity  me,  help  me  I  Have  com- 
passion 'on  my  great  need,  and  let  me  lay  this 
head  of  mine  upon  a  loving  heart !  " 

"  Oh,  lay  it  here  ! "  cried  Sissy.  "  Lay  it  here, 
my  dear." 


CHAPTLR  II. 


VERY     RIDICULOUS. 


'R  JAMES  HARTHOUSE  passed  a 

whole  night  and  a  day  in  a  state  of 

so  much  hurr}',  that  the  ^Vorld,  with 

.„.^.,^..^   its  best  glass  in  its  eye,  would  scarcely 

tji^i^^'^^  have  recognised  him,  during  that  in- 
sane interval,  as  the  brother  Jem  of  the 
honourable  and  jocular  member.  He  was 
positively  agitated.  He  several  times 
spoke  with-  an  emphasis,  similar  to  the  vulgar 
manner.  He  went  in  and  went  out  in  an  un- 
accountable way,  like  a  man  without  an  object. 
He  rode  like  a  highwayman.  In  a  word,  he  was 
so  horribly  bored  by  existing  circumstances, 
that  he  forgot  to  go  in  for  boredom  in  the  manner 
prescribed  by  the  authorities. 


HARD  TIMES. 


After  putting  his  horse  at  Coketown  through 
the  storm  as  if  it  .were  a  leap,  he  waited  up  all 
night ;  from  time  to  time  ringing  his  bell  with 
the  greatest  fury,  charging  the  porter  who  kept 
watch  with  deHnquenc_y  in  withholding  letters  or 
messages  that  could  not  fail  to  have  been  in- 
trusted to  him,  and  demanding  restitution  on 
the  spot.  The  dawn  coming,  the  morning 
coming,  and  the  day  coming,  and  neither  mes- 
sage nor  letter  coming  with  either,  he  went  down 
to  the  country  house.  There,  the  report  was, 
Mr.  Bounderby  away,  and  Mrs.  Bounderby  in 
town.  Left  for  town  suddenly  last  evening. 
Not  even  known  to  be  gone  until  receipt  of 
message,  importing  that  her  return  was  not  to  be 
expected  for  the  present. 

In  these  circumstances  he  had  nothing  for  it 
but  to  follow  her  to  town.  He  went  to  the 
house  in  town.  Mrs.  Bounderby  not  there.  He 
looked  in  at  the  Bank.  Mr.  Bounderby  away, 
and  Mrs.  Sparsit  away.  Mrs.  Sparsit  away? 
Who  could  have  been  reduced  to  sudden  ex- 
tremity for  the  company  of  that  griffin  ? 

"  Well !  I  don't  know,"  said  Tom,  who  had 
his  own  reasons  for  being  uneasy  about  it.  "She 
was  off  somewhere  at  daybreak  this  morning. 
She's  always  full  of  mystery ;  I  hate  her.  So  I 
do  that  white  chap ;  he's  always  got  his  blinking 
eyes  upon  a  fellow." 

"Where  were  you  last  night,  Tom?" 

"Where  was  I  last  night?"  said  Tom. 
"  Come  !  I  like  that.  I  was  waiting  for  you, 
Mr.  Harthouse,  till  it  came  down  as  /  never 
saw  it  come  down  before.  Where  was  I,  too  ! 
Where  were  you,  you  mean." 

"  I  was  prevented  from  coming — detained." 

"  Detained  !  "  murmured  Tom.  "  Two  of  us 
were  detained.  I  was  detained  looking  for  you, 
till  I  lost  every  train  but  the  mail.  It  would 
have  been  ^..  pleasant  job  to  go  down  by  that  on 
such  a  night,  and  have  to  walk  home  through  a 
pond.     I  was  obliged  to  sleeo  in  town  after  all." 

"  Where  ?  " 

"Where?  Why,  in  my  own  bed  at  Boun- 
derby's." 

"  Did  you  see  your  sister?  '' 

"  How  the  deuce,"  returned  Tom,  staring, 
"  could  I  see  my  sister  when  she  was  fifteen 
miles  off?  " 

Cursing  these  quick  retorts  of  the  young 
gentLman  to  whom  he  was  so  true  a  friend, 
Mr.  Harthouse  disembarrassed  himself  of  that 
interview  with  the  smallest  conceivable  amount 
of  ceremony,  and  debated  for  the  hundredth 
time  what  all  this  could  mean  ?  He  made  only 
one  thing  clear.  It  was,  that  whether  she  was 
in  town  or  out  of  town,  whether  he  had  been 


premature  with  her  who  was  so  hard  to  compre- 
hend, or  she  had  lost  courage,  or  they  were 
discovered,  or  some  mischance  or  mistake,  at 
present  incomprehensible,  had  occurred,  he  must 
remain  to  confront  his  fortune,  whatever  it  was. 
The  hotel  where  he  was  known  to  live,  when 
condemned  to  that  region  of  blackness,  was  the 
stake  to  which  he  was  tied.  As  to  all  the  rest— 
What  will  be,  will  be. 

"  So,  whether  I  am  waiting  for  a  hostile  mes- 
sage, or  an  assignation,  or  a  penitent  remon- 
strance, or  an  impromptu  wrestle  with  my  friend 
Bounderby  in  the  Lancashire  manner — which 
would  seem  as  likely  as  anything  else  in  the 
present  state  of  affairs — I'll  dine,"  said  Mr. 
James  Harthouse.  "  Bounderby  has  the  ad- 
vantage in  point  of  weight ;  and,  if  anything  of 
a  British  nature  is  to  come  of!"  between  us,  it 
may  be  as  well  to  be  in  training." 

Therefore  he  rang  the  bell,  and  tossing  him- 
self negligently  on  a  sofa,  ordered  "  Some  dinner 
at  six — with  a  beefsteak  in  it,"  and  got  through 
the  intervening  time  as  well  as  he  could.  That 
was  not  particularly  well ;  for  he  remained  in 
the  greatest  perplexity,  and,  as  the  hours  went 
on,  and  no  kind  of  explanation  offered  itself, 
his  perplexity  augmented  at  compound  inter- 
est. 

However,  he  took  affairs  as  coolly  as  it  was  in 
human  nature  to  do,  and  entertained  himself 
with  the  facetious  idea  of  the  training  more  than 
once.  "  It  wouldn't  be  bad,"  he  yawned  at  one 
time,  "  to  give  the  waiter  five  shillings  and  throw 
him."  At  another  time  it  occurred  to  him,  "  Or 
a  fellow  of  about  thirteen  or  fourteen  stone 
might  be  hired  by  the  hour."  But  these  jests 
ditl  not  tell  materially  on  the  afternoon,  or  his 
suspense ;  and,  sooth  to  say,  they  both  lagged 
fearfully. 

It  was  impossible,  even  before  dinner,  to 
avoid  often  walking  about  in  the  pattern  of  the 
carpet,  looking  out  of  the  window,  listening  at 
the  door  for  footsteps,  and  occasionally  becom- 
ing rather  hot  when  any  steps  approached  that 
room.  But,  after  dinner,  when  the  day  turned 
to  twilight,  and  the  twilight  turned  to  night,  and 
still  no  communication  was  made  to  him,  it 
began  to  be,  as  he  expressed  it,  "  like  the  Holy 
Office  and  slow  torture."  However,  still  true  to 
his  conviction  that  indifference  was  the  genuine 
high  breeding  (the  only  conviction  he  had),  he 
seized  this  crisis  as  the  opportunity  for  ordering 
candles  and  a  newspaper. 

He  had  been  trying  in  vain,  for  half  an  hour, 
to  read  this  newspaper,  when  the  waiter  appeared 
and  said,  at  once  mysteriously  and  apologeti- 
cally : 
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"  Beg  your  pardon,  sir.  You're  wanted,  sir,  if 
you  please." 

A  general  recollection  that  this  was  the  kind 
of  thing  the  Pohce  said  to  the  swell  mob,  caused 
Mr.  Harthouse  to  ask  the  waiter  in  return,  with 
bristling  indignation,  what  the  Devil  he  meant 
by  "  wanted  ?  " 

"  Beg  your  pardon,  sir.  Young  lady  outside, 
sir,  wishes  to  see  you." 

'■Out.ide?     Where?" 

'•  Outside  this  door,  sir." 

Giving  the  waiter  to  the  personage  before 
mentioned,  as  a  blockhead  duly  qualified  for  that 
consignment,  Mr.  Harthouse  hurried  into  the 
gallery.  A  young  woman  whom  he  had  never 
seen  stood  there.  Plainly  dressed,  very  quiet, 
very  pretty.  As  he  conducted  her  into  the 
room  and  placed  a  chair  for  her,  he  observed, 
by  the  light  of  the  candles,  that  she  was  even 
prettier  than  he  had  at  first  believed.  Her  face 
was  innocent  and  youthful,  and  its  expression 
remarkably  pleasant.  She  was  not  afraid  of  him, 
or  in  any  way  disconcerted  ;  she  seemed  to  have 
her  mind  entirely  preoccupied  with  the  occasion 
of  her  visit,  and  to  have  substituted  that  con- 
sideration for  herself. 

"  I  speak  to  Mr.  Harthouse  ?  "  she  said  when 
they  were  alone. 

"  To  Mr.  Harthouse."  He  added  in  his  mind, 
'■  And  you  speak  to  him  with  the  most  confiding 
eyes  I  ever  saw,  and  the  most  earnest  voice 
(though  so  quiet)  I  ever  heard." 

"  If  I  do  not  understand — and  I  do  not,  sir  " 
— said  Sissy,  "  what  your  honour  as  a  gentleman 
binds  you  to  in  other  matters  :  "  the  blood  really 
rose  in  his  face  as  she  began  in  these  words : 
"  I  am  sure  I  may  rely  upon  it  to  keep  my  visit 
secret,  and  to  keep  secret  what  I  am  going  to 
say.  I  will  rely  upon  it,  if  you  will  tell  me  I 
may  so  far  trust " 

"  You  may,  I  assure  you." 

"  I  am  young,  as  you  see  ;  1  am  alone,  as  you 
see.  In  coming  to  you,  sir,  I  have  no  advice  or 
encouragement  beyond  my  own  hope." 

He  thought,  "  But  that  is  very  strong,"  as  he 
followed  the  momentary  upward  glance  of  her 
eyes.  He  thought,  besides,  '"  This  is  a  very 
odd  beginning.  I  don't  sec  where  we  arc 
going." 

"  1  think,"  said  Sissy,  "  you  have  already 
guessed  whom  I  left  just  now?" 

"  I  have  been  in  the  greatest  concern  and 
uneasiness  during  the  last  fourand-twenty  hours 
(which  have  appeared  as  many  years),"  he  re- 
turned, "on  a  lady's  account.  The  hopes  I 
have  been  encouraged  to  form,  that  you  come 
from  that  lady,  do  not  deceive  me,  I  trust." 


"  I  left  her  within  an  hour." 

"At ?" 

"  At  her  father's." 

Mr.  Harthouse's  face  lengthened  in  spite  of 
his  coolness,  and  his  perplexity  increased.  "  Then 
I  certainly,"  he  thought,  "  do  not  see  where  wc 
are  going." 

"  She  hurried  there  last  night.  She  arrived 
there  in  great  agitation,  and  was  insensible  all 
through  the  night.  I  live  at  her  father's,  and 
was  with  her.  You  may  be  sure,  sir,  you  will 
never  see  her  again  as  long  as  you  live." 

Mr.  Harthouse  drew  a  long  breath ;  and,  if 
ever  man  found  himself  in  the  position  of  not 
knowing  what  to  say,  made  the  discovery 
beyond  all  question  that  he  was  so  circum- 
stanced. The  childlike  ingenuousness  with 
which  his  visitor  spoke,  her  modest  fearlessness, 
her  truthfulness  which  put  all  artifice  aside,  her 
entire  forgetfuhiess  of  herself  in  her  earnest 
quiet  holding  to  the  object  with  which  she  had 
come ;  all  this,  together  with  her  reliance  on 
his  easily-given  promise — which  in  itself  shamed 
him — presented  something  in  which  he  was  so 
inexperienced,  and  against  which  he  knew  an)- 
of  his  usual  weapons  would  fall  so  powerless,- 
that  not  a  word  could  he  rally  to  his  relief. 

At  last  he  said  : 

"  So  startling  an  announcement,  so  confidently 
made,  and  by  such  lips,  is  really  disconcertin,; 
in  the  last  degree.  May  I  be  permitted  to 
inquire  if  you  are  charged  to  convey  that  infor- 
mation to  me,  in  those  hopeless  words,  by  the 
lady  of  whom  we  speak?" 

"  I  have  no  charge  from  her." 

"  The  drowning  man  catches  at  the  straw. 
With  no  disrespect  for  your  judgment,  and  with 
no  doubt  of  your  sincerity,  excu.se  my  saying 
that  I  cling  to  the  belief  that  there  is  yet  hojie 
that  I  am  not  condemned  to  perjietual  exile  from 
that  lady's  presence." 

"  There  is  not  the  least  hope.  The  first 
object  of  my  coming  here,  sir,  is  to  assure  you 
that  you  must  believe  that  there  is  no  more  hope 
of  your  ever  speaking  with  her  again  than  there 
would  be  if  she  had  died  when  she  came  home 
last  night." 

"  Must  believe  ?  But  if  I  can't — or  if  I 
should,  by  infirmity  of  nature,  be  obstinate — 
and  won't " 

"  It  is  still  true — there  is  no  hope." 

James  Harthouse  looked  at  her  widi  an  incre- 
dulous smile  upon  his  lips;  but  her  mind  looked 
over  and  beyond  him,  antl  the  smile  was  quite 
thrown  away. 

He  bit  his  lij),  and  took  a  little  lime  for 
consideration. 
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"  Well  !  If  it  should  unhappily  appear,"  he 
said,  "after  due  pains  and  duty  on  my  part, 
that  I  am  brought  to  a  position  so  desolate  as 
this  banishment,  I  shall  not  become  the  lady's 
])ersecutor.  But  you  said  you  had  no  commis- 
sion from  her  ?" 

"  I  have  only  the  commission  of  my  love  for 
her,  and  her  love  for  me.  I  have  no  other 
trust  than  that  I  have  been  with  her  since  she 
came  home,  and  that  she  has  given  me  her  con- 
fidence. I  have  no  further  trust  than  that  I 
know  something  of  her  character  and  her  mar- 
riage. Oh,  Mr.  Harthouse,  I  think  you  had  that 
trust  too  ! " 

He  was  touched  in  the  cavity  where  his  heart 
should  have  been — in  that  nest  of  addled  eggs, 
where  the  birds  of  heaven  would  have  lived  if 
they  had  not  been  whistled  away — by  the  fervour 
of  this  reproach. 

"  I  am  not  a  moral  sort  of  fellow,"  he  said, 
"  and  I  never  make  any  pretensions  to  the 
character  of  a  moral  sort  of  fellow.  I  am  as 
immoral  as  need  be.  At  the  same  time,  in' 
bringing  any  distress  upon  the  lady  who  is  the 
subject  of  the  present  conversation,  or  in  unfor- 
tunately compromising  her  in  any  way,  or  in  com- 
mitting myself  by  any  expression  of  sentiments 
towards  her,  not  perfectly  reconcilable  with — in 
fact,  with — the  domestic  hearth  ;  or  in  taking 
any  advantage  of  her  father's  being  a  machine, 
or  of  her  brother's  being  a  whelp,  or  of  her 
husband's  being  a  bear ;  I  beg  to  be  allowed  to 
assure  you  that  I  have  had  no  particularly  evil 
intentions,  but  have  glided  on  from  one  step  to 
another  with  a  smoothness  so  perfectly  diabolical, 
that  I  had  not  the  slightest  idea  the  catalogue 
was  half  so  long  until  I  began  to  turn  it  over. 
Whereas  I  find,"  said  Mr.  James  Harthouse  in 
conclusion,  "  that  it  is  really  in  several  volumes." 

Though  he  said  all  this  in  his  frivolous  way, 
the  way  seemed,  for  that  once,  a  conscious 
polishing  of  but  an  ugly  surface.  He  was  silent 
for  a  moment ;  and  then  proceeded  with  a  more 
self-possessed  air,  though  with  traces  of  vexa- 
tion and  disappointment  that  would  not  be 
polished  out. 

"After  what  has  been  just  now  represented  to 
me,  in  a  manner  I  find  it  impossible  to  doubt — 
I  know  of  hardly  any  other  source  from  which  I 
could  have  accepted  it  so  readily — I  feel  bound 
to  say  to  you,  in  whom  the  confidence  you  have 
mentioned  has  been  reposed,  that  I  cannot 
refuse  to  contemplate  the  possibility  (however 
unexpected)  of  my  seeing  the  lady  no  more.  I 
am  solely  to  blame  for  the  thing  having  come 
to  this — and — and,  I  cannot  say,"  he  added, 
rather  hard  up  for  a  general  peroration,  "  that  I 


have  any  sanguine  expectation  of  ever  becoming 
a  moral  sort  of  fellow,  or  that  I  have  any  belief 
in  any  moral  sort  of  fellow  whatever." 

Sissy's  face  sufficiently  showed  that  her  appeal 
to  him  was  not  finished. 

"  You  spoke,"  he  resumed,  as  she  raised  her 
e}es  to  him  again,  "  of  your  first  object.  I 
may  assume  that  there  is  a  second  to  be  men- 
tioned?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Will  you  oblige  me  by  confiding  it?" 

"  Mr.  Harthouse,"  returned  Sissy,  with  a  blend- 
ing of  gentleness  and  steadiness  that  quite  de- 
feated him,  and  with  a  simple  confidence  in  his 
being  bound  to  do  what  she  required,  that  held 
him  at  a  singular  disadvantage,  "  the  only  repa- 
ration that  remains  with  you  is  to  leave  here 
immediately  and  finally.  I  am  quite  sure  that 
you  can  mitigate  in  no  other  way  the  wrong  and 
harm  you  have  done.  I  am  quite  sure  that  it  is 
the  only  compensation  you  have  left  it  in  your 
power  to  make.  I  do  not  say  that  it  is  much, 
or  that  it  is  enough ;  but  it  is  something,  and  it 
is  necessary.  Therefore,  though  without  any 
other  authority  than  I  have  given  you,  and  even 
without  the  knowledge  of  any  other  person  than 
yourself  and  myself,  I  ask  you  to  depart  from 
this  place  to-night,  under  an  obligation  never  to 
return  to  it." 

If  she  had  asserted  any  influence  over  him 
beyond  her  plain  faith  in  the  truth  and  right  of 
what  she  said ;  if  she  had  concealed  the  least 
doubt  or  irresolution,  or  had  harboured  for  the 
best  purpose  any  reserve  or  pretence  ;  if  she  had 
shown,  or  felt,  the  lightest  trace  of  any  sensitive- 
ness to  his  ridicule  or  his  astonishment,  or  any 
remonstrance  he  might  offer ;  he  would  have 
carried  it  against  her  at  this  point.  But  he  could 
as  easily  have  changed  a  clear  sky  by  looking  at 
it  in  surprise,  as  affect  her. 

"  But  do  you  know,"  he  asked,  quite  at  a  loss, 
"  the  extent  of  what  you  ask  ?  You  probably 
are  not  aware  that  I  am  here  on  a  public  kind 
of  business,  preposterous  enough  in  itself,  but 
which  I  have  gone  in  for,  and  sworn  by,  and 
am  supposed  to  be  devoted  to  in  quite  a  des- 
perate manner.  You  probably  are  not  aware  of 
that,  but  I  assure  you  it's  the  fact." 

It  had  no  effect  on  Sissy,  fact  or  no  fact. 

"  Besides  which,"  said  Mr.  Harthouse,  taking 
a  turn  or  two  across  the  room  dubiously,  "  it's 
so  alarmingly  absurd.  It  would  make  a  man  so 
ridiculous,  after  going  in  for  these  fellows,  to 
back  out  in  such  an  incomprehensible  way." 

"  I  am  quite  sure,"  repeated  Sissy,  "  that  it  is 
the  only  reparation  in  your  power,  sir.  I  am 
quite  sure,  or  I  would  not  have  come  here." 


A  TOTAL  DEFEAT 


I  OS 


He  glanced  at  her  face,  and  walked  about 
again.  "  Upon  ray  soul,  I  don't  know  what  to 
say.    So  immensely  absurd  !" 

It  fell  to  his  lot,  now,  to  stipulate  for  secrecy. 

"  If  I  were  to  do  such  a  very  ridiculous  thing," 
he  said,  stopping  again  presently,  and  leaning 
against  the  chimney-piece,  "  it  could  only  be  in 
the  most  inviolable  confidence." 

"  I  will  trust  to  you,  sir,"  returned  Sissy,  "  and 
you  will  trust  to  me." 

His  leaning  against  the  chimney-piece  re- 
minded him  of  the  night  with  the  whelp.  It 
was  the  selfsame  chimney-piece,  and  somehow 
he  felt  as  if  he  were  the  whelp  to-night.  He 
could  make  no  way  at  all. 

'•  I  suppose  a  man  never  was  placed  in  a 
more  ridiculous  position,"  he  said,  after  looking 
down,  and  looking  up,  and  laughing,  and  frown- 
ing, and  walking  off,  and  walking  back  again. 
"  But  I  see  no  way  out  of  it.  What  will  be, 
will  be.  This  will  be,  I  suppose.  I  must  take 
off  myself,  I  imagine — in  short,  I  engage  to 
do  it." 

Sissy  rose.  She  was  not  surprised  by  the 
result,  but  she  was  happy  in  it,  and  her  face 
beamed  brightly. 

"  You  will  permit  me  to  say,"  continued  Mr. 
James  Harthouse,  "  that  I  doubt  if  any  other 
ambassador,,  or  ambassadress,  could  have  ad- 
dressed me  with  the  same  success.  I  must  not 
only  regard  myself  as  being  in  a  very  ridiculous 
position,  but  as  being  vanquished  at  all  points. 
Will  you  allow  me  the  privilege  of  remembering 
my  enemy's  name  ?  " 

"./l/y  name  ?"  said  the  ambassadress. 

"  The  only  name  I  could  possibly  care  to 
know  to-night." 

"  Sissy  Jupe." 

"  Pardon  my  curiosity  at  parting.  Related 
to  the  family  ?  " 

"  I  am  only  a  poor  girl,"  returned  Sissy.  "  I 
was  separated  from  my  father — he  was  only  a 
stroller — and  taken  pity  on  by  Mr.  Gradgrind. 
I  have  lived  in  the  house  ever  since." 

She  was  gone. 

"  It  wanted  this  to  complete  the  defeat,"  said 
Mr.  James  Harthouse,  sinking,  with  a  resigned 
air,  on  the  sofa,  after  standing  transfixed  a  little 
while.  "  The  defeat  may  now  be  considered 
perfectly  accomplished.  Only  a  poor  girl — only 
a  stroller — only  James  Harthouse  made  nothing 
of — only  James  Harthouse  a  Great  Pyramid  of 
failure." 

The  Great  Pyramid  put  it  into  his  head  to  go 
up  the  Nile.  He  took  a  pen  upon  the  instant, 
and  wrote  the  following  note  (in  appropriate 
hieroglyphics)  to  his  brother  : 


Dear  Jack.  All  up  at  Coketown.  Bored  out  of  the 
place,  and  going  in  for  camels.     Affectionately,  Jem. 

He  rang  the  bell. 

"Send  my  fellow  here." 

"  Gone  to  bed,  sir." 

"  Tell  him  to  get  up,  and  pack  up." 

He  wrote  two  more  notes.  ■  One  to  Mr. 
Bounderby,  announcing  his  retirement  from  that 
part  of  the  country,  and  showing  where  he 
would  be  found  for  the  next  fortnight.  The 
other,  similar  in  effect,  to  Mr.  Gradgrind.  Almost 
as  soon  as  the  ink  was  dry  upon  their  super- 
scriptions, he  had  left  the  tall  chimneys  of  Coke- 
town  behind,  and  was  in  a  railway  carriage, 
tearing  and  glaring  over  the  dark  landscape. 

The  moral  sort  of  fellows  might  suppose  that 
Mr.  James  Harthouse  derived  some  comfortable 
reflections  afterwards  from  this  prompt  retreat,  as 
one  of  his  few  actions  that  made  any  amends 
for  anything,  and  as  a  token  to  himself  that  he 
had  escaped  the  climax  of  a  very  bad  business. 
But  it  was  not  so  at  all.  A  secret  sense  of 
having  failed  and  been  ridiculous — a  dread  of 
what  other  fellows,  who  went  in  for  similar  sorts 
of  things,  would  say  at  his  expense  if  they  knew 
it — so  oppressed  him,  that  what  was  about  the 
very  best  passage  in  his  life  was  the  one  of  all 
others  he  would  not  have  owned  to  on  any 
account,  and  the  only  one  that  made  hin-i 
ashamed  of  himself 


CHAPTER  III. 


VERY  DECIDED. 


HE  indefatigable  Mrs.  Sparsit,  with  a 
violent  cold  upon  her,  her  voice  re- 
duced to  a  whisper,  and  her  stately 
/|  frame  so  racked  by  continual  sneezes 
that  it  seemed  in  danger  of  dismem- 
berment, gave  chase  to  her  patron  until 
she  found  him  in  the  metropolis  ;  and 
there,  majestically  sweeping  in  upon  him 
at  his  hotel  in  St.  James's  Street,  exploded  the 
combustibles  with  which  she  was  charged,  and 
blew  up.  Having  executed  her  mission  with 
infinite  relish,  this  high-minded  woman  then 
fainted  away  on  Mr.  Bounderby's  coat  collar. 

Mr.  Bounderby's  first  procedure  was  to  shake 
Mrs.  Sparsit  off,  and  leave  her  to  progress  as 
she  might  through  various  stages  of  suffering  on 
the  floor.  He  next  had  recourse  to  the  adminis- 
tration of  potent  restoratives,  such  as  screwing 
the  patient's  thumbs,  smiting  her  hands,  abun- 
dantly watering  her  face,  and  inserting  salt  in 
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her  mouth.  When  these  attentions  had  re- 
covered her  (which  they  speedily  did),  he 
hustled  her  into  a  fast  train  without  offering  any 
other  refresiiment,  and  carried  her  back  to 
Coketown  more  dead  than  alive. 

Regarded  as  a  classical  ruin,  Mrs.  Sparsit  was 
an  interesting  spectacle  on  her  arrival  at  her 
journey's  end ;  but,  considered  in  any  other 
light,  the  amount  of  damage  she  had  by  that 
time  sustained  was  excessive,  and  impaired  her 
claims  to  admiration.  Utterly  heedless  of  the 
wear  and  tear  of  her  clothes  and  constitution, 
and  adamant  to  her  pathetic  sneezes,  Mr.  Boun- 
derby  immediately  crammed  her  into  a  coach, 
and  bore  her  off  to  Stone  Lodge. 

"  Now,  Tom  Gradgrind,"  said  Bounderby, 
bursting  into  his  father-in-law's  room  late  at 
r:ight;  "here's  a  lady  here^-Z^Irs.  Sparsit — you 
know  Mrs.  Sparsit — who  lias  something  to  say 
to  you  that  will  strike  you  dumb." 

■'  You  have  missed  my  letter  !"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Gradgrind,  surprised  by  the  apparition. 

"  Missed  your  letter,  sir !  "  bawled  Boun- 
derby. "  The  present  time  is  no  time  for  letters. 
No  man  shall  talk  to  Josiah  Bounderby  of  Coke- 
town  about  letters,  with  his  mind  in  the  state 
it's  in  now." 

"  Bounderby,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind  in  a  tone 
of  temperate  remonstrance,  "  I  speak  of  a  very 
special  letter  I  have  written  to  you,  in  reference 
to  Louisa." 

■'  Tom  Gradgrind,"  replied  Bounderby,  knock- 
ing the  flat  of  his  hand  several  times  with  great 
vehemence  on  the  table,  "  I  speak  of  a  very 
special  messenger  that  has  come  to  me,  in  refer- 
ence to  Louisa.  Mrs.  Sparsit,  ma'am,  stand 
forward." 

That  unfortunate  lady  hereupon  essaying  to 
offer  testimony,  without  any  voice  and  with 
painful  gestures  expressive  of  an  inflamed  throat, 
became  so  aggravating  and  underwent  so  many 
facial  contortions,  that  Mr.  Bounderbv,  unable 
to  bear  it,  seized  her  by  the  arm  and  shook  her. 

"  If  you  can't  get  it  out,  ma'am,"  said  Boun- 
derby, "  leave  me  to  get  it  out.  This  is  not  a 
time  for  a  lady,  however  highly  connected,  to 
be  totally  inaudible,  and  seemingly  swallowing 
marbles.  Tom  Gradgrind,  Mrs.  Sparsit  latterly 
found  herself,  by  accident,  in  a  situation  to  over- 
hear a  conversation  out  of  doors  between  your 
daughter  and  your  precious  gentleman  friend, 
Mr.  James  Harthouse." 

"  Indeed  1 "  said  Mr.  Gradgrind. 

•'  Ah  !  Indeed  !  "  cried  Bounderby.  "  And  in 
diat  conversation " 

"  It  is  not  necessary  to  repeat  its  tenor,  Boun- 
derby.    I  know  what  passed." 


"  You  do  ?  Perhaps,"  said  Bounderby,  staring 
with  all  his  might  at  his  so  quiet  and  assuasive 
father-in-law,  "  you  know  where  )'Our  daughter  is 
at  the  present  time?" 

"  Undoubtedlv.     She  is  here." 

"  Here  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Bounderby,  let  me  beg  you  to 
restrain  these  loud  outbreaks,  on  all  accounts. 
Louisa  is  here.  The  moment  she  could  detach  her- 
self from  that  interview  with  the  person  of  whom 
you  speak,  and  whom  I  deeply  regret  to  have 
been  the  means  of  introducing  to  you,  Louisa 
hurried  here  for  protection.  I  myself  had  not 
been  at  home  many  hours,  when  I  received  her 
— here,  in  this  room.  She  hurried  by  the  train 
to  town,  she  ran  from  town  to  this  house  through 
a  raging  storm,  and  presented  herself  before  me 
in  a  state  of  distraction.  Of  course,  she  has 
remained  here  ever  since.  Let  me  entreat  you, 
for  your  own  sake  and  for  hers,  to  be  more 
quiet." 

Mr.  Bounderby  silently  gazed  about  him  for 
some  moments,  in  every  direction  except  Mrs. 
Sparsit's  direction ;  and  then,  abruptly  turning 
upon  the  niece  of  Lady  Scadgers,  said  to  that 
wretched  woman  : 

"  Now,  ma'am  !  We  shall  be  happy  to  hear 
any  little  apology  you  may  think  proper  to  offer 
for  going  about  the  country  at  express  pace,  with 
no  other  luggage  than  a  Cock-and-a-Bull,  ma'am ! " 

"  Sir,"  whispered  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "  my  nerves 
are  at  present  too  much  shaken,  and  my  health 
is  at  present  too  much  impaired,  in  your  ser- 
vice, to  admit  of  my  doing  more  than  taking 
refuge  in  tears." 

(Which  she  did.) 

•■  Well,  ma'am,"  said  Bounderby,  "  without 
making  any  observation  to  you  that  may  not 
be  made  with  propriety  to  a  woman  of  good 
family,  what  I  have  got  to  add  to  that  is,  that 
there  is  something  else  in  which  it  appears  to 
me  you  may  take  refuge,  namely,  a  coach.  And 
the  coach  in  which  we  came  here  being  at  the 
door,  you'll  allow  me  to  hand  you  down  to  it, 
and  pack  you  home  to  the  Bank :  where  the 
best  course  for  you  to  pursue  will  be  to  put  your 
feet  into  the  hottest  water  you  can  bear,  and 
take  a  glass  of  scalding  rum-and-butter  after  you 
get  into  bed."  With  these  words,  Mr.  Boun- 
derby extended  his  right  hand  to  the  weeping 
lady,  and  escorted  her  to  the  conve)-ance  in 
question,  shedding  many  plaintive  sneezes  by 
the  way.     He  soon  returned  alone. 

"  Now,  as  you  showed  me  in  your  face,  Tom 
Gradgrind,  that  you  wanted  to  speak  to  me," 
he  resumed,  "  here  I  am.  But,  I  am  not  in  a 
very  agreeable  state,  I    tell   you   plainly ;   not 
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relishing  this  business,  even  as  it  is,  and  not 
considering  that  I  am  at  any  time  as  dutifully 
,iiid  submissively  treated  by  your  daughter  as 
Josiah  Bounderby  of  Coketown  ought  to  be 
treated  by  his  wife.  You  have  your  opinion,  I 
dare  say ;  and  I  have  mine,  I  know.  If  you 
mean  to  say  anything  to  me  to-night  that  goes 
against  this  candid  remark,  you  had  better  let  it 
alone." 

Mr.  Gradgrind,  it  will  be  observed,  being 
much  softened,  Mr.  Bounderby  took  particular 
pains  to  harden  himself  at  all  points.  It  was 
his  amiable  nature. 

"My  dear  Bounderby "     Mr.  Gradgrind 

began  in  reply. 

"  Now,  you'll  excuse  me,"  said  Bounderby, 
"  but  I  don't  want  to  be  too  dear.  That,  to 
start  with.  When  I  begin  to  be  dear  to  a  man, 
I  generally  find  that  his  intention  is  to  come 
over  me.  I  am  not  speaking  to  you  politely ; 
but,  as  you  are  aware,  I  am  not  polite.  If  you 
like  politeness,  you  know  where  to  get  it.  You 
have  your  gentleman  friends  you  know,  and 
they'll  serve  you  with  as  much  of  the  article  as 
30U  want.     I  don't  keep  it  myself" 

"Bounderby,"  urged  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "we  are 
all  liable  to  mistakes " 

"  I  thought  you  couldn't  make  'em,"  inter- 
rupted Bounderby. 

"  Perhaps  I  thought  so.  But,  I  say  we  are 
all  liable  to  mistakes  ;  and  I  should  feel  sensible 
of  )'our  delicacy,  and  grateful  for  it,  if  you  would 
spare  me  these  references  to  Harthouse.  I  shall 
not  associate  him  in  our  conversation  with  your 
intimacy  and  encouragement ;  pray  do  not  per- 
sist in  connecting  him  with  mine." 

"  I  never  mentioned  his  name  !  "  said  Boun- 
d'erby. 

"  Well,  well  I  "  returned  Mr.  Gradgrind  with 
a  patient,  even  a  submissive  air.  And  he  sat 
for  a  little  while  pondering.  "  Bounderby,  I 
see  reason  to  doubt  whether  we  have  ever  quite 
understood  Louisa." 

"  Who  do  you  mean  by  We  ?  " 

"Let  me  say  I,  then,"  he  returned,  in  answer 
to  the  coarsely-bknted  question ;  "  I  doubt 
whether  I  have  understood  Louisa.  I  doubt 
whether  I  have  been  quite  right  in  the  manner 
of  her  education." 

"  There  you  hit  it,"  returned  Bounderby. 
"  There  I  agree  with  you.  You  have  found  it 
out  at  last,  have  you?  Education!  I'll  tell  you 
what  education  is — To  be  tumbled  out  of  doors, 
neck  and  crop,  and  put  upon  the  shortest  allow- 
ance of  everything  except  blows.  That's  what 
/  call  education." 

"I  think  your  good  sense  will  perceive,"  Mr. 


Gradgrind  remonstrated  in  all  humilit\',  "  that 
whatever  the  merits  of  such  a  system  may  be, 
it  would  be  difficult  of  general  application  to 
girls." 

"  I  don't  see  it  at  all,  sir,"  returned  the  obsti- 
nate Bounderby. 

"  Well,"  sighed  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  we  will  not 
enter  into  the  question.  I  assure  you  I  have  no 
desire  to  be  controversial.  I  seek  to  repair  what 
is  amiss,  if  I  possibly  can ;  and  I  hope  you  will 
assist  me  in  a  good  spirit,  Bounderby,  for  I  have 
been  very  much  distressed." 

"  I  don't  understand  you  yet,"  said  Bounderby 
with  determined  obstinacy,  "  and  therefore  I 
won't  make  any  promises." 

"  In  the  course  of  a  few  hours,  my  dear  Boun- 
derby," Mr.  Gradgrind  proceeded,  in  the  same 
depressed  and  propitiatory  manner,  "  I  appear 
to  myself  to  have  become  better  informed  as  to 
Louisa's  character  than  in  previous  }'ears.  The 
enlightenment  has  been  painfully  forced  upon 
me,  and  the  discovery  is  not  mine.  I  think 
there  are — Bounderby,  you  will  be  surprised  to 
hear  me  say  this — I  think  there  are  qualities  in 
Louisa  which — have  been  harshly  neglected,  and 
— and  a  little  perverted.  And — and  I  would 
suggest  to  you,  I  hat — that  if  you  would  kintlly 
meet  me  in  a  timely  endeavour  to  leave  her  to 
her  better  nature  for  awhile — and  to  encourage 
it  to  develop  itself  by  tenderness  and  considera- 
tion— it — it  would  be  the  better  for  the  happi- 
ness of  all  of  us.  Louisa,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind, 
shading  his  face  with  his  hand,  "  has  always  been 
my  favourite  child." 

The  blustrous  Bounderby  crimsoned  and 
swelled  to  such  an  extent  on  hearing  these 
words,  that  he  seemed  to  be,  and  probably  was, 
on  the  brink  of  a  fit.  With  his  very  cars  a  bright 
purple  shot  with  crimson,  he  pent  up  his  indig- 
nation, however,  and  saiil : 

"  You'd  like  to  keep  her  here  for  a  time  ?  " 

"  I — I  had  intended  to  recommend,  my  dear 
Bounderby,  that  you  should  allow  Louisa  to 
remain  here  on  a  visit,  and  be  attended  by 
Sissy  (I  mean,  of  course,  Cecilia  Jupe),  who 
understands  her,  and  in  whom  she  trusts." 

"  I  gather  from  all  tiiis,  Tom  Gradgrind,"  said 
Bounderby,  standing  up  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  "  that  you  are  of  opinion  that  there's 
w  hat  people  call  some  incompatibility  between 
Loo  Bounderby  and  myself." 

"  I  fear  there  is  at  present  a  general  incom- 
patibility between  Louisa  and — and — and  almost 
all  the  relations  in  which  I  have  placed  her," 
was  her  father's  sorrowful  reply. 

"  Now,  look  you  here,  Tom  Gradgrind,"  said 
Bounderby  the  llushed,  confronting  him  with  his 
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legs  wide  apart,  his  hands  deeper  in  his  pockets, 
and  his  hair  hke  a  hay-fiekl,  wherein  his  windy 
anger  was  boisterous.  "  You  have  said  your 
say  :  I  am  going  to  say  mine.  I  am  a  Coke- 
town  man.  I  am  Josiah  Bounderby  of  Coke- 
town.  I  know  the  bricks  of  this  town,  and  I 
know  the  works  of  this  town,  and  I  know  tlie 
chimneys  of  this  town,  and  I  know  the  smoke 
of  this  town,  and  I  know  the  Hands  of  this 
town.  I  know  'em  all  pretty  well.  They're  real. 
When  a  man  tells  me  anything  about  imaginative 
qualities,  I  always  tell  that  man,  whoever  he  is, 
that  I  know  what  he  means.  He  means  turtle 
soup  and  venison,  with  a  gold  spoon,  and  that 
he  wants  to  be  set  up  with  a  coach  and  six. 
That's  what  your  daughter  wants.  Since  you 
are  of  opinion  that  she  ought  to  have  what  she 
wants,  I  recommend  you  to  provide  it  for  her. 
Because,  Tom  Gradgrind,  she  will  never  have  it 
from  me." 

"  Bounderby,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  I  hoped, 
after  my  entreaty,  you  would  have  taken  a  dif- 
ferent tone." 

"Just  wait  a  bit,"  retorted  Bounderby  ;  "  you 
have  said  your  say,  I  believe..  I  heard  you  out ; 
hear  me  out,  if  you  please.  Don't  make  your- 
self a  spectacle  of  unfairness  as  well  as  incon- 
sistency, because,  although  I  am  sorry  to  see 
Tom  Gradgrind  reduced  to  his  present  position, 
I  should  be  doubly  sorry  to  see  him  brought  so 
low  as  that.  Now,  there's  an  incompatibility  of 
some  sort  or  another,  I  am  given  to  understand 
by  you,  between  your  daughter  and  me.  I'll 
^yt  you  to  understand,  in  reply  to  that,  that 
there  unquestionably  is  an  incompatibility  of 
the  first  magnitude — to  be  summed  up  in  this 
— that  your  daughter  don't  properly  know  her 
husband's  merits,  and  is  not  mipressed  with 
such  a  sense  as  would  become  her,  by  George  ! 
of  the  honour  of  his  alliance.  That's  plain 
speaking,  I  hope." 

"  Bounderby,"  urged  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  this  is 
unreasonable." 

"  Is  it  ?  "  said  Bounderby.  "  I  am  glad  to 
hear  you  say  so.  Because  when  Tom  Gradgrind, 
with  his  new  lights,  tells  me  that  what  I  say  is 
unreasonable,  I  am  convinced  at  once  it  must 
be  devilish  sensible.  With  your  permission  I 
am  going  on.  You  know  my  origin,  and  you 
know  that  for  a  good  many  years  of  my  life  I 
didn't  want  a  shoeing-horn,  in  consequence  of 
not  having  a  shoe.  Yet  you  may  believe  or 
not,  as  you  think  proper,  that  there  are  ladies — 
born  ladies — belonging  to  families — Families  ! 
— who  next  to  worship  the  ground  I  w-alk  on." 

He  discharged  this  like  a  Rocket  at  his 
father-in-law's  head. 


'•  Whereas  your  daughter,"  proceeded  Boun- 
derby, "  is  far  from  being  a  born  lady.  That 
you  know  yourself  Not  that  I  care  a  pinch  of 
candle-snuff  about  such  things,  for  you  are  very 
well  aware  I  don't ;  but  that  such  is  the  fact,  and 
you,  Tom  Gradgrind,  can't  change  it.  Why  do 
I  say  this  ?  " 

"  Not,  I  fear,"  observed  iMr.  Gradgrind  in  a 
low  voice,  "  to  spare  me." 

"  Hear  me  out,"  said  Bounderby,  "  and  refrain 
from  cutting  in  till  your  turn  comes  round.  I 
say  this,  because  highly-connected  females  have 
been  astonished  to  see  the  way  in  which  your 
daughter  has  conducted  herself,  and  to  witness 
her  insensibility.  They  have  wondered  how  I 
have  suffered  it.  And  I  wonder  myself  now, 
and  I  won't  suffer  it." 

"  Bounderby,'' returned  Mr.  Gradgrind,  rising, 
"  the  less  we  say  to-night  the  better,  I  think." 

"  On  the  contrary,  Tom  Gradgrind,  the  more 
we  say  to-night  the  better,  I  think.  That  is," 
the  consideration  checked  him,  "  till  I  have  said 
all  I  mean  to  say,  and  then  I  don't  care  how 
soon  we  stop.  I  come  to  a  question  that  may 
shorten  the  business.  What  do  you  mean  by 
the  proposal  you  made  just  now  ?" 

"What  do  I  mean,  Bounderby?" 

"  By  your  visiting  proposition,"  said  Boun- 
derby, with  an  inflexible  jerk  of  the  hay-field. 

"  I  mean  that  I  hope  you  may  be  induced  to 
arrange,  in  a  friendly  manner,  for  allowing 
Louisa  a  period  of  repose  and  reflection  here, 
which  may  tend  to  a  gradual  alteration  for  the 
better  in  many  respects." 

"  To  a  softening  down  of  your  ideas  of  the 
incompalibihty  ?  "  said  Bounderby. 

"If  you  put  it  in  those  terms." 

"  What  made  you  think  of  this  ?"  said  Boun- 
derby. 

"  I  have  already  said,  I  fear  Louisa  has  not 
been  understood.  Is  it  asking  too  much, 
Bounderby,  that  you,  so  far  her  elder,  should 
aid  in  trying  to  set  her  right  ?  You  have  ac- 
cepted a  great  charge  of  her ;  for  better  for 
worse,  for " 

Mr.  Bounderby  may  have  been  annoyed  by 
the  repetition  of  his  own  words  to  Stephen 
Blackpool,  but  he  cut  the  quotation  short  with 
an  angry  start. 

"  Come  ! "  said  he,  "  I  don't  want  to  be  told 
about  that.  I  know  what  I  took  her  for,  as  well 
as  you  do.  Never  you  mind  what  I  took  her 
for ;  that's  my  look-out." 

"  I  was  merely  going  on  to  remark,  Boun- 
derb}',  that  we  ma\'  all  be  more  or  less  in  the 
wrong,  not  even  excepting  you  ;  and  that  some 
yielding  on  your  part,  remembering   the  trust 
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you  have  accepted,  may  not  only  be  an  act  of 
true  kindness,  but  perhaps  a  debt  incurred 
towards  Louisa." 

"  I  think  differently,"  blustered  Bounderby. 
"  I  am  going  to  finish  this  business  according  to 
my  own  opinions.  Now,  I  don't  want  to  make 
a  quarrel  of  it  with  you,  Tom  Gradgrind.  To 
tell  you  the  truth,  I  don't  think  it  would  be 
worthy  of  my  reputation  to  quarrel  on  such  a 
subject.  As  to  your  gentleman  friend,  he  may 
take  himself  off,  wherever  he  likes  best.  If  he 
falls  in  my  way,  I  shall  tell  him  my  mind  ;  if  he 
don't  fall  in  my  way,  I  shan't,  for  it  won't  be 
worth  my  while  to  do  it.  As  to  your  daughter, 
whom  I  made  Loo  Bounderby,  and  might  have 
done  better  by  leaving  Loo  Gradgrind,  if  she 
don't  come  home  to-morrow  by  twelve  o'clock 
at  noon,  I  shall  understand  that  she  prefers  to 
stay  away,  and  I  shall  send  her  wearing  apparel 
and  so  forth  over  here,  and  you'll  take  charge  of 
her  for  the  future.  What  I  shall  say  to  people  in 
general,  of  the  incompatibility  that  led  to  my 
so  laying  down  the  law,  will  be  this.  I  am 
Josiah  Bounderby,  and  I  had  my  bringing-up  ; 
she's  the  daughter  of  Tom  Gradgrind,  and  she  | 
had  her  bringing-up ;  and  the  two  horses  wouldn't 
pull  togelher.  I  am  pretty  well  known  to  be 
ratfier  an  uncommon  man,  I  believe  ;  and  most 
people  will  understand  fast  enough  that  it  must 
be  a  woman  rather  out  of  the  common,  also, 
who,  in  the  long-run,  would  come  up  to  my 
mark." 

"  Let  me  seriously  entreat  you  to  reconsider 
this,  Bounderby,"  urged  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  before 
you  commit  yourself  to  such  a  decision." 

"  I  always  come  to  a  decision,"  said  Boun- 
derby, tossing  his  hat  on  :  "  and,  whatever  I  do, 
I  do  at  once.  I  should  be  surprised  at  Tom 
Gradgrind's  addressing  such  a  remark  to  Josiah 
Bounderby  of  Coketown,  knowing  what  he 
knows  of  him,  if  I  could  be  surprised  by  any- 
thing Tom  Gradgrind  did,  after  his  making 
himself  a  party  to  sentimental  humbug.  I  have 
given  you  niy  decision,  and  I  have  got  no  more 
to  say.     Good  night !  ' 

So  Mr.  Bounderby  went  home  to  his  town 
house  to  bed.  .'\t  five  minutes  past  twelve 
o'clock  next  day,  he  directed  Mrs.  Bounderby 's 
property  to  be  carefully  packed  up  and  sent  to 
Tom  Gradgrind's  ;  advertised  his  country  retreat 
for  sale  by  private  contract  ;  ami  resumed  a 
bachelor  life. 


Hakd  Ti-mes,  8. 


CHAPTER   IV. 


HE  robbery  at  the  Bank  had  not 
languished  before,  and  did  not 
cease  to  occupy  a  front  place  in 
the  attention  of  the  principal  of  that 
establishment  now.  In  boastful 
proof  of  his  promptitude  and  activity,  as 
a  remarkable  man,  and  a  self-made  man, 
and  a  commercial  wonder  more  admirable 
Venus,  who  had  risen  out  of  the  mud 
instead  of  the  sea,  he  liked  to  show  how  little 
his  domestic  affairs  abated  his  business  ardour. 
Consequently,  in  the  first  few  weeks  of  his 
resumed  bachelorhood,  he  even  advanced  upon 
his  usual  display  of  bustle,  and  every  day  made 
such  a  rout  in  renewing  his  investigations  into 
the  robbery,  that  the  ofiic-ers  who  had  it  in 
hand  almost  wished  it  had  never  been  com- 
mitted. 

They  were  at  fault,  too,  and  off  the  scent. 
Although  they  had  been  so  (luiet  since  the  first 
outbreak  of  the  matter,  that  most  people  really 
did  suppose  it  to  have  been  abandoned  as 
hopeless,  nothing  new  occurred.  No  implicatc<l 
man  or  woman  took  untimely  courage,  or  made 
a  self-betraying  step.  More  remarkable  yet, 
Stephen  Blackpool  could  not  be  heard  of,  and 
the  mysterious  old  woman  remained  a  mystery. 
Things  having  come  to  this  pass,  and  showing 
no  latent  signs  of  stirring  beyond  it,  the  upshot 
of  Mr.  Bounderby's  investigations  was,  that  he 
resolved  to  hazard  a  bold  burst.  He  drew  up 
a  placard,  oftering  T\\enty  Bounds  reward  for 
the  apprehension  of  Stephen  Blackpool,  sus- 
pected of  complicity  in  the  robbery  of  the 
Coketown  Bank  on  such  a  night ;  he  described 
the  said  Stephen  Blackpool  by  dress,  com- 
plexion, estimated  height,  and  manner,  as  mi- 
nutely as  he  could ;  he  recited  how  he  had  left 
the  town,  anil  in  what  direction  he  had  been 
last  seen  going;  he  had  the  whole  printed  in 
great  black  letters  on  a  staring  broadsheet  ; 
and  he  caused  the  walls  to  be  posted  with  it 
in  the  dead  of  night,  so  that  it  should  strike 
upon  the  sight  of  the  whole  ])opulation  at  one 
blow. 

The  factory  bells  had  need  to  ring  their 
loudest  that  morning  to  disperse  the  groups  of 
workers  who  stood  in  the  tardy  daybreak,  col- 
lected round  the  placards,  devouring  them  with 
eager  eyes.  Not  the  least  eager  of  the  eyes 
assembled  were  the  eves  of  those  who  could  not 
read.  These  ])eople,  as  they  listened  to  the 
friendly  voice  that  read  aloud — there  was  always 
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some  such  ready  to  help  them — stared  at  the 
characters  which  meant  so  much  with  a  vague  awe 
and  respect  that  would  have  been  half  ludicrous, 
if  any  aspect  of  public  ignorance  could  ever  be 
otherwise  than  threatening  and  full  of  evil. 
Many  ears  and  eyes  were  busy  with  a  vision  of 
the  matter  of  these  placards,  among  turning 
spindles,  rattling  looms,  and  whirring  wheels, 
for  hours  afterwards ;  and  when  the  Hands 
cleared  out  again  into  the  streets,  there  were 
still  as  many  readers  as  before. 

Slackbridge,  the  delegate,  had  to  address  his 
audience  too  that  night ;  and  Slackbridge  had 
obtained  a  clean  bill  from  the  printer,  and  had 
brought  it  in  his  pocket.  Oh,  my  friends  and 
fellow-countrymen,  the  down-trodden  operatives 
of  Coketown — oh,  my  fellow-brothers  and  fellow- 
workmen  and  fellow-citizens  and  fellow-men, 
what  a  to-do  there  was  when  Slackbridge  un- 
folded what  he  called  "  that  damning  document," 
and  held  it  up  to  the  gaze,  and  tor  the  execra- 
tion, of  the  working-man  community  !  "  Oh, 
my  fellow-men,  behold  of  what  a  traitor  in  the 
camp  of  those  great  spirits  who  are  enrolled 
upon  the  holy  scroll  of  Justice  and  of  Union  is 
approi)riately  capable  !  Oh,  my  prostrate  friends, 
with  the  galling  yoke  of  tyrants  on  your  necks, 
and  the  iron  foot  of  despotism  treading  down 
your  fallen  forms  into  the  dust  of  the  earth, 
upon  which  right  glad  would  your  oppressors 
be  to  see  you  creeping  on  your  bellies  all  the 
days  of  your  lives,  like  the  serpent  in  the  garden 
— oh,  my  brothers,  and  shall  I,  as  a  man,  not 
add,  my  sisters  too,  what  do  you  say,  now,  of 
Stephen  Blackpool,  with  a  slight  stoop  in  his 
shoulders,  and  about  five  foot  seven  in  height, 
as  set  forth  in  nhis  degrading  and  disgusting 
document,  this  blighting  bill,  this  pernicious 
placard,  this  abominable  advertisement ;  and 
with  what  majesty  of  denouncement  will  you 
crush  the  viper,  who  would  bring  this  stain  and 
shame  upon  the  God-like  race  that  happily  has 
cast  him  out  for  ever !  Yes,  my  compatriots, 
happily  cast  him  out  and  sent  him  forth  !  For 
you  remember  how  he  stood  here  before  you  on 
this  platform ;  you  remember  how,  face  to  face, 
and  foot  to  foot,  I  pursued  him  through  all  his 
intricatewindings;  yourememberhowhe  sneaked 
and  slunk,  and  sidled,  and  splitted  of  straws, 
until,  with  not  an  inch  of  ground  to  which  to 
cling,  I  hurled  him  out  from  amongst  us  ;  an 
object  for  the  undying  linger  of  scorn  to  point 
at,  and  for  the  avenging  fire  of  every  free  and 
thinking  mind  to  scorch  and  sear  !  And  now, 
my  friends — my  labouring  friends,  for  I  rejoice 
and  triumph  in  tliat  stigma — my  friends  w-hose 
hard  but  honest  beds   are   made  in  toil,  and 


whose  scanty  but  independent  pots  are  boiled 
in  hardship  ;  and  now,  I  say,  my  friends,  what 
appellation  has  that  dastard  craven  taken  to 
himself,  when,  with  the  mask  torn  from  his 
features,  he  stands  before  us  in  all  his  native 
tleformity,  a  What  ?  A  thief !  A  plunderer  ! 
A  proscribed  fugitive,  with  a  price  upon  his 
head ;  a  fester  and  a  wound  upon  the  noble 
character  of  the  Coketown  operative  !  There- 
fore, my  band  of  brothers  in  a  sacred  bond,  to 
which  your  children  and  your  children's  chil- 
dren yet  unborn  have  set  their  infant  hands  and 
seals,  I  propose  to  you,  on  the  part  of  the 
United  Aggregate  Tribunal,  ever  watchful  for 
your  welfare,  ever  zealous  for  your  benefit,  that 
this  meeting  does  Resolve  :  That  Stephen  Black- 
pool, weaver,  referred  to  in  this  placard,  having 
been  already  solemnly  disowned  by  the  com- 
munity of  Coketown  Hands,  the  same  are  free 
from  the  shame  of  his  misdeeds,  and  cannot  as  a 
class  be  reproached  with  his  dishonest  actions  ' " 

Thus  Slackbridge;  gnashing  and  perspiring 
after  a  prodigious  sort.  A  few  stern  voices 
called  out  "No!"  and  a  score  or  two  hailed, 
with  assenting  cries  of  "  Hear,  hear  ! "  the 
caution  from  one  man,  "  Slackbridge,  yo'r  over- 
lietter  in  't ;  yo'r  a-goen  too  fast  ! "  But  these 
were  pigmies  against  an  army ;  the  general 
assemblage  subscribed  to  the  gospel  according 
to  Slackbridge,  and  gave  three  cheers  for  him, 
as  he  sat  demonstratively  panting  at  them. 

These  men  and  women  were  yet  in  the  streets, 
passing  quietly  to  their  homes,  when  Sissy,  who 
had  been  called  away  from  Louisa  some  minutes 
before,  returned. 

"  Who  is  it?"  asked  Louisa. 

"It  is  Mr.  Bounderby,"  said  Sissy,  timid  of 
the  name,  "  and  your  brother  Mr.  Tom,  and  a 
young  woman  who  says  her  name  is  Rachael,  and 
that  you  know  her." 

"  What  do  they  want,  Sissy  dear  ?" 

"  They  want  to  see  you.  Rachael  has  been 
crying,  and  seems  angry." 

"  Father,"  said  Louisa,  for  he  was  present,  "  I 
cannot  refuse  to  see  them,  for  a  reason  that  will 
explain  itself.     Shall  they  come  in  here  ?" 

As  he  answered  in  the  affirmative.  Sissy  went 
away  to  bring  them.  She  reappeared  with  them 
directly.  Tom  was  last ;  and  remained  standing 
in  the  obscurest  part  of  the  room,  near  the  door. 

"  Mrs.  Bounderby,"  said  her  husband,  enter- 
ing with  a  cool  nod,  "  I  don't  disturb  you,  I 
hope.  This  is  an  unseasonable  hour,  but  here 
is  a  young  woman  who  has  been  making  state- 
ments which  render  my  visit  necessary.  Tom 
Gradgrind,  as  your  son,  young  Tom,  refuses,  for 
some  obstinate  reason  or  other,  to  say  anything 
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at  all  about  those  statements,  good  or  bad,  I 
am  obliged  to  confront  her  with  your  daughter." 

"  You  have  seen  me  once  before,  young  lady," 
said  Rachael,  standing  in  front  of  Louisa. 

Tom  coughed. 

"  You  have  seen  me,  young  lady,"  repeated 
Rachael,  as  she  did  not  answer,  "  once  before." 

Tom  coughed  again. 

"  I  have." 

Rachael  cast  her  eyes  proudly  towards  Mr, 
Bounderby,  and  said,  "  Will  you  make  it  known, 
young  lady,  where,  and  who  was  there?" 

"  I  went  to  the  house  where  Stephen  Black- 
pool lodged,  on  the  night  of  his  discharge  from 
his  work,  and  I  saw  you  there.  He  was  there 
too  ;  and  an  old  woman  who  did  not  speak,  and 
whom  I  could  scarcely  see,  stood  in  a  dark 
corner.     My  brother  was  with  me." 

"Why  couldn't  you  say  so,  young  Tom?" 
demanded  Bounderby. 

"  I  promised  my  sister  I  wouldn't."  Which 
Louisa  hastily  confirmed.  "  And  besides,"  said 
the  whelp  bitterly,  ".she  tells  her  own  story  so 
precious  well — and  so  full — that  what  business 
had  I  to  take  it  out  of  her  mouth  ?" 

"  Say,  young  lady,  if  you  please,"  pursued 
Rachael,  "  why,  in  an  evil  hour,  you  ever  came 
to  Stephen's  that  night." 

"  I  felt  compassion  for  him,"  said  Louisa,  her 
colour  deepening,  "  and  I  wished  to  know  what 
he  was  going  to  do,  and  wished  to  offer  him 
assistance." 

"Thank you,  ma'am," said  Bounderby.  "Much 
flattered  and  obliged." 

"  Did  you  offer  him,"  asked  Rachael,  "a  bank 
note?" 

"  Yes ;  but  he  refused  it,  and  would  only  take 
two  pounds  in  gold." 

Rachael  cast  her  eyes  towards  Mr.  Bounderby 
again. 

"  Oh,  certainly  !"  said  Bounderby.  "  If  you 
put  the  question  whether  your  ridiculous  and 
improbable  account  was  tnie  or  not,  I  am  bound 
to  say  it's  confirmed." 

"  Young  lady,"  said  Rachael,  "  Stephen  Black- 
pool is  now  named  as  a  thief  in  public  print  all 
over  this  town,  and  where  else  ?  There  have 
been  a  meeting  to-night,  where  he  have  been 
spoken  of  in  the  same  shameful  way.  Stephen  ! 
The  honestest  lad,  the  truest  lad,  the  best ! " 
Her  indignation  failed  her,  and  she  broke  ofi', 
sobbing. 

"  I  am  very,  very  sorry,"  said  Louisa. 

"  Oh,  young  lady,  young  lady,"  returned 
Rachael,  "  I  hope  you  may  be,  but  I  don't 
know  !  I  can't  say  what  you  may  ha'  done  1 
The  like  of  you  don't  know  us,  don't  care  for  us, 


don't  belong  to  us.  I  am  not  sure  why  you 
may  ha'  come  that  night.  I  can't  tell  but  what 
you  may  ha'  come  wi'  some  aim  of  your  own, 
not  mindin'  to  what  trouble  you  brought  such 
as  the  poor  lad.  I  said  then.  Bless  you  for 
coming ;  and  I  said  it  of  my  heart,  you  seemed 
to  take  so  pitifully  to  him ;  but  I  don't  know 
now,  I  don't  know  !" 

Louisa  could  not  reproach  her  for  her  unjust 
suspicions;  she  was  so  faithful  to  her  idea  of 
the  man,  and  so  afflicted. 

"  And  when  I  think,"  said  Rachael  through 
her  sobs,  "that  the  poor  lad  was  so  grateful, 
thinkin'  you  so  good  to  him — when  I  mind  that 
he  put  his  hand  over  his  hard-worken  face  to 
hide  the  tears  that  you  brought  up  there — oh,  I 
hope  you  may  be  sorry,  and  ha'  no  bad  cause  to 
be  it ;  but  I  don't  know  ;  I  don't  know  !" 

"  You're  a  pretty  article,"  growled  the  whelp, 
moving  uneasily  in  his  dark  corner,  "to  come 
here  with  these  precious  imputations !  You 
ought  to  be  bundled  out  for  not  knowing  how 
to  behave  yourself,  and  you  would  be  by  rights." 

She  said  nothing  in  reply ;  and  her  low  weep- 
ing was  the  only  sound  that  was  heard  until  Mr. 
Bounderby  spoke. 

"  Come  !"  said  he,  "you  know  what  you  have 
engaged  to  do.  You  had  better  give  your  mind 
to  that ;  not  this." 

"  'Deed,  I  am  loath,"  returned  Rachael,  drying 
her  eyes,  "  that  any  here  should  see  me  like 
this ;  but  I  won't  be  seen  so  again.  Young 
lady,  when  I  had  read  what's  put  in  print  of 
Stephen — and  what  has  just  as  much  truth  in  it 
as  if  it  had  been  put  in  print  ot  you — I  went 
straight  to  the  Bank  to  say  I  knew  where 
Stephen  was,  and  to  give  a  sure  and  certain 
promise  that  he  should  be  here  in  two  days.  I 
couldn't  meet  wi'  Mr.  Bounderby  then,  and 
your  brother  sent  me  away,  and  I  tried  to  find 
you,  but  you  was  not  to  be  found,  and  I  went 
back  to  work.  Soon  as  I  come  out  of  the  Mill 
to-night,  I  hastened  to  hear  what  was  said  of 
Stejihen — for  I  know  wi'  pride  he  will  come 
back  to  shame  it ! — and  then  I  went  again  to 
seek  Mr.  Bounderby,  and  I  found  him,  and  1 
toltl  him  every  word  I  knew ;  and  he  believed 
no  word  I  said,  and  brought  me  here." 

"  So  far,  that's  true  enough,"  assented  Mr. 
Bounderby,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets  and  his 
hat  on.  "  But  I  have  known  you  people  before 
to-day,  you'll  observe,  and  I  know  you  never 
die  for  want  of  talking.  Now,  I  recommend 
you  not  so  much  to  mind  talking  just  now  as 
tloing.  You  have  undertaken  to  do  something ; 
all  I  remark  upon  that  at  present  is,  do  it !" 

"  I  have  written  to  Stephen  by  the  post  that 
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M-ent  out  this  afternoon,  as  I  have  written  to 
him  once  before  sin'  he  went  away,"  said  Rachael ; 
"and  he  will  be  here,  at  furthest,  in  two 
days." 

"  Then  I'll  tell  you  something.  You  are  not 
aware,  perhaps,"  retorted  Mr.  Bounderby,  "  that 
you  yourself  have  been  looked  after  now  and  then, 
not  being  considered  quite  free  from  suspicion 
in  this  business,  on  account  of  most  people  being 
judged  according  to  the  company  they  keep. 
The  post-office  hasn't  been  forgotten  either. 
What   I   tell  you  is   that  no   letter  to  Stephen 


Blackpool  has  ever  got  into  it.  Therefore, 
what  has  become  of  yours,  I  leave  you  to  guess. 
Perhaps  you're  mistaken,  and  never  wrote  any." 

"  He  hadn't  been  gone  from  here,  young 
lady,"  said  Rachael,  turning  appealingly  to 
Louisa,  "  as  much  as  a  week,  when  he  sent  me 
the  only  letter  I  have  had  from  him,  saying  that 
he  was  forced  to  seek  work  in  another  name." 

"Oh,  by  George  !"  cried  Bounderby,  shaking 
his  head,  with  a  whistle,  "  he  changes  his  name, 
does  he  ?  That's  rather  unlucky,  too,  for  such 
an  immaculate  chap.     It's  considered  a   little 


"you   ILWE   SEEN   ME   ONCE   BEFORE,    YOUNG  LADY,"   SAID  RACHAEL. 


suspicious  in  Courts  of  Justice,  I  believe,  when 
an  Innocent  happens  to  have  many  names." 

■'  What,"  said  Rachael,  with  the  tears  in  her 
eyes  again,  "  what,  young  lady,  in  the  name  of 
Mercy,  was  left  the  poor  lad  to  do  ?  The 
masters  against  him  on  one  hand,  the  men 
against  him  on  the  other,  he  only  wantin'  to 
work  hard  in  peace,  and  do  what  he  felt  right. 
Can  a  man  have  no  soul  of  his  own,  no  mind  of 
his  own?  Must  he  go  wrong  all  through  wi' 
this  side,  or  must  he  go  wrong  all  through  wi' 
that,  or  else  be  hunted  like  a  hare  ?  " 


"  Indeed,  indeed,  I  pity  him  from  my  heart," 
returned  Louisa  ;  "  and  I  hope  that  he  will  clear 
himself." 

"  You  need  have  no  fear  of  that,  young  lady. 
He  is  sure  !  " 

"All  the  surer,  I  suppose,"  said  Mr.  Boun- 
derby, "  for  your  refusing  to  tell  where  he  is  ? 
Eh?" 

"  He  shall  not,  through  any  act  of  mine,  come 
back  wi'  the  unmerited  reproach  of  being  brought 
back.  He  shall  come  back  of  his  own  accord  to 
clear  himself,  and  put  all  those  that  have  injured 
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his  good  character,  and  he  not  here  for  its  de- 
fence, to  shame.  I  have  told  liim  what  has 
-been  done  against  him,"  said  Rachael,  throwing 
off  all  distrust  as  a  rock  throws  off  the  sea,  "  and 
he  will  be  here,  at  furthest,  in  two  days." 

"  Notwithstanding  which,"  added  Mr.  Boun- 
■derby,  "  if  he  can  be  laid  hold  of  any  sooner,  he 
shall  have  an  earlier  opportunity  of  clearing  him- 
self. As  to  you,  I  have  nothing  against  you ; 
what  vou  came  and  told  me  turns  out  to  be  true, 
and  I  liave  given  you  the  means  of  proving  it  to  be 
true,  and  there's  an  end  of  it.  I  wish  you  good 
night  all !  I  must  be  oft'  to  look  a  little  further 
into  this." 

Tom  came  out  of  his  corner  when  Mr.  Boun- 
derby  moved,  moved  with  him,  kept  close  to 
'him,  and  went  away  with  him.  The  only  part- 
ing salutation  of  which  he  delivered  himself  was 
a  sulky  "  Good  night,  father !  "  With  a  brief 
speech,  and  a  scowl  at  his  sister,  he  left  the 
house. 

Since  his  sheet-anchor  had  come  home,  Mr. 
Gradgrind  had  been  sparing  of  speech.  He  still 
sat  silent,  when  Louisa  mildly  said  : 

"  Rachael,  you  will  not  distrust  me  one  day, 
when  you  know  me  better." 

"  It  goes  against  me,"  Rachael  answered  in  a 
gentler  manner,  "  to  mistrust  any  one  ;  but  when 
I  am  so  mistrusted — when  we  all- are — 1  cannot 
keep  such  things  quite  out  of  my  mind.  I  ask 
your  pardon  for  having  done  you  an  injury.  I 
don't  think  what  I  said  now.  Yet  1  might  come 
'to  think  it  again,  wi'  the  poor  lad  so  wronged." 

"  Did  you  tell  him  in  your  letter,"  inquired 
Sissy,  "  that  suspicion  seemed  to  have  fallen 
upon  him,  because  he  had  been  seen  about  the 
Bank  at  night?  He  would  then  know  what  he 
-would  have  to  explain  on  coming  back,  and 
would  be  ready." 

"  Yes,  dear,"  she  returned  ;  "  but  I  can't  guess 
what  can  have  ever  taken  him  there.  He  never 
•used  to  go  there.  It  was  never  in  his  way.  His 
way  was  the  same  as  mine,  and  not  near  it." 

Sissy  had  already  been  at  her  side  asking  her 
where  she  lived,  and  whether  she  might  come 
to-morrow  night,  to  inquire  if  there  were  news 
of  him. 

"  I  doubt,"  said  Rachael,  "  if  he  can  be  here 
•till  next  day." 

"  Then  I  will  come  next  night  too,"  said 
Sissy. 

\Vhen  Rachael,  assenting  to  this,  was  gone, 
Mr.  Gradgrind  li'.ted  up  his  head,  and  said  to 
his  daughter : 

"  Louisa,  my  dear,  I  have  never,  that  I  know 
of,  seen  this  man.  Do  you  believe  him  to  be 
implicated  ?  " 


"  I  think  I  have  believed  it,  father,  though 
with  great  difficulty.  I  do  not  believe  it 
now." 

"  That  is  to  say,  you  once  persuaded  your- 
self to  believe  it,  from  knowing  him  to  be  sus- 
pected. His  appearance  and  manner ;  are  they 
so  honest  ?  " 

'•  \tx)'  honest." 

"  .-\nd  her  confidence  not  to  be  shaken  !  I 
ask  myself,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  musing,  "  does 
the  real  culprit  know  of  these  accusations  ? 
Where  is  he  ?     Who  is  he  ?  " 

His  hair  had  latterly  begun  to  change  its 
colour.  As  he  leaned  upon  his  hand  again, 
looking  grey  and  old,  Louisa,  with  a  face  of  fear 
and  pity,  hurriedly  went  over  to  him,  and  sat 
close  at  his  side.  Her  eyes  by  accident  met 
Sissy's  at  the  moment.  Sissy  flushed  and  started, 
and  Louisa  put  her  finger  on  her  lip. 

Next  night,  when  Sissy  returned  home  and 
told  Louisa  that  Stephen  was  not  come,  she  told 
it  in  a  whisper.  Next  night  again,  when  she 
came  home  with  the  same  account,  and  added 
that  he  had  not  been  heard  of,  she  spoke  in  the 
same  low  frightened  tone.  From  the  moment 
of  that  interchange  of  looks,  they  never  uttered 
his  name,  or  any  reference  to  him,  aloud ;  nor 
ever  pursued  the  subject  of  the  robbery  when 
Mr.  Gradgrind  spoke  of  it. 

The  two  appointed  da\s  ran  out,  three  da\s 
and  nights  ran  out,  and  Stephen  Blackpool  was 
not  come,  and  remained  unheard  of  On  the 
fourth  day,  Rachael,  with  unabated  confidence, 
but  considering  her  dispatch  to  have  miscarried, 
went  up  to  the  Bank,  and  showed  her  letter 
from  him  with  his  address,  at  a  working  colony, 
one  of  many,  not  upon  the  main  road,  sixty 
miles  away.  Messengers  were  sent  to  that  place, 
and  the  whole  town  looked  for  Stejjheu  to  be 
brought  in  next  day. 

During  tliis  whole  time  the  whelj)  mo\ed 
about  w-ith  Bounderby  like  his  shadow,  assi-st- 
ing  in  all  the  proceedings.  He  was  greatly  ex- 
cited, horribly  fevered,  bit  his  nails  down  to  the 
quick,  spoke  in  a  hard  rattling  voice,  and  with 
lips  that  were  black  and  burnt  up.  At  the  hour 
when  the  suspected  man  was  looked  for,  the 
whelp  was  at  the  station  ;  ottering  to  wager  that 
he  had  made  oft"  before  the  arri\-al  of  those  who 
were  sent  in  quest  of  him,  and  that  he  would 
not  appear. 

The  w  help  was  right.  The  messengers  returned 
alone.  Rachael's  letter  had  gone,  Rachael's  letter 
had  been  delivered,  Stephen  Blackpool  had  de- 
camped in  that  same  hour ;  antl  no  soul  knew  more 
of  him.  The  only  doubt  in  Coketown  was,  wlictlur 
Rachael  had  written  in  good  taith,  believing  tliat 
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he  really  would  come  back,  or  warning  him  to 
fly.     On  this  point  opinion  was  divided. 

Six  days,  seven  days,  far  oh  into  another  week. 
The  wretched  whelp  plucked  up  a  ghastly  cou- 
rage, and  began  to  grow  defiant.  "  Was  the 
suspected  fellow  the  thief?  A  pretty  question  ! 
If  not,  where  was  the  man,  and  why  did  he  not 
come  back  ?  " 

Where  was  the  man,  and  why  did  he  not 
come  back?  In  the  dead  of  night  the  echoes 
of  his  own  words,  which  had  rolled  heaven 
knows  how  far  away  in  the  daytime,  came  back 
instead,  and  abided  by  him  until  morning. 


CHAPTER  V. 


J')  AY  and  night  again,  day  and  night 
again.  No  Stephen  Blackpool. 
Where  was  the  man,  and  why  did 
he  not  come  back  ? 

Every  night  Sissy  went  to  Ra- 
chael's  lodging,  and  sat  with  her  in  her 
small  neat  room.  All  day  Rachael  toiled 
as  such  people  must  toil,  whatever  their 
anxieties.  The  smoke-serpents  were  indifferent 
who  was  lost  or  found,  who  turned  out  bad  or 
good  ;  the  melancholy-mad  elephants,  like  the 
Hard-Fact  men,  abated  nothing  of  their  set 
routine,  whatever  happened.  Day  and  night 
again,  day  and  night  again.  The  monotony 
was  unbroken.  Even  Stephen  Blackpool's  dis- 
appearance was  falling  into  the  general  way, 
and  becoming  as  monotonous  a  wonder  as  any 
piece  of  machinery  in  Coketown. 

"  I  misdoubt,"  said  Rachael,  "  if  there  is  as 
many  as  twenty  left  in  all  this  place  who  have 
any  trust  in  the  poor  dear  lad  now." 

She  said  it  to  Sissy,  as  they  sat  in  her  lodging, 
lighted  only  by  the  lamp  at  the  street  corner. 
Sissy  had  come  there  when  it  was  already  dark, 
to  await  her  return  from  work ;  and  they  had 
since  sat  at  the  window  where  Rachael  had 
found  her,  wanting  no  brighter  light  to  shine  on 
their  sorrowful  talk. 

"  If  it  hadn't  been  mercifully  brought  about 
that  I  was  to  have  you  to  speak  to,"  pursued 
Rachael,  "  times  are,  when  I  think  my  mind 
would  not  have  kept  right.  But  I  get  hope  and 
strength  through  you ;  and  you  believe  that 
though  appearances  may  rise  against  him,  he 
will  be  proved  clear  ?  " 

"I  do  believe  so,"  returned  Sissy,  "with  my 
whole  heart.     I  feel  so  certain,  Rachael,  that 


the  confidence  you  hold  in  yours  against  all  dis- 
couragement, is  not  like  to  be  wrong,  that  I 
have  no  more  doubt  of  him  than  if  I  had  known 
him  through  as  many  years  of  trial  as  you  have." 

•'  And  I,  my  dear,"  said  Rachael  with  a 
tremble  in  her  voice,  "have  known  him  through 
them  all  to  be,  according  to  his  quiet  ways,  so 
faithful  to  everything  honest  and  good,  that  if 
he  was  never  to  be  heard  of  more,  and  I  was  to 
live  to  be  a  hundred  years  old,  I  could  say  with 
my  last  breath,  God  knows  my  heart.  I  have 
never  once  left  trusting  Stephen  Blackpool  !  " 

"We  all  believe,  up  at  the  Lodge,  Rachael, 
that  he  will  be  freed  from  suspicion,  sooner  or 
later." 

"  The  better  I  know  it  to  be  so  believed 
there,  my  dear,"  said  Rachael,  "  and  the  kinder 
I  feel  it  that  you  come  away  from  there  pur- 
posely to  comfort  me,  and  keep  me  company, 
and  be  seen  wi'  me  when  I  am  not  yet  free  from 
all  suspicion  myself,  the  more  grieved  I  am  that 
I  should  ever  have  spoken  those  mistrusting 
words  to  the  young  lady.     And  yet " 

"  You  don't  mistrust  her  now,  Rachael  ?  " 

"  Now  that  you  have  brought  us  more  to- 
gether, no.  But  I  can't  at  all  times  keep  out  of 
my  mind " 

Her  voice  so  sunk  into  a  low  and  slow  com- 
muning with  herself,  that  Sissy,  sitting  by  her 
side,  was  obliged  to  listen  with  attention. 

" — I  can't  at  all  times  keep  out  of  my  mind 
mistrustings  of  some  one.  I  can't  think  who  'tis, 
I  can't  think  how  or  why  it  may  be  done,  but  I 
mistrust  that  some  one  has  put  Stephen  out  of 
the  way.  I  mistrust  that  by  his  coming  back  of 
his  own  accord,  and  showing  himself  innocent 
before  them  all,  some  one  would  be  confounded, 
who — to  prevent  that — has  stopped  him,  and  put 
him  out  of  the  way." 

"  That  is  a  dreadful  thought,"  said  Sissy,  turn- 
ing pale. 

"  It  is  a  dreadful  thought  to  think  he  may  be 
murdered.'' 

Sissy  shuddered,  and  turned  paler  yet. 

"When  it  makes  its  way  into  my  mind,  dear," 
said  Rachael — "  and  it  will  come  sometimes, 
though  I  do  all  I  can  to  keep  it  out,  wi'  counting 
on  to  high  numbers  as  I  work,  and  saying  over 
and  over  again  pieces  that  I  knew  when  I  were  a 
child — I  fall  into  such  a  wild,  hot  hurry,  that, 
however  tired  I  am,  I  want  to  walk  fast,  miles 
and  miles.  I  must  get  the  better  of  this  before 
bedtime.     I'll  walk  home  wi'  you." 

"  He  might  fall  ill  upon  the  journey  back," 
said  Sissy,  faintly  offering  a  worn-out  scrap  of 
hope ;  "  and,  in  such  a  case,  there  are  many 
places  on  the  road  where'  he  might  stop." 
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"  But  he  is  in  none  of  them.  He  has  been 
sought  for  in  all,  and  he's  not  there." 

•'True,"  was  Sissy's  reluctant  admission. 

"  He'd  walk  the  journey  in  two  days.  If  he 
was  footsore  and  couldn't  walk,  I  sent  him,  in 
the  letter  he  got,  the  money  to  ride,  lest  he 
should  have  none  of  his  own  to  spare." 

"  Let  us  hope  that  to-morrow  will  bring 
something  better,  Rachael.  Come  into  the 
air  ! " 

Her  gentle  hand  adjusted  Rachael's  shawl 
upon  her  shining  black  hair  in  the  usual  manner 
of  her  wearing  it,  and  they  went  out.  The  night 
being  fine,  little  knots  of  Hands  were  here  and 
there  lingering  at  street  corners  ;  but  it  was 
supper-time  with  the  greater  part  of  them,  and 
there  were  but  few  people  in  the  streets. 

"  You're  not  so  hurried  now,  Rachael,  and 
your  hand  is  cooler." 

"  I  get  better,  dear,  if  I  can  only  walk,  and 
breathe  a  little  fresh.  'Times,  when  I  can't,  I 
turn  weak  and  confused." 

"  But  you  must  not  begin  to  fail,  Rachael,  for 
you  may  be  wanted  at  any  time  to  stand  by 
Stephen.  To-morrow  is  Saturday.  If  no  news 
comes  to-morrow,  let  us  walk  in  the  country  on 
Sunday  morning,  and  strengthen  you  for  another 
week.    Will  you  go  ? '" 

"  Yes,  dear." 

They  were  by  this  time  in  the  street  where 
Mr.  Bounderby's  house  stood.  The  way  to 
Sissy's  destination  led  them  past  the  door,  and 
they  were  going  straight  towards  it.  Some 
train  had  newly  arrived  in  Coketown,  which 
had  put  a  number  of  vehicles  in  motion,  and 
scattered  a  considerable  bustle  about  the  town. 
Several  coaches  were  rattling  before  them  and 
behind  them  as  they  approached  Mr.  Boun- 
derby's, and  one  of  the  latter  drew  up  with  such 
briskness  as  they  were  in  the  act  of  passing  the 
house,  that  they  looked  round  involuntarily. 
The  bright  gas-light  over  Mr.  Bounderby's  steps 
showed  them  Mrs.  Sparsit  in  the  coach,  in  an 
ecstasy  of  e.xcitement,  struggling  to  open  the 
door.  Mrs.  Sparsit,  seeing  them  at  the  same 
moment,  called  to  them  to  stop. 

"  It's  a  coincidence,''  exclaimed  Mrs.  Sparsit 
as  she  was  released  by  the  coachman.  "  It's  a 
Providence  !  Come  out,  ma'am  !  "  then  said 
Mrs.  Sparsit  to  some  one  inside,  "  come  out,  or 
we'll  have  you  dragged  out !  " 

Hereupon,  no  other  than  the  mysterious  old 
woman  descended.  Whom  Mrs.  Sparsit  incon- 
tinently collared. 

"  Leave  her  alone,  everybody  ! "  cried  Mrs. 
Sparsit  with  great  energy.  "  Let  nobody  touch 
her.     She  belongs  to  me.     Come  in,  ma'am  !  " 


then  said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  reversing  her  former 
word  of  command.  "  Come  in,  ma'am,  or  we'll 
have  you  dragged  in  ! " 

The  spectacle  of  a  matron  of  classical  deport- 
ment seizing  an  ancient  woman  by  the  throat, 
and  haling  her  into  a  dwelling-house,  would 
have  been,  under  any  circumstances,  sufficient 
temptation,  to  all  true  English  stragglers  so 
blessed  as  to  witness  it,  to  force  a  way  into  that 
dwelling-house  and  see  the  matter  out.  But 
when  the  phenomenon  was  enhanced  by  the 
notoriety  and  mystery  by  this  time  associated 
all  over  the  town  with  the  Bank  robbery,  it 
would  have  lured  the  stragglers  in  with  an 
irresistible  attraction,  though  the  roof  had  been 
expected  to  fall  upon  their  heads.  Accordingly, 
the  chance  witnesses  on  the  ground,  consisting 
of  the  busiest  of  the  neighbours  to  the  number 
of  some  five-and-twenty,  closed  in  after  Sissy 
and  Rachael,  as  they  closed  in  after  Mrs.  Sparsit 
and  her  prize  ;  and  the  whole  body  made  a 
disorderly  irruption  into  Mr.  Bounderby's  dining- 
room,  where  the  people  behind  lost  not  a 
moment's  time  in  mounting  on  the  chairs,  to 
get  the  better  of  the  people  in  front. 

"  Fetch  Mr.  Bounderby  down  ! ''  cried  Mrs. 
Sparsit.  "  Rachael,  young  woman,  you  know 
who  this  is?" 

"  It's  Mrs.  Pegler,"  said  Rachael. 

"  I  should  think  it  is  ! "  cried  Mrs.  Sparsit, 
exulting.  "  Fetch  Mr.  Bounderby.  Stand 
away,  everybody ! "  Here  old  Mrs.  Pegler, 
muffling  herself  up,  and  shrinking  from  observa- 
tion, whispered  a  word  of  entreaty.  "  Don't 
tell  me,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit  aloud.  "  I  have  told 
you  twenty  times,  coming  along,  that  I  will  not 
leave  you  till  I  have  handed  yoa  over  to  him 
myself." 

Mr.  Bounderby  now  appeared,  accompanied 
by  Mr.  Gradgrind  and  the  whelp,  with  whom  he 
had  been  holding  conference  ui)-stairs.  Mr. 
Bounderby  looked  more  astonished  than  hos- 
pitable at  sight  of  this  uninvitctl  jiarty  in  his 
(lining-room. 

"  Why,  what's  the  matter  now  ? "  said  he. 
"  Mrs.  Sparsit,  ma'am  ?  " 

"  Sir,"  explained  that  worthy  woman,  "  I  trust 
it  is  my  good  fortune  to  ])roduce  a  person  you 
have  much  desired  to  find.  Stimulated  by  my 
wish  to  relieve  your  mind,  sir,  a«id  connecting 
together  such  imperfect  clues  to  the  part  of  the 
country  in  which  that  person  might  be  supposed 
to  reside,  as  have  been  alfortled  by  the  young 
woman  Rachael,  fortunately  now  present  to 
identify,  I  have  had  the  happiness  to  succeed, 
and  to  bring  that  person  with  me — I  need  not 
say  most  unwillingly  on   her  part.     It  has  not 
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been,  sir,  without  some  trouble  that  I  have 
effected  this  ;  but  trouble  in  your  service  is  to 
me  a  pleasure,  and  hunger,  thirst,  and  cold  a 
real  gratification.'' 

Here  Mrs.  Sparsit  ceased  ;  for  Mr.  Bounderby's 
visage  exhibited  an  extraordinary  combination 
of  all  possible  colours  and  expressions  of  dis- 
comfiture, as  old  Mrs.  Pegler  was  disclosed  to 
his  view. 

"  Why,  what  do  you  mean  by  this  ?  "  was  his 
highly  unexpected  demand,  in  great  warmth. 
"  1  ask  you,  what  do  you  mean  by  this,  Mrs. 
Sparsit,  ma'am  ?  " 

"  Sir  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Sparsit  faintly. 

•'  Why  don't  you  mind  your  own  business, 
ma'am  }  "  roared  Bounderby.  "  How  dare  you 
go  and  poke  your  ofticious  nose  into  my  family 
affairs  ? '' 

This  allusion  to  her  favourite  feature  over- 
powdered  Mrs.  Sparsit.  She  sat  down  stiffly  in 
a  chair,  as  if  she  were  frozen  ;  and,  with  a  fixed 
stare  at  Mr.  Bounderby,  slowly  grated  her  mit- 
tens against  one  another,  as  if  they  were  frozen 
too. 

■'  My  dear  Josiah  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Pegler,  trem- 
bling. "  My  darling  boy  !  1  am  not  to  blame. 
It's  not  my  fault,  Josiah.  I  told  this  lady,  over 
and  over  again,  that  I  knew  she  was  doing  what 
would  not  be  agreeable  to  you,  but  she  would 
do  it." 

"  What  did  you  let  her  bring  you  for  ? 
Couldn't  you  knock  her  cap  oft",  or  her  tooth 
out,  or  scratch  her,  or  do  something  or  other  to 
her?"  asked  Bounderby. 

"  My  own  boy  !  She  threatened  me,  that  if  I 
resisted  her,  I  should  be  brought  by  constables, 
and  it  was  better  to  come  quietly  than  make 
that  stir  in  such  a " — Mrs.  Pegler  glanced 
timidly  but  proudly  round  the  walls — "  such  a 
fine  house  as  this.  Indeed,  indeed,  it  is  not 
my  fault !  My  dear,  noble,  stately  boy  !  I 
have  always  lived  quiet  and  secret,  Josiah,  my 
dear.  I  have  never  broken  the  condition  once. 
I  have  never  said  I  was  )'Our  mother.  I  have 
admired  you  at  a  distance  ;  and  if  I  have  come 
to  town  sometimes,  with  long  times  between, 
to  take  a  proud  peep  at  you,  I  have  done  it 
unbeknown,  my  love,  and  gone  away  again." 

Mr.  Bounderby,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
walked  in  impatient  mortification  up  and  down 
at  the  side  of  the  long  dining-table,  while  the 
spectators  greedily  took  in  every  syllable  of 
Mrs.  Pegler's  appeal,  and  at  each  succeeding 
syllable  became  more  and  more  round-eyed. 
Mr.  Bounderby  still  walking  up  and  down  when 
Mrs.  Pegler  had  done,  Mr.  Gradgrind  addressed 
that  maligned  old  ladv  : 


"  I  am  surprised,  madam,"  he  observed  with 
severity,  "  that  in  your  old  age  you  have  the 
face  to  claim  Mr.  Bounderby  for  your  son, 
after  your  unnatural  and  inhuman  treatment  of 
him." 

"A/c  unnatural !  "  cried  poor  old  Mrs.  Pegler. 
"Jl/f  inhuman  !     To  my  dear  boy  ?" 

"Dear!"  repeated  Mr.  Gradgrind.  "Yes; 
dear  in  his  self-made  prosperity,  madam,  I  dare 
say.  Not  very  dear,  however,  when  you  de- 
serted him  in  his  infancy,  and  left  him  to  the 
brutality  of  a  drunken  grandmother." 

"/deserted  ray  Josiah!"  cried  Mrs.  Pegler, 
clasping  her  hands.  "  Now,  Lord  forgive  you. 
sir,  for  your  wicked  imaginations,  and  for  your 
scandal  against  the  memory  of  my  poor  mother, 
who  died  in  my  arms  before  Josiah  was  born. 
May  you  repent  of  it,  sir,  and  live  to  know 
better  !  " 

She  was  so  very  earnest  and  injured,  that 
Mr.  Gradgrind,  shocked  by  the  possibility 
which  dawned  upon  him,  said  in  a  gentler 
tone  : 

"  Do  you  deny,  then,  madam,  that  you  lel't 
your  son  to — to  be  brought  up  in  the  gutter  ?  " 

"  Josiah  in  the  gutter  ! "  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Pegler.  "  No  such  a  thing,  sir.  Never  !  For 
shame  on  you  !  My  dear  boy  knows,  and  will 
give  ro/i  to  know,  that  though  he  come  of 
humble  parents,  he  come  of  parents  that  loved 
him  as  dear  as  the  best  could,  and  never  thought 
it  hardship  on  themselves  to  pinch  a  bit  that  ho 
might  write  and  cipher  beautiful,  and  I've  his 
books  at  home  to  show  it  !  Ay,  have  I !  "  said 
Mrs.  Pegler  with  indignant  pride.  "And  my  dear 
boy  knows,  and  will  gixe  you  to  know,  sir,  that 
after  his  beloved  father  died  when  he  was  eight 
years  old,  his  mother,  too,  could'  pinch  a  bit,  as 
it  was  her  duty  and  her  pleasure  and  her  pride 
to  do  it,  to  help  him  out  in  life,  and  put  him 
'prentice.  And  a  steady  lad  he  was,  and  a  kind 
master  he  had  to  lend  him  a  hand,  and  w'ell  he 
worked  his  own  w-ay  lorward  to  be  rich  and 
thriving.  And  /'ll  give  you  to  know,  sir — for 
this  my  dear  boy  won't — that  though  his  mother 
kept  but  a  little  village  shop,  he  never  forgot 
her,  but  pensioned  me  on  thirty  pound  a  year — 
more  than  1  want,  for  I  put  by  out  of  it — only 
making  the  condition  that  I  was  to  keep  down 
in  my  own  part,  and  make  no  boasts  about 
him,  and  not  trouble  him.  And  I  never  have, 
except  with  looking  at  him  once  a  year,  when 
he  has  never  knowed  it.  And  it's  right," 
said  poor  old  Mrs.  Pegler  in  aft'ectionate  cham- 
pionshij),  "  that  I  should  keei5  down  in  my  own 
part,  and  I  have  no  doubts  that  if  I  was  here  I 
should  do  a  many  unbefitting  things,  antl  I  am 
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well  contented,  and  I  can  keep  my  pride  in  my 
Josiah  to  myself,  and  I  can  love  for  love's  own 
sake  !  And  I  am  ashamed  of  you,  sir,"  said 
Mrs.  Pegler  lastly,  "  for  your  slanders  and  sus- 
picions. And  I  never  stood  here  before,  nor 
never  wanted  to  stand  here  when  my  dear  son 
said  no.  And  I  shouldn't  be  here  now,  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  being  brought  here.  And  for 
shame  upon  you,  oh,  for  shame,  to  accuse  me 
of  being  a  bad  mother  to  my  son,  with  my  son 
standing  here  to  tell  you  so  different !" 

The  bystanders,  on  and  off  the  dining-room 
chairs,  raised  a  murmur  of  sympathy  with  Mrs. 
Pegler,  and  Mr.  Gradgrind  felt  himself  inno- 
cently placed  in  a  very  distressing  predicament, 
when  Mr.  Bounderby,  who  had  never  ceased 
walking  up  and  down,  and  had  every  moment 
swelled  larger  and  larger,  and  grown  redder  and 
redder,  stopped  short. 

"  I  don't  exactly  know,"  said  Mr.  Bounderby, 
"  how  I  come  to  be  favoured  with  the  attend- 
ance of  the  present  company,  but  I  don't  inquire. 
When  they're  quite  sati.sfied,  perhaps  they'll  be 
so  good  as  to  disperse  ;  whether  they're  satisfied 
or  not,  perhaps  they'll  be  so  good  as  to  disperse. 
I'm  not  bound  to  deliver  a  lecture  on  my  family 
affairs,  I  have  not  undertaken  to  do  it,  and  I'm 
not  a-going  to  do  it.  Therefore  those  who 
expect  any  explanation  whatever  upon  that 
branch  of  the  subject  will  be  disappointed — 
particularly  Tom  Gradgrind,  and  he  can't  know 
It  too  soon.  In  reference  to  the  Bank  robbery, 
there  has  been  a  mistake  made  concerning  my 
mother.  If  there  hadn't  been  over-ofiiciousness 
it  wouldn't  have  been  made,  and  I  hate  over- 
officiousness  at  all  times,  whether  or  no.  Good 
evening !'' 

Although  Mr.  Bounderby  carried  it  oft'  in 
these  terms,  holding  the  door  open  for  the  com- 
pany to  depart,  there  was  a  blustering  sheepish- 
ness  upon  him,  at  once  extremely  crestfallen 
and  superlatively  absurd.  Detected  as  the  Bully 
of  humility,  who  had  built  his  windy  reputation 
upon  lies,  and  in  his  boastfulness  had  put  the 
honest  truth  as  far  away  from  him  as  if  he  had 
advanced  the  mean  claim  (there  is  no  meaner) 
to  tack  himself  on  to  a  pedigree,  he  cut  a  most 
ridiculous  figure.  With  the  people  filing  off  at 
the  door  he  held,  who  he  knew  would  carry 
what  had  passed  to  the  whole  town,  to  be  given 
to  the  four  winds,  he  could  not  have  looked  a 
Bully  more  shorn  and  forlorn,  if  he  had  had  his 
ears  cropped.  Even  that  unlucky  female,  Mrs. 
Sparsit,  fallen  from  her  pinnacle  of  exultation 
into  the  Slough  of  Desjiond,  was  not  in  so  bad 
a  plight  as  that  remarkalile  man  and  selfmade 
Humbug,  Josiah  Bounderby  of  Coketown. 


Rachael  and  Sissy,  leaving  Mrs.  Pegler  to 
occupy  a  bed  at  her  son's  for  that  night,  walked 
together  to  the  gate  of  Stone  Lodge,  and  there 
parted.  Mr.  Gradgrind  joined  them  before  they 
had  gone  very  far,  and  spoke  with  much  interest 
of  Stephen  Blackpool ;  for  whom  he  thought 
this  signal  failure  of  the  susjiicions  against  Mrs. 
Pegler  was  likely  to  work  well. 

As  to  the  whelp  ;  throughout  this  scene,  as 
on  all  other  late  occasions,  he  had  stuck  close 
to  Bounderby.  He  seemed  to  feel  that  as  long 
as  Bounderby  could  make  no  discovery  without 
his  knowledge,  he  was  so  far  safe.  He  never 
visited  his  sister,  and  had  only  seen  her  once 
since  she  went  home  :  that  is  to  say,  on  the 
night  when  he  still  stuck  close  to  Bounderby,  as 
already  related. 

There  was  one  dim.  unformed  fear  lingering 
about  his  sister's  mind  to  which  she  never  gave 
utterance,  which  surrounded  the  graceless  and 
ungrateful  boy  with  a  dreadful  mystery.  The 
same  dark  possibility  had  presented  itself  in  the 
same  shapeless  guise,  this  very  day,  to  Sissy, 
when  Rachael  spoke  of  some  one  who  would  be 
confounded  by  Stephen's  return,  having  put  him 
out  of  the  way.  Louisa  had  never  spoken  of 
harbouring  any  suspicion  of  her  brother  in  con- 
nection with  the  robbery ;  she  and  Sissy  had 
held  no  confidence  on  the  subject,  save  in  that 
one  interchange  of  looks  when  the  unconscious 
father  rested  his  grey  head  on  his  hand  ;  but  it 
was  understood  between  them,  and  they  both 
knew  it.  This  other  fear  was  so  awful,  that  it 
hovered  about  •  each  of  them  like  a  ghostly 
shadow ;  neither  daring  to  think  of  its  being 
near  herself,  far  less  of  its  being  near  the  other. 

And  still  the  forced  s])irit  which  the  whelp 
had  plucked  up  throve  with  him.  If  Stephen 
Blackpool  was  not  the  thief,  let  hinr  show  him- 
self.    Why  didn't  he  ? 

Another  night.  Another  day  and  night.  No 
Stephen  Blackpool.  Where  was  the  rtan,  and 
why  did  he  not  come  back? 


CHAl'TLR  VL 


IHE  STARLIGHT. 


THE  Sunday  was  a  bright  Sunday  in  autumn, 
clear  and  cool,  when  early  in  the  morn- 
ing Sissy  and  Rachael  met,  to  walk  in  the 
country. 

As  Coketown  cast  ashes  not  only  on  its  own  head, 
but  on  the  neighbourhood's  too — afterthe  manner 
of  those  pious  persons  who  do  penance  for  their 
own  sins  by  putting  other  people  into  sackcloth 
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— it  was  customary  for  those  who  now  and  then 
thirsted  for  a  draught  of  pure  air,  which  is  not 
absolutely  the  most  wicked  among  the  vanities 
of  life,  to  get  a  few  miles  away  by  the  railroad, 
and  then  begin  their  walk,  or  their  lounge  in  the 
fields.  Sissy  and  Rachael  helped  themselves 
out  of  the  smoke  by  the  usual  means,  and  were 
put  down  at  a  station  about  midway  between  the 
town  and  Mr.  Bounderby's  retreat. 

Though  the  green  landscape  was  blotted  here 
and  there  with  heaps  of  coal,  it  was  green  else- 
where, and  there  were  trees  to  see,  and  there 
were  larks  singing  (though  it  was  Sunday),  and 
there  were  pleasant  scents  in  the  air,  and  all 
was  overarched  by  a  bright  blue  sky.  In  the 
distance  one  way,  Coketown  showed  as  a  black 
mist ;  in  another  distance,  hills  began  to  rise  ; 
in  a  third,  there  wzs,  a  faint  change  in  the  light 
of  the  horizon,  where  it  shone  upon  the  far-off 
sea.  Under  their  feet  the  grass  was  fresh ; 
beautiful  shadows  of  branches  flickered  upon  it, 
and  speckled  it ;  hedgerows  were  luxuriant ; 
everything  was  at  peace.  Engines  at  pits' 
mouths,  and  lean  old  horses  that  had  worn  the 
circle  of  their  daily  labour  into  the  ground,  vi^ere 
alike  quiet ;  wheels  had  ceased  for  a  short  space 
to  turn  ;  and  the  great  wheel  of  earth  seemed  to 
revolve  without  the  shocks  and  noises  of  another 
time. 

They  walked  on  across  the  fields  and  down 
the  shady  lanes,  sometimes  getting  over  a  frag- 
ment of  a  fence  so  rotten  that  it  dropped  at  a 
touch  of  the  foot,  sometimes  passing  near  a 
wreck  of  bricks  and  beams  overgrown  with  grass, 
marking  the  site  of  deserted  works.  They  fol- 
lowed paths  and  tracks,  however  slight.  Mounds 
where  the  grass  was  rank  and  high,  and  where 
brambles,  dockweed,  and  such-like  vegetation 
were  confusedly  heaped  together,  they  always 
avoided ;  for  dismal  stories  were  told  in  that 
country  of  the  old  pits  hidden  beneath  such 
indications. 

The  sun  was  high  when  they  sat  down  to  rest. 
They  had  seen  no  one,  near  or  distant,  for  a 
long  time  ;  and  the  solitude  remained  unbroken. 
"  It  is  so  still  here,  Rachael,  and  the  way  is  so 
untrodden,  that  I  think  we  must  be  the  first 
who  have  been  here  all  the  summer." 

As  Sissy  said  it,  her  eyes  were  attracted  by 
another  of  those  rotten  fragments  of  fence  upon 
the  ground.  She  got  up  to  look  at  it.  "  And 
yet  I  don't  know.  This  has'  not  been  broken 
very  long.  The  wood  is  quite  fresh  where  it 
gave  way.  Here  are  footsteps,  too. — Oh, 
Rachael!" 

She  ran  back,  and  caught  her  round  the  neck. 
Rachael  had  already  started  up. 


"  What  is  the  matter  ?" 

"  I  don't  know.  There  is  a  hat  lying  in  the 
grass." 

They  went  forward  together.  •  Rachael  took 
it  up,  shaking  from  head  to  foot.  She  broke 
into  a  passion  of  tears  and  lamentations :  Ste- 
phen Blackpool  was  written  in  his  own  hand  on 
the  inside. 

"  Oh,  the  poor  lad,  the  poor  lad  !  He  has 
been  made  away  with.  He  is  lying  murdered 
here !" 

"  Is  there — has  the  hat  any  blood  upon  it?" 
Sissy  faltered. 

They  were  afraid  to  look ;  but  they  did 
examine  it,  and  found  no  mark  of  violence, 
inside  or  out.  It  had  been  lying  there  some 
days,  for  rain  and  dew  had  stained  it,  and  the 
mark  of  its  shape  was  on  the  grass  where  it  had 
fallen.  They  looked  fearfully  about  them 
without  moving,  but  could  see  nothing  more. 
"  Rachael,"  Sissy  whispered,  "  I  will  go  on  a 
little  by  myself" 

She  had  unclasped  her  hand,  and  was  in  the 
act  of  stepping  forward,  when  Rachael  caught 
her  in  both  arms  with  a  scream  that  resounded 
over  the  wide  landscape.  Before  them,  at  their 
very  feet,  was  the  brink  of  a  black  ragged  chasm 
hidden  by  the  thick  grass.  They  sprang  back, 
and  fell  upon  their  knees,  each  hiding  her  face 
upon  the  other's  neck. 

"  Oh,  my  good  Lord  !  He's  down  there  ! 
Down  there !  "  At  first  this,  and  her  terrific 
screams,  were  all  that  could  be  got  from  Rachael 
by  any  tears,  by  any  prayers,  by  any  representa- 
tions, by  any  means.  It  was  impossible  to  hush 
her  ;  and  it  was  deadly  necessary  to  hold  her, 
or  she  would  have  flung  herself  down  the  shaft. 

"  Rachael,  dear  Rachael,  good  Rachael,  for 
the  love  of  Heaven,  not  these  dreadful  cries ! 
Think  of  Stephen,  think  of  Stephen,  think  of 
Stephen  !" 

By  an  earnest  repetition  of  this  entreaty, 
poured  out  in  all  the  agony  of  such  a  moment, 
Sissy  at  last  brought  her  to  be  silent,  and  to  look 
at  her  with  a  tearless  face  of  stone. 

"  Rachael,  Stephen  may  be  living.  You 
wouldn't  leave  him  lying  maimed  at  the  bottom 
of  this  dreadful  place  a  moment,  if  you  could 
bring  help  to  him  ?" 

"  No,  no,  no  ! " 

"  Don't  stir  from  here,  for  his  sake  !  Let  me 
go  and  listen." 

She  shuddered  to  approach  the  pit ;  but  she 
crept  towards  it  on  her  hands  and  knees,  and 
called  to  him  as  loud  as  she  could  call.  She 
listened,  but  no  sound  replied.  She  called 
again,  and  listened ;  still  no  answering  sound. 
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She  did  this  twenty,  thirty  times.  She  took  a 
Httle  clod  of  earth  from  the  broken  ground 
where  he  had  stumbled,  and  threw  it  in.  She 
could  not  hear  it  fall. 

The  wide  prospect,  so  beautiful  in  its  stillness 
but  a  few  minutes  ago,  almost  carried  despair  to 
her  brave  heart,  as  she  rose  and  looked  all  round 
her,  seeing  no  help.  "  Rachael,  we  must  lose 
not  a  moment.  We  must  go  in  different  direc- 
tions, seeking  aid.  You  shall  go  by  the  way  we 
have  come,  and  I  will  go  forward  by  the  path. 
Tell  any  one  you  see,  and  every  one  what  has 
happened.  Think  of  Stephen,  think  of  Ste- 
phen ! " 

She  knew  by  Rachael's  face  that  she  might 
trust  her  now.  And  afcer  standing  for  a  moment 
to  see  her  running,  wringing  her  hands  as  she 
ran,  she  turned  and  went  upon  her  own  search. 
She  stopped  at  the  hedge  to  tie  her  shawl  there 
as  a  guide  to  the  place,  then  threw  her  bonnet 
aside,  and  ran  as  she  had  never  run  before. 

Run,  Sissy,  run,  in  Heaven's  name  !  Don't 
stop  for  breath.  Run,  run  !  Quickening  her- 
self by  carrying  such  entreaties  in  her  thoughts, 
she  ran  from  field  to  field,  and  lane  to  lane,  and 
place  to  place,  as  she  had  never  run  before ; 
until  she  came  to  a  shed  by  an  engine-house, 
where  two  men  lay  in  the  shade,  asleep  on 
straw. 

First  to  wake  them,  and  next  to  tell  them,  all 
so  wild  and  breathless  as  she  was,  what  had  \ 
brought  her  there,  were  difficulties ;  but  they  no 
sooner  understood  her  than  their  spirits  were  on 
fire  like  hers.  One  of  the  men  was  in  a  drunken 
slumber,  but  on  his  comrade  shouting  to  him 
that  a  man  had  fallen  down  the  Old  Hell  Shaft, 
he  started  out  to  a  pool  of  dirty  water,  put  his 
head  in  it,  and  came  back  sober. 

With  these  two  men  she  ran  to  another  half  a 
mile  further,  and  with  that  one  to  another,  while 
they  ran  elsewhere.  Then  a  horse  was  found  ; 
and  she  got  another  man  to  ride  for  life  or  death 
to  the  railroad,  and  send  a  message  to  Louisa, 
which  she  wrote  and  gave  him.  By  this  time  a 
whole  village  was  up ;  and  windlasses,  ropes, 
poles,  candles,  lanterns,  all  things  necessary, 
were  fast  collecting  and  being  brought  into  one 
place,  to  be  carried  to  the  Old  Hell  Shaft. 

It  seemed  now  hours  and  hours  since  she  had 
left  the  lost  man  lying  in  the  grave  where  he  had 
been  buried  alive.  She  could  not  bear  to  re- 
main away  from  it  any  longer — it  was  like 
deserting  him — and  she  hurried  swiftly  back, 
accompanied  by  half-a-dozcn  labourers,  includ- 
ing the  drunken  man  whom  the  news  had 
sobered,  and  who  was  the  best  man  of  all. 
When   they  came  to  the  Old  Hell  Shaft,  they 


found  it  as  lonely  as  she  had  left  it.'  The  men 
called  and  listened  as  she  had  done,  and 
examined  the  edge  of  the  chasm,  and  settled 
how  it  had  happened,  and  then  sat  down  to 
wait  until  the  implements  they  wanted  should 
come  up. 

Every  sound  of  insects  in  the  air,  every  stir- 
ring of  the  leaves,  every  whisper  among  these 
men,  made  Sissy  tremble,  for  she  thought  it  was 
a  cry  at  the  bottom  of  the  pit.  But  the  wind 
blew  idly  over  it,  and  no  sound  arose  to  the  sur- 
face,  and  theysat  upon  the  grass,  waiting  and  wait- 
ing. After  they  had  waited  some  time,  straggling 
people  who  had  heard  of  the  accident  began  to 
come  up  ;  then  the  real  help  of  implements 
began  to  arrive.  In  the  midst  of  this,  Rachael 
returned ;  and  with  her  party  there  was  a  sur- 
geon, who  brought  some  wine  and  medicines. 
But,  the  expectation  among  the  people  that  the 
man  would  be  found  alive  was  very  slight  in- 
deed. 

There  being  now  people  enough  present  to 
impede  the  work,  the  sobered  man  put  himself 
at  the  head  of  the  rest,  or  was  put  there  by  the 
general  consent,  and  made  a  large  ring  round 
the  Old  Hell  Shaft,  and  appointed  men  to  keep 
it.  Besides  such  volunteers  as  were  accepted  to 
work,  only  Sissy  and  Rachael  were  at  first  per- 
mitted within  this  ring  ;  but,  later  in  the  day, 
when  the  message  brought  an  express  from 
Coketown,  Mr.  Gradgrind  and  Louisa,  and  Mr. 
Bounderby  and  the  whelp,  were  also  there. 

The  sun  was  four  hours  lower  than  when 
Sissy  and  Rachael  had  first  sat  down  upon  the 
grass,  before  a  means  of  enabling  two  men  to 
descend  securely  was  rigged  with  poles  and 
ropes.  Difficulties  had  arisen  in  the  construc- 
tion of  this  machine,  simple  as  it  was  ;  requisites 
had  been  found  wanting,  and  messages  had  had 
to  go  and  return.  It  was  five  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon  of  the  bright  autumnal  Sunday  before 
a  candle  was  sent  down  to  try  the  air,  while 
three  or  four  rough  faces  stood  crowded  close 
together,  attentively  watching  it :  the  men  at 
the  windlass  lowering  as  they  were  told.  The 
candle  was  brought  up  again,  feebly  burning, 
and  then  some  water  was  cast  in.  Then  the 
bucket  was  hooked  on  ;  and  the  sobered  man 
and  another  got  in  with  lights,  giving  the  word 
"  Lower  away  !  " 

As  the  rope  went  out,  tight  and  strained,  and 
the  windlass  creaked,  there  was  not  a  breath 
among  the  one  or  two  hundred  men  and  women 
looking  on,  that  came  as  it  was  wont  to  come. 
The  signal  was  given,  and  the  windlass  stopped, 
with  abundant  ro[>e  to  spare.  Apparently  so 
long  an  interval  ensued  with  the  men  at  the 
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windlass  standing  idle,  that  some  women 
shrieked  that  another  accident  had  happened  ! 
But  the  surgeon  who  held  the  watch  declared 
live  minutes  not  to  have  elapsed  yet,  and 
sternly  admonished  them  to  keep  silence.  He 
had  not  well  done  speaking,  when  the  windlass 
was  reversed  and  worked  again.  Practised  eyes 
knew  that  it  did  not  go  as  heavily  as  it  would  if 
both  workmen  had  been  coming  up,  and  that 
only  one  was  returning. 

The  rope  came  in  tight  and  strained ;  and 
ring  after  ring  was  coiled  upon  the  barrel  of  the 
windlass,  and  all  eyes  were  fastened  on  the 
l)it.  The  sobered  man  was  brought  up,  and 
leaped  out  briskly  on  the  grass.  There  was  an 
universal  cry  of  "  Alive  or  dead?  "  and  then  a 
deep,  profound  hush. 

When  he  said  "  Alive  ! ''  a  great  shout  arose, 
and  many  eyes  had  tears  in  them. 

"  But  he's  hurt  very  bad,"  he  added  as  soon 
as  he  could  make  himself  heard  again.  "  Where's 
doctor  ?  He's  hprt  so  very  bad,  sir,  that  we 
donno  how  to  get  him  up." 

They  all  consulted  together,  and  looked 
an.xiously  at  the  surgeon  as  he  asked  some 
questions,  and  shook  his  head  on  receiving  the 
replies.  The  sun  was  setting  now  ;  and  the  red 
light  in  the  evening  sky  touched  every  face 
there,  and  caused  it  to  be  distinctl}'  seen  in  all 
its  rapt  suspense. 

The  consultation  ended  in  the  men  returning 
to  the  windlass,  and  the  pitman  going  down 
again,  carrying  the  wine  and  some  other  sr.iall 
matters  with  him.  Then  the  other  man  came 
up.  In  the  meantiitie,  under  the  surgeon's 
directions,  some  men  brought  a  hurdle,  on 
which  others  made  a  thick  bed  of  spare  clothes 
covered  with  loose  straw,  while  he  himself  con- 
trived some  bandages  and  slings  from  shawls 
and  handkerchiefs.  As  these  were  made,  they 
were  hung  upon  an  arm  of  the  pitman  who  had 
last  come  up,  with  instructions  how  to  use 
them  :  and  as  he  stood,  shown  by  the  light  he 
carried,  leaning  his  powerful  loose  hand  upon 
one  of  the  poles,  and  sometimes  glancing  down 
the  pit,  and  sometimes  glancing  round  upon  the 
people,  he  was  not  the  least  conspicuous  figure 
in  the  scene.  It  was  dark  now,  and  torches 
were  kindled. 

It  appeared  from  the  little  this  man  said  to 
those  about  him,  which  was  quickly  repeated 
all  over  the  circle,  that  the  lost  man  had  fallen 
upon  a  mass  of  crumbled  rubbish  with  which 
the  pit  was  half  choked  up,  and  that  his  fall  had 
been  further  broken  by  some  jagged  earth  at  the 
side.  He  lay  upon  his  back,  with  one  arm 
doubled  under  him,  and,  according  to  his  own 


belief,  had  hardly  stirred  since  he  fell,  e.Kcept 
that  he  had  moved  his  free  hand  to  a  side- 
pocket,  in  which  he  remembered  to  have  some 
bread  and  meat  (of  which  he  had  swallowed 
crumbs),  and  had  likewise  scooped  up  a  little 
water  in  it  now  and  then.  He  had  come 
straight  away  from  his  work,  on  being  written 
to,  and  had  walked  the  whole  journey ;  and 
was  on  his  way  to  Mr.  Bounderby's  country 
house  after  dark,  when  he  fell.  He  was  cross- 
ing that  dangerous  country  at  such  a  dangerous 
time,  because  he  was  innocent  of  what  was  laid 
to  his  charge,  and  couldn't  rest  from  coming  the 
nearest  way  to  deliver  himself  up.  The  Old 
Hell  Shaft,  the  pitman  said,  with  a  curse  upon 
it,  was  worthy  ol  its  bad  name  to  the  last  ;  for 
though  Stephen  could  speak  now,  he  believed 
it  would  soon  be  found  to  have  mangled  the 
life  out  of  him. 

When  all  was  ready,  this  man,  still  taking  his 
last  hurried  charges  from  his  comrades  and  the 
surgeon  after  the  windlass  had  begun  to  lower 
him,  disappeared  into  the  pit.  The  rope  went 
out  as  before,  the  signal  was  made  as  before, 
and  the  windlass  stopped.  No  man  removed 
his  hand  from  it  now.  Every  one  waited  with 
his  grasp  set,  and  his  body  bent  down  to  the 
work,  ready  to  reverse  and  wind  in.  At  length 
the  signal  was  given,  and  all  the  ring  leaned  for- 
ward. 

For,  now,  the  rope  came  in  tightened  and 
strained  to  its  utmost  as  it  appeared,  and  the 
men  turned  heavily,  and  the  windlass  com- 
plained. It  was  scarcely  endurable  to  look  at 
the  rope,  and  think  of  its  giving  way.  But, 
ring  after  ring  was  coiled  upon  the  barrel  ol  the 
windlass  safely,  and  the  connecting  chains  ap- 
]ieared,  and  finally  the  bucket,  with  the  two  men 
holding  on  at  the  sides — a  sight  to  make  the 
head  swim,  and  oppress  the  heart — and  tenderly 
supporting  between  them,  slung  and  tied  within, 
the  figure  of  a  poor,  crushed,  human  creature. 

A  low  murmur  of  pity  went  round  the  throng, 
and  the  women  wept  aloud,  as  this  form,  almost 
without  form,  was  moved  very  slowly  from  its 
iron  deliverance,  and  laid  upon  the  bed  of 
straw.  At  first,  none  but  the  surgeon  went 
close  to  it.  He  did  what  he  could  in  its  ad- 
justment on  the  couch,  but  the  best  that  he 
could  do  was  to  cover  it.  That  gently  done, 
he  called  to  him  Rachael  and  Sissy.  And  at 
that  time  the  pale,  worn,  patient  face  was  seen 
looking  up  at  the  sky,  with  the  broken  right 
hand  lying  bare  on  the  outside  of  the  covering 
garments,  as  if  waiting  to  be  taken  by  another 
hand. 

Tiiey  gave    him    drink,    moistened    his    flice 
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with  water,  and  administered  some  drops  of 
cordial  and  wine.  Though  he  lay  quite  motion- 
less, looking  up  at  the  sky,  he  smiled  and  said, 
"  Rachael.'' 

She  stooped  down  on  the  grass  at  his  side, 
and  bent  over  him  until  her  eyes  were  between 


his  and  the  sky,  for  he  could  not  so  much  as 
turn  them  to  look  at  her. 

"  Rachael,  my  dear." 

She  took  his  hand.  He  smiled  again  and 
said,  "  Don't  let  't  go." 

'•Thou'rt  in  great  pain, my  own  dear  Stephen  ?" 


'SHE   STOOPED  DOW.N    ON   THE   c;K.\SS  AT   HfS   SIDE,  A.ND    BENT  OVER   HIM." 


-  "I  ha'  been,  but  not  now.  I  ha'  been  — 
dreadful,  and  dree,  and  long,  my  dear — but  'tis 
ower  now.  Ah,  Rachael,  aw  a  muddle  !  Fro' 
fu'st  to  last,  a  muddle  !  " 

The  spectre  of  his  old  look  seemed  to  pass  as 
he  said  the  word. 


"  I  Iia'  fell  into  th'  pit,  my  dear,  as  have  cost, 
wi'in  the  knowledge  o'  old  fok  now  livin',  hun- 
dreds and  hundreds  o'  men's  lives — fathers, 
sons,  brothers,  dear  to  thousands  an'  thousands, 
an'  kecpin'  'em  fro'  want  and  hunger.  I  ha'  fell 
into   a    pit    that    ha'    been    wi'    th'    Fire-damp 


HARD  TIMES. 


crueller  than  battle.  I  ha'  read  on  't  in  the 
public  petition,  as  onny  one  may  read,  fro'  the 
men  that  works  in  pits,  in  which  they  ha'  pray'n 
and  pray'n  the  law-makers  for  Christ's  sake  not 
to  let  their  work  be  murder  to  'em,  but  to  spare 
'em  for  th'  wives  and  children  that  they  loyes  as 
well  as  gentlefok  loves  theirs.  When  it  were  in 
work,  it  killed  wi'out  need  ;  when  'tis  let  alone,  it 
kills  wi'out  need.  See  how  we  die  an'  no  need, 
one  way  an'  another — in  a  muddle — every  day  ! " 

He  faintly  said  it,  without  any  anger  against 
any  one.     Merely  as  the  truth. 

"  Thy  little  sister,  Rachael,  thou  hast  not  for- 
got her.  Thou'rt  not  like  to  forget  her  now, 
and  me  so  nigh  her.  Thou  know'st — poor, 
patient,  sufTrin'  dear — how  thou  didst  work  for 
her,  seet'n  all  day  long  in  her  little  chair  at  thy 
winder,  and  how  she  died,  young  and  mis- 
shapen, awlung  o'  sickly  air  as  had'n  no  need  to 
be,  an'  awlung  o'  working-people's  miserable 
homes.     A  muddle  !     Aw  a  muddle  !  " 

Louisa  approached  him  ;  but  he  could  not 
see  her,  lying  with  his  face  turned  up  to  the 
night  sky. 

"  If  aw  th'  things  that  tooches  us,  my  dear, 
was  not  so  muddled,  I  should'n  ha'  had'n  need 
to  coom  heer.  If  we  was  not  in  a  muddle 
among  oursein,  I  should'n  ha'  been,  by  my  own 
fellow-weavers  and  workin'  brothers,  so  mis- 
took. If  Mr.  Bounderby  had  ever  knowed  me 
right — if  he'd  ever  knowed  me  at  aw — he 
would'n  ha'  took'n  offence  wi'  me.  He  would'n 
ha'  suspect'n  me.  But  look  up  yonder,  Rachael ! 
Look  aboove  ! " 

Following  his  eyes,  she  saw  that  he  was  gazing 
at  a  star. 

"  It  ha'  shined  upon  me,"  he  said  reverently, 
"  in  my  pain  and  trouble  down  below.  It  ha' 
shined  into  my  mind.  I  ha'  look'n  at  't  an' 
thowt  o'  thee,  Rachael,  till  the  muddle  in  my 
mind  have  cleared  awa,  above  a  bit,  I  hope.  If 
soom  ha'  been  wantin'  in  unnerstan'in'  me 
better,  I,  too,  ha'  been  wantin'  in  unnerstan'in' 
them  better.  When  I  got  thy  letter,  I  easily 
beheven  that  what  the  young  ledy  sen  an'  done 
to  me,  an'  what  her  brother  sen  and  done  to  me, 
was  one,  and  that  there  were  a  wicked  plot  be- 
twixt 'em.  When  I  fell,  I  were  in  anger  wi'  her, 
an'  hurryin'  on  t'  be  as  onjust  t'  her  as  oothers 
was  t'  me.  But  in  our  judgments,  like  as  in  our 
doins,  we  mun  bear  and  forbear.  In  my  pain 
an'  trouble,  lookin'  up  yonder — wi'  it  shinin'  on 
me — I  ha'  seen  more  clear,  and  ha'  made  it  my 
dyin'  prayer  that  aw  th'  world  may  on'y  coom 
toogether  more,  an'  get  a  better  unnerstan'in'  o' 
one  another,  than  when  I  \\-ere  in  't  my  own 
weak  seln." 


Louisa,  hearing  what  he  said,  bent  over  him 
on  the  opposite  side  to  Rachael,  so  that  he 
could  see  her. 

"  You  ha'  heard  ? "  he  said  after  a  few 
moments'  silence.  "  I  ha'  not  forgot  you, 
ledy." 

"  Yes,  Stephen,  I  have  heard  you.  And  your 
prayer  is  mine." 

"  You  ha'  a  father.  Will  yo  tak'  a  message 
to  him  ?  " 

"  He  is  here,"  said  Louisa  with  dread.  "  Shall 
I  bring  him  to  you  ?  " 

"  If  yo  please." 

Louisa  returned  with  her  father.  Standing 
hand-in-hand,  they  both  looked  down  upon  the 
solemn  countenance. 

"  Sir,  yo  will  clear  me  an'  mak'  my  name 
good  wi'  aw  men.     This  I  leave  to  yo." 

Mr.  Gradgrind  was  troubled,  and  asked  how? 

"  Sir,"  was  the  reply,  "  yor  son  will  tell  yo 
how.  Ask  him.  I  mak'  no  charges  :  I  leave 
none  ahint  me  :  not  a  single  word.  I  ha'  seen 
an'  spok'n  wi'  yor  son,  one  night.  I  ask  no 
more  o'  yo  than  that  yo  clear  me — an'  I  trust  to 
yo  to  do  't." 

The  bearers  being  now  ready  to  carry  him 
away,  and  the  surgeon  being  anxious  for  his  re- 
moval, those  who  had  torches  or  lanterns  pre- 
pared to  go  in  front  of  the  litter.  Before  it  was 
raised,  and  while  they  were  arranging  how  to 
go,  he  said  to  Rachael,  looking  upward  at  the 
star: 

"  Often  as  I  coom  to  myseln,  and  found  it 
shinin'  on  me  down  there  in  my  trouble,  I  thowt 
it  were  the  star  as  guided  to  Our  Saviour's  home. 
I  awmust  think  it  be  the  very  star  !  " 

They  lifted  him  up,  and  he  was  overjoyed  to 
find  that  they  were  about  to  take  him  in  the 
direction  whither  the  star  seemed  to  him  to 
lead. 

"  Rachael,  beloved  lass  !  .  Don't  let  go  my 
hand.  We  may  walk  toogether  t'night,  my 
dear  ! " 

"  I  will  hold  thy  hand,  and  keep  beside  thee, 
Stephen,  all  the  way." 

"  Bless  thee  !  Will  soombody  be  pleased  to 
coover  my  face  ?  " 

They  carried  him  very  gently  along  the  fields, 
and  down  the  lanes,  and  over  the  wide  land- 
scape ;  Rachael  always  holding  the  hand  in 
hers.  Very  few  whispers  broke  the  mournful 
silence.  It  was  soon  a  funeral  procession.  The 
star  had  shown  him  where  to  find  the  God  of 
the  poor ;  and  through  humility,  and  sorrow, 
and  forgiveness,  he  had  gone  to  his  Redeemer's 
rest. 


THE  GOOD  FAIRY. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


WHELP-HUNTING. 


the  ring  formed  round  the 
Old  Hell  Shaft  was  broken,  one 
figure  had  disappeared  from  within 
it.  Mr.  Bounderby  and  his  shadow 
had  not  stood  near  Louisa,  who  held 
)ii  her  father's  arm,  but  in  a  retired  place 
by  themselves.  When  Mr.  Gradgrind 
was  summoned  to  the  couch,  Sissy, 
attentive  to  all  that  happened,  slipped  behind 
that  wicked  shadow — a  sight  in  the  horror  of 
his  face,  if  there  had  been  eyes  there  for  any 
sight  but  one — and  whispered  in  his  ear.  With- 
out turning  his  head,  he  conferred  with  her  a 
few  moments,  and  vanished.  Thus  the  whelp 
had  gone  out  of  the  circle  before  the  people 
moved. 

When  the  father  reached  home,  he  sent  a 
message  to  Mr.  Bounderby's,  desiring  his  son  to 
come  to  him  directly.  The  reply  was,  that  Mr. 
Bounderby  having  rtiissed  him  in  the  crowd,  and 
seeing  nothing  of  him  since,  had  supposed  him 
to  be  at  Stone  Lodge. 

"  I  believe,  father,"  said  Louisa,  "  he  will  not 
come  back  to  town  to-night."  Mr.  Gradgrind 
turned  away,  and  said  no  more. 

In  the  morning  he  went  down  to  the  Bank 
himself  as  soon  as  it  was  opened,  and  seeing  his 
son's  place  empty  (he  had  not  the  courage  to 
look  in  at  first),  went  back  along  the  street  to  meet 
Mr.  Bounderby  on  his  way  there.  To  whom  he 
said  that,  for  reasons  he  would  soon  explain, 
but  entreated  not  then  to  be  asked  for,  he  had 
found  it  necessary  to  employ  his  son  at  a  dis- 
tance for  a  little  while.  Also,  that  he  was 
charged  with  the  duty  of  vindicating  Stephen 
Blackpool's  memory,  and  declaring  the  thief. 
Mr.  Bounderby,  quite  confounded,  stood  stock- 
still  in  the  street  after  his  father-in-law  had  left 
him,  swelling  like  an  immense  soap-bubble, 
without  its  beauty. 

Mr.  Gradgrind  went  home,  locked  himself  in 
his  room,  and  kept  it  all  that  day.  When  Sissy 
and  Louisa  tapped  at  his  door,  he  said,  without 
opening  it,  "  Not  now,  my  dears ;  in  the  even- 
ing." On  their  return  in  the  evening,  he  said, 
"  I  am  not  able  yet — to-morrow."  He  ate 
nothing  all  day,  and  had  no  candle  after  dark  ; 
and  they  heard  him  walking  to  and  fro  late  at 
night. 

But,  in  the  morning  he  appeared  at  breakfast 
at  the  usual  hour,  and  took  his  usual  place  at 
the  table.  Aged  and  bent  he  looked,  and  quite 
bowed  down ;  and  yet  he  looked  a  wiser  man, 


and  a  better  man,  than  in  the  days  when  in  this 
life  he  wanted  nothing  but  Facts.  Before  he 
left  the  room,  he  appointed  a  time  for  them  to 
come  to  him ;  and  so,  with  his  grey  head  droop- 
ing, went  away. 

"  Dear  father,"  said  Louisa  when  they  kept 
their  appointment,  "  you  have  three  j'oung  chil- 
dren left.  They  will  be  different,  /will  be  dif- 
ferent yet,  with  Heaven's  help." 

She  gave  her  hand  to  Sissy,  as  if  she  meant 
with  her  help  too. 

"  Your  wretched  brother,"  said  Mr.  Grad- 
grind. "  Do  you  think  he  had  planned  this  rob- 
bery when  he  went  with  you  to  the  lodging  ?  " 

"  I  fear  so,  father.  I  know  he  had  wanted 
money  very  much,  and  had  spent  a  great  deal." 

"  The  poor  man  being  about  to  leave  the 
town,  it  came  into  his  evil  brain  to  cast  sus- 
picion on  him  ?  " 

"  I  think  it  must  have  flashed  upon  him  while 
he  sat  there,  father.  For,  I  asked  him  to  go  tliere 
with  me.     The  visit  did  not  originate  with  him." 

"  He  had  some  conversation  with  the  poor 
man.     Did  he  take  him  aside  ?  " 

"  He  took  him  out  of  the  room.  I  asked  him 
afterwards  why  he  had  done  so,  and  he  made  a 
plausible  excuse;  but  since  last  night,  father, 
and  when  I  remember  the  circumstances  by  its 
light,  I  am  afraid  I  can  imagine  too  truly  what 
passed  between  them." 

"  Let  me  know,"  said  her  father,  "  if  your 
thoughts  present  your  guilty  brother  in  the  same 
dark  view  as  mine." 

"  I  fear,  father,"  hesitated  Louisa,  ''  that  he 
must  have  made  some  representation  to  Stephen 
Blackpool — perhaps  in  my  name,  perhaps  in  his 
own — which  induced  him  to  do,  in  good  faith 
and  honesty,  what  he  had  never  done  before, 
and  to  wait  about  the  Bank  those  two  or  tliree 
nights  before  he  left  the  town." 

"  Too  plain  !  "  returned  the  father.  "  Too 
plain  !  " 

He  shaded  his  face,  and  remained  silent  for 
some  moments.     Recovering  himself,  he  said  : 

"  And  now,  how  is  he  to  be  found  ?  How  is 
he  to  be  saved  from  justice?  In  the  few  hours 
that  I  can  possibly  allow  to  elapse  before  I 
publish  the  truth,  how  is  he  to  be  found  by  us, 
and  only  by  us  ?  Ten  thousand  pounds  could 
not  effect  it." 

"  Sissy  has  effected  it,  father." 

He  raised  his  eyes  to  where  she  stood,  like  a 
good  fairy  in  his  house,  and  said  in  a  tone  of 
softened  gratitude  and  grateful  kindness,  "  It  is 
always  you,  my  child  !  " 

"  We  had  our  fears,"  Sissy  explained,  glancing 
at  Louisa,  "  before  yesterday ;  and  when  I  saw 
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you  brought  to  the  side  of  the  litter  last  night, 
and  heard  what  passed  (being  close  to  Rachael 
all  the  time),  I  went  to  him  when  no  one  saw, 
and  said  to  him,  '  Don't  look  at  me.  See  where 
your  father  is.  Escape  at  once,  for  his  sake  and 
your  own!'  He  was- in'  a  '  tremble  before  I 
whispered  to  him,  arid  he  started  and  trembled 
more  then,  and  said,  '  Where  can  I  go  ?  I  have 
very  little  money,  and  I  don't  know  who  will 
hide  me  ? '  I  thought  of  father's  old  circus.  I 
have  not  forgotten.where  Mr.  Sleary  goes  at  this 
time  of  year,  and  I  read  of  him  in  a  paper  only 
the  other  day.  I  told  hfm  to  hurry  there,  and 
tell  his  name,  and  ask'  Mr.  Sleary  to  hide  him 
till  I  came.  '  I'll  get  to  him  before  the  morn- 
ing,' he  said.  And  I  saw  him  shrink  awa}- 
among  the  people." 

"Thank    Heaven!"    e.xclaimed    his    father. 
'•■  Fie  may  be  got  abroad  yet." 

It  was  the  more  hopeful  as  the  town  to  w-hich 
Sissy  had  directed  him  was  within  three  hours' 
journey  of  Liverpool,  whence  he  could  be  swiftly 
dispatched  to  any  part  of  the  world.  But,  cau- 
tion being  necessary  in  communicating  w-ith  him 
— for  there  was  a  greater  danger  every  moment 
of  his  being  suspected  now,  and  nobody  could 
be  sure  at  heart  but  that  Mr.  Bounderby  himself, 
in  a  bullying  vein  of  public  zeal,  might  play  a 
Roman  part — it  was  consented  that  Sissy  and 
I^ouisa  should  repair  to  the  place  in  question, 
by  a  circuitous  course,  alone  :  and  that  the  un- 
happy father,  setting  forth  in  an  opposite  direc- 
tion, should  get  round  to  the  same  bourne  by 
another  and  wider  route.  It  was  further  agreed 
that  he  should  not  present  himself  to  Mr.  Slear}-, 
lest  his  intentions  should  be  mistrusted,  or  the 
intelligence  of  his  arrival  should  cause  his  son 
to  take  flight  anew ;  but,  that  the  communica- 
tion should  be  left  to  Sissy  and  Louisa  to 
open ;  and  that  they  should  inform  the  cause  of 
so  much  misery  and  disgrace  of  his  father's 
being  at  hand,  and  of  the  purpose  for  which 
they  had  come.  When  these  arrangements  had 
been  well  considered  and  were  fully  understood 
by  all  three,  it  was  time  to  begin  to  carry  them 
into  execution.  Early  in  the  afternoon,  Mr. 
Gradgrind  walked  direct  from  his  own  house 
into  the  country,  to  be  taken  up  on  the  line  by 
which  he  was  to  travel ;  and  at  night  the  re- 
maining two  set  forth  upon  their  different  course, 
encouraged  by  not  seeing  any  face  they  knew. 

The  two  travelled  all  night,  except  when  they 
were  left,  for  odd  numbers  of  minutes,  at  branch- 
places  up  illimitable  flights  of  steps,  or  down 
wells — w-hich  was  the  only  variety  of  those 
branches — and,  early  in  the  morning,  were 
turned  out  on  a  swamp,  a  mile  or  two  from  the 


town  they  sought.  From  this  dismal  spot  they 
were  rescued  by  a  savage  old  postillion,  who 
happened  to  be  up  early,  kicking  a  horse  in  a 
fly ;  and  so  w'ere  smuggled  into  the  town  by  alt 
the  back-lanes  where  the  pigs  lived :  whidi, 
although  not  a  magnificent  or  even  savoury  ap- 
proach, was,  as  is  usual  in  such  cases,  the  legiti- 
mate highway. 

The  first  thing  they  saw,  on  entering  the  town, 
was  the  skeleton  of  Sleary's  Circus.  The  com- 
pany had  departed  for  another  town  more  than 
twenty  miles  off,  and  had  opened  there  last 
night.  The  connection  between  the  two  places 
was  by  a  hilly  turnpike  road,  and  the  travelling 
on  that  road  was  very  slow.  Though  they  took, 
but  a  hasty  breakfast,  and  no  rest  (which  it 
would  have  been  in  vain  to  seek  under  such 
anxious  circumstances),  it  was  noon  before  they 
began  to  find  the  bills  of  Sleary's  Horse-riding 
on  barns  and  walls,  and  one  o'clock  when  they 
stopped  in  the  market-place. . 

A  Grand  Morning  Performance  by  the  Riders, 
commencing  at  that  very  hour,  was  in  course 
of  announcement  by  the  bellman  as  they  set 
their  feet  upon  the  stones  of  the  street.  Sissy 
recommended  that,  to  avoid  making  inquiries 
and  attracting  attention  in  the  town,  they  should 
present  themselves  to  pay  at  the  door.  If  Mr. 
Sleary  were  taking  the  money,  he  would  be  sure 
to  know  her,  and  would  proceed  with  discretion. 
If  he  were  not,  he  would  be  sure  to  see  them  in- 
side ;  and,  knowing  w-hat  he  had  done  with  the 
fugitive,  would  proceed  with  discretion  still. 

Therefore,  they  repaired,  with  fluttering  hearts, 
to  the  well-remembered  booth.  The  flag  with 
the  inscription  Sle.ary's  Horse-riding  was 
there;  and  the  Gothic  niche  was  there  ;  but  Mr. 
Sleary  was  not  there.  Master  Kidderminster, 
grown  too  maturely  turfy  to  be  received  by  the 
wildest  credulity  as. Cupid  any  more,  had  yielded 
to  the  invincible  force  of  circumstances  (and  his 
beard),  and,  in  the  capacity  of  a  man  who  made 
himself  generally  useful,  presided  on  this  occa- 
sion over  the  exchequer — having  also  a  drum  in 
reserve,  on  which  to  expend  his  leisure  moments 
and  superfluous  forces.  .  In  the  extreme  sharp- 
ness of  his  look-out-  for  base  coin,  Mr.  Kidder- 
minster, as  at  present  situated,  never  saw  anything 
but  money;  so'Srssy  passed  him  unrecognised, 
and  they  went  in: 

The  Emperor  of  Japan,  on  a  steady  old  white 
horse  stencilled  with  black  spots,  was  twirling 
five  wash-hand  basins  at  once,  as  it  is  the 
favourite'  recreation  of  that,  monarch  to  do. 
Sissy,  though  well  acquainted  with  his  royal 
line,  had  no  personal  knowledge  of  the  present 
Emperor,   and    his    reign    w-as    peacelul.     Miss 
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Josephine  Sleary,  in  her  celebrated  graceful 
Equestrian  Tyrolean  Flower  Act,  was  then  an- 
nounced by  a  new  clown  (who  humorously  said 
Cauliflower  Act),  and  Mr.  Sleary  appeared,  lead- 
ing her  in. 

Mr.  Sleary  had  only  made  one  cut  at  the 
Clown  with  his  long  whip-lash,  and  the  Clown 
had  only  said,  "  If  you  do  it  again,  I'll  throw 
the  horse  at  you  !  "  when  Sissy  was  recognised 
both  by  father  and  daughter.  But  they  got 
through  the  Act  with  great  self-possession ;  and 
Mr.  Sleary,  saving  for  the  first  instant,  conveyed 
no  more  expression  into  his  locomotive  eye 
than  into  his  fixed  one.  The  performance 
seemed  a  little  long  to  Sissy  and  Louisa,  par- 
ticularly when  it  stopped  to  afford  the  Clown 
an  opportunity  of  telling  Mr.  Sleary  (who  said 
••  Indeed,  sir !  "  to  all  his  observations  in  the 
calmest  way,  and  with  his  eye  on  the  house) 
about  two  legs  sitting  on  three  legs  looking  at 
one  leg,  when  in  came  four  legs,  and  laid  hold 
of  one  leg,  and  up  got  two  legs,  caught  hold  of 
three  legs,  and  threw  'em  at  four  legs,  who  ran 
away  with  one  leg.  For,  although  an  ingenious 
Allegory  relating  to  a  butcher,  a  three-legged 
stool,  a  dog,  and  a  leg  of  mutton,  this  narrative 
consumed  time ;  and  they  were  in  great  suspense. 
At  last,  however,  little  fair-haired  Josephine 
made  her  curtsy  amid  great  applause ;  and  the 
Clown,  left  alone  in  the  ring,  had  just  warmed 
himself,  and  said,  "Now  /'U  have  a  turn!" 
when  Sissy  was  touched  on  the  shoulder,  and 
beckoned  out. 

She  took  Louisa  with  her ;  and  they  were 
received  by  Mr.  Sleary  in  a  very  little  private 
apartment,  with  canvas  sides,  a  grass  floor,  and 
a  wooden  ceiling  all  aslant,  on  which  the  box 
company  stamped  their  approbation,  as  if  they 
were  coming  through.  "  Thethilia,"  said  Mr. 
Sleary,  who  had  brandy-and-water  at  hand, 
'■  it  doth  me  good  to  thee  you.  You  wath 
alwayth  a  favourite  with  uth,  and  you've  done 
uth  credith  thinth  the  old  timeth  I'm  thure. 
You  mutht  thee  our  people,  my  dear,  afore  we 
thpeak  of  bithnith,  or  they'll  break  their  hearth 
— ethpethially  the  women.  Here'th  Jothphine 
hath  been  and  got  married  to  E.  W.  B.  Chil- 
derth,  and  thee  hath  got  a  boy,  and  though 
he'th  only  three  yearth  old,  he  thtickth  on  to 
any  pony  you  can  bring  againtht  him.  He'th 
named  The  Little  Wonder  Of  Thcolathtic  Equi- 
tation ;  and  if  you  don't  hear  of  that  boy  at 
Athley'th,  you'll  hear  of  him  at  Parith.  And 
you  recollect  Kidderminthter,  that  wath  thought 
to  be  rather  thweet  upon  yourthelf  ?  Well. 
He'th  married  too.  Married  a  widder.  Old 
enough  to  be  hith  mother.  Thee  wath  Tight- 
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rope,  thee  wath,  and  now  thee'th  nothing — on 
accounth  of  fat.  They've  got  two  children,  tho 
we're  thtrong  in  the  Fairy  bithnith  and  the 
Nurthery  dodge.  If  you  wath  to  thee  our 
Children  in  the  Wood,  with  their  father  and 
mother  both  a  dyin'  on  a  horthe — their  uncle  a 
reihieving  of  'em  ath  hith  wardth,  upon  a  hortlie 
— themthelvth  both  a-goin'  a  black-berryin'  on  a 
horthe — and  the  Robinth  a-coming  in  to  cover 
'em  with  leavth,  upon  a  horthe — you'd  thay  it 
wath  the  completetht  thing  ath  ever  you  thet 
your  eyeth  on  !  And  you  remember  Emma 
Gordon,  my  dear,  ath  wath  a'motht  a  mother  to 
you  ?  Of  courthe  you  do ;  I  needn't  athk. 
Well!  Emma,  thee  lotht  her  huthband.  He 
wath  throw'd  a  heavy  back-fall  oft'  a  Elephant  in 
a  thort  of  a  Pagoda  thing  ath  the  Thultan  of  the 
Indieth,  and  he  never  got  the  better  of  it ;  and 
thee  married  a  thecond  time — married  a  Cheethe- 
monger  ath  fell  in  love  with  her  from  the  front 
— and  he'th  a  Overtheer  and  makin'  a  fortun." 

These  various  changes,  Mr.  Sleary,  very  short 
of  breath  now,  related  with  great  heartiness, 
and  with  a  wonderful  kind  of  innocence,  con- 
sidering what  a  bleary  and  brandy-and-water 
old  veteran  he  was.  Afterwards  he  brought  in 
Josephine,  and  E.  W.  B.  Childers  (rather  deeply 
lined  in  the  jaws  by  daylight),  and  the  Little 
Wonder  of  Scholastic  Equitation,  and,  in  a 
word,  all  the  company.  Amazing  creatures 
they  were  in  Louisa's  eyes,  so  white  and  pink 
of  complexion,  so  scant  of  dress,  and  so  demon- 
strative of  leg ;  but  it  was  very  agreeable  to  see 
them  crowding  about  Sissy,  and  very  natural  in 
Sissy  to  be  unable  to  refrain  from  tears. 

"  There  !  Now  Thethilia  hath  kithd  all  the 
children,  and  huggetl  ah  the  women,  and  thaken 
handth  all  round  with  all  the  men,  clear,  every 
one  of  you,  and  ring  in  the  band  for  the  thecond 
part !  " 

As  soon  as  they  were  gone,  he  continued  in  a 
low  tone.  "  Now,  Thethilia,  I  don't  athk  to 
know  any  thecreth,  but  I  thuppothe  I  may  con- 
thider  thith  to  be  Mith  Thquire." 

"  This  is  his  sister.    Yes." 

"  And  t'other  on'th  daughter.  That'h  what  I 
mean.  Hope  I  thee  you  well,  mith.  And  I 
hope  the  Thquire'th  well  ?  " 

"  My  father  will  be  here  soon,''  said  Louisa, 
anxious  to  bring  him  to  the  point.  "  Is  my 
brother  safe?" 

"  Thafe  and  tliound  !  "  he  replied.  "  I  want 
you  jutht  to  take  a  peep  at  the  Ring,  mith, 
through  here.  Thethilia,  you  know  the  dodgeth  ; 
find  a  thpy-hole  for  yourthelf" 

They  each  looked  through  a  chink  in  the 
boards. 
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'■  That'll  Jack  the  Giant  Killer — piethe  of 
comic  infant  bithnith,"  said  Sleary.  "  There'th 
a  property-houthe,  you  thee,  for  Jack  to  hide  in  ; 
there'th  my  Clown  with  a  thauthepan-lid  and  a 
thpit,  for  Jack'th  thervant ;  there'th  little  Jack 
himthelf  in  a  thplendid  thoot  of  armour  ;  there'th 
two  comic  black  thervanth  twithe  ath  big  ath 
the  houthe,  to  thtand  by  it  and  to  bring  it  in  and 
clear  it ;  and  the  Giant  (a  very  ecthpenthive 
bathket  one),  he  an't  on  yet.  Now,  do  you  thee 
'email?" 

"  Yes,"  they  both  said. 

"  Look  at  'em  again,"  said  Sleary,  "  look  at 
'em  well.  You  thee  'em  all  ?  Very  good.  Now, 
mith " — he  put  a  form  for  them  to  sit  on — "  I 
have  my  opinionth,  and  the  Thquire  your  father 
hath  hith.  I  don't  want  to  know  what  your 
brother'th  been  up  to ;  ith  better  for  me  not  to 
know.  All  I  thay  ith,  the  Thquire  hath  thtood 
by  Thethilia,  and  I'll  thtand  by  the  Thquire. 
Your  brother  ith  one  o'  them  black  thervanth." 

Louisa  uttered  an  exclamation,  partly  of  dis- 
tress, partly  of  satisfaction. 

"  Ith  a  fact,"  said  Sleary,  "  and  even  knowin' 
it,  you  couldn't  put  your  finger  on  him.  Let 
the  Thquire  come.  I  thall  keep  your  brother 
here  after  the  performanth.  I  than't  undreth 
him,  nor  yet  wath  hith  paint  off.  Let  the 
Thquire  come  here  after  the  performanth,  or 
come  here  yourthelf  after  the  performanth,  and 
you  thall  find  your  brother,  and  have  the  whole 
plathe  to  talk  to  him  in.  Never  mind  the 
lookth  of  him,  ath  long  ath  he'th  well  hid." 

Louisa,  with  many  thanks  and  with  a  lightened 
load,  detained  Mr.  Sleary  no  longer  .then.  She 
left  her  love  for  her  brother,  with  her  eyes  full  of 
tears ;  and  she  and  Sissy  went  away  until  later 
in  the  afternoon. 

Mr.  Gradgrind  arrived  within  an  hour  after- 
wards. He  too  had  encountered  no  one  whom 
he  knew ;  and  was  now  sanguine,  with  Sleary's 
assistance,  of  getting  his  disgraced  son  to  Liver- 
pool in  the  night.  As  neither  of  the  three  could 
be  his  companion  without  almost  identifying 
him  under  any  disguise,  he  prepared  a  letter 
to  a  correspondent  whom  he  could  trust,  be- 
seeching him  to  ship  the  bearer  off,  at  any  cost, 
to  North  or  South  America,  or  any  distant  part 
of  the  world  to  which  he  could  be  the  most 
speedily  and  privately  dispatched. 

This  done,  they  walked  about,  waiting  for  the 
Circus  to  be  quite  vacated  ;  not  only  by  the 
audience,  but  by  the  company  and  by  the  horses. 
After  w-atching  it  a  long  time,  they  saw  Mr. 
Sleary  bring  out  a  chair  and  sit  down  by  the 
side-door,  smoking ;  as  if  that  were  his  signal 
that  they  might  approach. 


"  Your  thervant,  Thquire,"  was  his  cautious 
salutation  as  they  passed  in.  "  If  you  want  me 
you'll  find  me  here.  You  muthn't  mind  your 
thon  having  a  comic  livery  on." 

They  all  three  went  in;  and  Mr.  Gradgrind 
sat  down  forlorn,  on  the  Clown's  performing 
chair  in  the  middle  of  the  ring.  On  one  of  the 
back  benches,  remote  in  the  subdued  light  and 
the  strangeness  of  the  place,  sat  the  villainous 
whelp,  sulky  to  the  last,  whom  he  had  the  misery 
to  call  his  son. 

In  a  preposterous  coat,  hke  a  beadle's,  with 
cufts  and  flaps  exaggerated  to  an  unspeakable 
extent ;  in  an  immense  waistcoat,  knee  breeches, 
buckled  shoes,  and  a  mad  cocked-hat;  with 
nothing  fitting  him,  and  everything  of  coarse 
material,  moth-eaten,  and  full  of  holes ;  with 
seams  in  his  black  face,  where  fear  and  heat 
had  started  through  the  greasy  composition 
daubed  all  over  it;  anything  so  grimly,  detestably, 
ridiculously  shameful  as  the  whelp  in  his  comic 
livery,  Mr.  Gradgrind  never  could  by  any  other 
means  have  believed  in,  weighable  and  measur- 
able fact  though  it  was.  And  one  of  his  model 
children  had  come  to  this  ! 

At  first  the  whelp  would  not  draw  any  nearer, 
but  persisted  in  remaining  up  there  by  himself 
Yielding  at  length,  if  any  concession  so  sullenly 
made  can  be  called  yielding,  to  the  entreaties  of 
Sissy — for  Louisa  he  disowned  altogether — he 
came  down,  bench  by  bench,  until  he  stood  in 
the  sawdust,  on  the  verge  of  the  circle,  as  far  as 
possible,  within  its  limits,  from  where  his  father 
sat. 

"  How  was  this  done  ?  "  asked  the  father. 

"  How  was  what  done  ?  "  moodily  answered 
the  son. 

"  This  robbery,"  said  the  father,  raising  his 
voice  upon  the  word. 

"  I  forced  the  safe  myself  overnight,  and  shut 
it  up  ajar  before  I  went  away.  I  had  had  the 
key  that  was  found,  made  long  before.  I  dropped 
it  that  morning,  that  it  might  be  supposed  to 
have  been  used.  I  didn't  take  the  money  all 
at  once.  I  pretended  to  put  my  balance  away 
every  night,  but  I  didn't.  Now  you  know  all 
about  it." 

"  If  a  thunderbolt  had  fallen  on  me,"  said 
the  father,  "  it  would  have  shocked  me  less  than 
this!" 

"  I  don't  see  why,"  grumbled  the  son.  "  So 
many  people  are  employed  in  situations  of  trust; 
so  many  people,  out  of  so  many,  will  be  dis- 
honest. I  have  heard  you  talk,  a  hundred 
times,  of  its  being  a  law.  How  can  /  help 
laws  ?  You  have  comforted  others  with  such 
things,  father.    Comfort  yourself!" 


THE   WHELP'S  FAREWELL. 


The  father  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  and 
the  son  stood  in  his  disgraceful  grotesqueness, 
hiting  straw  :  his  hands,  with  the  black  partly 
worn  away  inside,  looking  like  the  hands  of  a 
monkey.  The  evening  was  .'"ast  closing  in  ;  and, 
from  time  to  time,  he  turned  the  whites  of  his 
eyes  restlessly  and  impatiently  towards  his  father. 
They  were  the  only  parts  of  his  face  that  showed 
any  life  or  expression,  the  pigment  upon  it  was 
so  thick. 

"  You  must  be  got  to  Liverpool,  and  sent 
abroad." 

"  I  suppose  I  must.  I  can't  be  more  miser- 
able anywhere,"  whimpered  the  whelp,  "  than  I 
have  been  here,  ever  since  I  can  remember. 
That's  one  thing." 

Mr.  Gradgrind  went  to  the  door,  and  re- 
turned with  Sleary,  to  whom  he  submitted  the 
question,  How  to  get  this  deplorable  object  away? 

"  Why,  I've  been  thinking  of  it,  Thquire. 
There'th  not  muth  time  to  lothe,  tho  you  mutht 
thay  yeth  or  no.  Ith  over  twenty  mileth  to  the 
rail.  There'th  a  coath  in  half  an  hour,  that 
goeth  to  the  rail,  'purpothe  to  cath  the  mail  train. 
That  train  will  take  him  right  to  Liverpool."    , 

"But  look  at  him,"  groaned  Mr.  Gradgrind. 
'•  Will  any  coach " 

"  I  don't  mean  that  he  thould  go  in  the  comic 
livery,"  said  Sleary.  "  Thay  the  word,  and  Til 
make  a  Jothkin  of  him,  out  of  the  wardrobe,  in 
five  minutes." 

"  I  don't  understand,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind. 

"  A  Jothkin — a  Carter.  Make  up  your  mind 
quick,  Thquire.  There'll  be  beer  to  fetch.  I've 
never  met  with  nothing  but  beer  ath'U  ever  clean 
a  comic  blackamoor." 

Mr.  Gradgrind  rapidly  assented  ;  Mr.  Sleary 
rapidly  turned  out,  from  a  box,  a  smock-frock,  a 
felt  hat,  and  other  essentials;  the  whelp  rapidly 
changed  clothes  behind  a  screen  of  baize ;  Mr. 
Sleary  rapidly  brought  beer,  and  washed  him 
white  again. 

'■  Now,"  said  Sleary,  '•  come  along  to  the 
coath,  and  jump  up  behind;  I'll  go  with  you 
there,  and  they'll  thuppothe  you  one  of  my 
people.  Thay  farewell  to  your  family,  and 
tharp'th  the  word."  With  which  he  delicately 
retired. 

"  Here  is  your  letter,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind. 
"  All  necessary  means  will  be  provided  for  you. 
Atone,  by  repentance  and  better  conduct,  for 
the  shocking  action  you  have  committed,  and 
the  dreadful  consecjuences  to  which  it  has  led. 
Give  me  your  hand,  my  poor  boy,  and  may  God 
forgive  you  as  I  do  ! " 

The  culprit  was  moved  to  a  few  abject  tears 
by  these  words  and  their   pathetic  tone.     But, 


when  Louisa  opened  her  arms,  he  repulsed  her 
afresh. 

"  Not  you.  I  don't  want  to  have  anything  to 
say  to  you  !  " 

"  Oh,  Tom,  Tom,  do  we  end  so,  after  all  my 
love  ?  " 

"  After  all  your  love  !  "  he  returned  obdurately. 
"  Pretty  love  !  Leaving  old  Bounderby  to  him- 
self, and  packing  my  best  friend  Mr.  Harthouse 
off,  and  going  home  just  when  I  was  in  the 
greatest  danger.  Pretty  love  that !  Coming  out 
with  every  word  about  our  having  gone  to  that 
place,  when  you  saw  the  net  was  gathering  round 
me.  Pretty  love  that  !  You  have  regularly 
given  me  up.     You  never  cared  for  me." 

"  Tharp'th  the  word  I  "  said  Sleary  at  the  door. 

They  all  confusedly  went  out :  Louisa  crying 
I  to  him  that  she  forgave  him,  and  loved  him  still, 
and  that  he  would  one  day  be  sorry  to  have  left 
her  so,  and  glad  to  think  of  these  her  last  words, 
far  away :  when  some  one  ran  against  them. 
Mr.  Gradgrind  and  Sissy,  who  were  both  before 
him  while  his  sister  yet  clung  to  his  shoulder, 
stopped  and  recoiled. 

For,  there  was  Bitzer,  out  of  breath,  his  thin 
lips  parted,  his  thin  nostrils  distended,  his  white 
eyelashes  quivering,  his  colourless  face  more 
colourless  than  ever,  as  if  he  ran  himself  into  a 
white  heat,  when  other  people  ran  themselves 
into  a  glow.  There  he  stood,  panting  and  heav- 
ing, as  if  he  had  never  stopped  since  the  night, 
now  long  ago,  when  he  had  run  them  down 
before. 

"  I'm  sorry  to  interfere  with  your  plans,"  said 
Bitzer,  shaking  his  head,  "but  I  can't  allow  my- 
self to  be  done  by  horse-riders.  I  must  have 
young  Mr.  Tom;  he  mustn't  be  got  away  b>- 
horse-riders ;  here  he  is  in  a  smock-frock,  and  I 
must  have  him  !  " 

By  the  collar,  too,  it  seemed.  For,  so  he  took 
possession  of  him. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


PHILOSOPHICAL. 


HEY  went  back  into  the  booth,  Slear) 
shutting  the  door  to  keep  intruders 
out.     Bitzer,  still  hokiing  the  para- 
lysed culprit  by  the  collar,  stood  in 
the   Ring,  blinking  at  his  old  patron 
through  the  darkness  of  the  twilight. 
Bitzer,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  broken 
down,  and  miserably  submissive  to  him, 
"  have  you  a  heart  ?  " 

"  The  circulation,  sir,"  returned  Bitzer,  smiling 


HARD  TIMES. 


at  the  oddity  of  the  question,  '•'  couldn't  be  carried 
on  without  one.  No  man,  sir,  acquainted  with  the 
facts  established  by  Harvey  relating  to  tl>e  circu- 
lation of  the  blood,  can  doubt  that  I  have  a  heart." 

"  Is  it  accessible,"  cried  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  to 
any  compassionate  influence?" 

"  It  is  accessible  to  Reason,  sir,"  returned  the 
excellent  young  man.     "  And  to  nothing  else." 

They  stood  looking  at  each  other  ;  Mr.  Grad- 
grind's  face  as  white  as  the  pursuer's. 

"  What  motive — even  what  motive  in  reason 
— can  you  have  for  preventing  the  escape  of  this 


wretched  youth,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  and 
crushing  his  miserable  father?  See  his  sister 
here.     Pity  us  !  " 

"  Sir,"  returned  Bitzer  in  a  very  business-like 
and  logical  manner,  "since  you  ask  me  what 
motive  I  have  in  reason  for  taking  young  Mr. 
Tom  back  to  Coketown,  it, is  only  reasonable  to 
let  you  know.  I  have  suspected  young  Mr. 
Tom  of  this  Bank  robbery  from  the  first.  I  had 
had  my  eye  upon  him  before  that  time,  for  I 
knew  his  ways.  I  have  kept  my  observations 
to  myself,  but  I  have  made  them ;  and  I  have 
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TO   BE   MITH   THQUIRE." 


got  ample  proofs  against  him  now,  besides  his 
running  away,  and  besides  his  own  confession, 
which  I  was  just  in  time  to  overhear.  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  watching  your  house  yesterday  morn- 
ing, and  following  you  here.  I  am  going  to  take 
young  Mr.  Tom  back  to  Coketown.  in  order  to 
deliver  him  over  to  Mr.  Bounderby.  Sir,  I  have 
no  doubt  whatever  that  Mr.  Bounderby  will  then 
jiromote  me  to  young  Mr.  Tom's  situation.  And 
I  wish  to  have  his  situation,  sir,  for  it  will  be  a 
rise  to  me,  and  will  do  me  good." 

"  If  this  is  solely  a  question  of  self-interest 
with  you "  Mr.  Gradgrind  began. 


"  I  beg  your  pardon  for  interrupting  you,  sir," 
returned  Bitzer  ;  "  but  I  am  sure  you  know  that 
the  whole  social  system  is  a  question  of  self- 
interest.  What  you  must  always  appeal  to  is  a 
person's  self-interest.  It's  your  only  hold.  We 
are  so  constituted.  I  was  brought  up  in  that 
catechism  when  I  was  ver)'  young,  sir,  as  you 
are  aware." 

•'  What  sum  of  money,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind, 
"will  you  set  against  your  expected  promotion?" 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  returned  Bitzer,  "  for  hint- 
ing at  the  proposal ;  but  I  will  not  set  any  sum 
against  it.    Knowing  that  your  clear  head  would 
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propose  tliat  alternative,  I  have  gone  over  the 
calculations  in  my  mind  ;  and  I  find  that  to 
compound  a  felony,  even  on  very  high  terms 
indeed,  would  not  be  as  safe  and  good  for  me 
as  my  improved  prospects  in  tlie  Bank." 

"  Bitzer,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  stretching  out 
his  hands  as  though  he  would  have  said,  See 
how  miserable  I  am  !  "  Bitzer,  I  have  but  one 
chance  left  to  soften  you.  You  were  many 
years  at  my  school.  If,  in  remembrance  of  the 
pains  bestowed  upon  you  there,  you  can  per- 
suade yourself  in  any  degree  to  disregard  your 
present  interest  and  release  my  son,  I  entreat 
and  pray  you  to  give  him  the  benefit  of  that 
remembrance." 

'•  I  really  wonder,  sir.'  rejoined  the  old  pupil 
in  an  argumentative  manner,  "  to  find  you  taking 
a  position  so  untenable.  My  schooling  was  paid 
for ;  it  was  a  bargain  ;  and  when  I  came  away, 
the  bargain  ended." 

It  was  a  fundamental  principle  of  the  Grad- 
grind philosopiiy,  that  everything  was  to  be  paid 
I  or.  Nobody  was  ever  on  any  account  to  give 
anybody  anything,  or  render  anybody  help  with- 
out purchase.  Gratitude  was  to  be  abolished, 
and  the  virtues  springing  from  it  were  not  to  be. 
Every  inch  of  the  existence  of  mankind,  from 
birth  to  death,  was  to  be  a  bargain  across  a 
counter.  And  if  we  didn't  get  to  Heaven  that 
way,  it  was  not  a  politico-economical  place,  and 
we  had  no  business  there. 

"  I  don't  deny,"  added  Bitzer,  "  that  my 
schooling  was  cheap.  But  that  comes  right,  sir. 
1  was  made  in  the  cheapest  market,  and  have  to 
dispose  of  myself  in  the  dearest." 

He  was  a  little  troubled  here  by  Louisa  and 
Sissy  crying. 

"  Pray  don't  do  that,"  said  he ;  "  it's  of  no 
use  doing  that :  it  only  worries.  You  seem  to 
think  that  I  have  some  animosity  against  young 
Mr.  Tom;  whereas  I  have  none  at  all.  I  am 
only  going,  on  the  reasonable  grounds  I  have 
mentioned,  to  take  him  back  to  Goketown.  If 
he  was  to  resist,  I  should  set  up  the  cry  of  Stop 
Thief !  But,  he  won't  resist,  you  may  depend 
upon  it." 

Mr.  Sleary,  who,  with  his  mou!h  0])en  and  his 
lolling  eye  as  immovably  jammed  in  his  head  as 
his  fi.xed  one,  had  listened  to  these  doctrines 
with  profound  attention,  here  stei)ped  forward. 

"  Thquirc,  you  know  perfectly  well,  and  your 
daughter  knowth  perfectly  well  (better  than  you, 
becauthe  I  tiied  it  to  her),  that  I  didn't  know 
what  your  thon  had  done,  and  that  I  didn't  want 
to  know — I  thed  it  wath  better  not,  thougli  I 
only  thought,  then,  it  wath  thome  Uikylarking. 
However,    thith   young   man,   having   made    it 


known  to  be  a  robbery  of  a  bank,  why,  that'h  a 
theriouth  thing ;  muth  too  theriouth  a  thing  for 
me  to  compound,  ath  thith  young  man  hath  very 
properly  called  it.  Conthequently,  Thquire, 
you  muthn't  quarrel  with  me  if  1  take  thith 
young  man'th  thide,  and  thay  he'th  right,  and 
there'th  no  help  for  it.  But  I  tell  you  what  I'll 
do,  Thquire ;  I'll  drive  your  thon  and  tliith 
young  man  over  to  the  rail,  and  prevent  e.\- 
])othure  here.  I  can't  conthent  to  do  more,  but 
I'll  do  that." 

Fresh  lamentations  from  Louisa,  and  deeper 
affliction  on  Mr.  Gradgrind's  part,  followed  this 
desertion  of  them  by  their  last  friend.  But 
Sissy  glanced  at  him  with  great  attention  ;  nor 
did  she  in  her  own  breast  misunderstand  him. 
As  they  were  all  going  out  again,  he  favoured 
her  with  one  slight  roll  of  his  movable  eye, 
desiring  her  to  linger  behiinl.  .-Vs  he  locked  the 
door,  he  said  e.xcitedly  : 

"The  Thquire  thtood  by  you,  Thetiiilia,  and 
I'll  thtand  by  the  Thquire.  More  than  tliat : 
thith  ith  a  prethiouth  rathcal,  and  belongth  to 
that  bluthtering  Cove  that  my  people  nearly 
pitht  out  o'  winder.  It'll  be  a  dark  night ;  I've 
got  a  horthe  that'll  do  anything  but  thpeak  ;  I've 
got  a  pony  that'll  go  fifteen  mile  an  hour  with 
Childerth  driving  of  him ;  I've  got  a  dog  that'll 
keep  a  man  to  one  plathe  four-and-twenty 
hourth.  Get  a  word  with  the  young  Thquire. 
Tell  him,  when  he  theeth  our  horthe  begin  to 
dan  the,  not  to  be  afraid  of  being  thpilt.  but  lo 
look  out  for  a  pony-gig  coming  up.  Tell  him, 
when  he  theeth  that  gig  clothe  by,  to  jum]) 
tlown,  and  it'll  t.ike  him  off  at  a  rattling  pathe. 
If  my  dog  leth  thith  young  man  thtir  a  peg  on 
foot,  I  give  him  leave  to  go.  And  if  my  horthe 
ever  thtirth  from  that  thpot  where  he  beginth  a 
danthing,  till  the  morning — I  don't  know  him  ! 
— Tharp'th  the  word  ! " 

The  word  w.as  so  sharp,  that  in  ten  minutes 
Mr.  Childers,  sauntering  about  the  market-place 
ill  a  pair  of  slippers,  had  his  cue,  and  Mr. 
Sleary's  equipage  was  ready.  It  was  a  fine  sight 
to  behold  the  learned  dog  barking  round  it,  and 
Mr.  Sleary  instructing  him,  with  liis  one  ])racti- 
cable  eye,  that  Bitzer  was  the  object  of  his  ])ar- 
ticular  attentions.  Soon  after  dark  they  all  three 
got  in  and  started  :  the  learned  dog  (a  formid- 
able creature)  already  pinning  Bitzer  with  his 
eye,  and  sticking  close  to  the  wheel  on  his  side, 
that  he  might  be  ready  for  him  in  the  event  of 
his  showing  the  slightest  disposition  to  alight. 

The  oUier  three  sat  up  at  the  inn  all  nighi  in 
great  suspense.  At  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning 
Mr.  Sleary  and  the  dog  reappeared:  both  in 
high  spirits. 
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"  All  right,  Thquire  ! "  said  Mr.  Slear}- ;  "  your 
thon  may  be  aboard- a-thip  by  thith  time.  Chil- 
derth  took  him  off,  an  hour  and  a  half  after  we 
left  here  latht  night.  The  horthe  danthed  the 
polka  till  he  wath  dead  beat  (he  would  have 
walthed,  if  he  hadn't  been  in  hameth),  and  then  I 
gave  him  the  word,  and  he  went  to  thleep  com- 
fortable. When  that  prethiouth  young  Rathcal 
thed  he'd  go  for'ard  afoot,  the  dog  hung  on  to 
hith  neck-hankercher  with  all  four  legth  in  the 
air,  and  pulled  him  down  and  rolled  him  over. 
Tho  he  come  back  into  the  drag,  and  there  he 
that  till  I  turned  the  horthe'th  head,  at  half-patht 
thixth  thith  morning." 

Mr,  Gradgrind  overwhelmed  him  with  thanks, 
of  course  ;  and  hinted,  as  delicately  as  he  could, 
at  a  handsome  remuneration  in  money. 

"  I  don't  want  money  mythelf,  Thquire  ;  but 
Childerth  ith  a  family  man,  and  if  you  wath  to 
like  to  offer  him  a  five-pound  note,  it  mightn't 
be  unactheptable.  Likewithe,  if  you  wath  to 
thtand  a  collar  for  the  dog,  or  a  thet  of  bellth 
for  the  horthe,  I  thould  be  very  glad  to  take 
'em.  Brandy-and-water  I  alwayth  take."  He 
had  already  called  for  a  glass,  and  now  called 
for  another.  "  If  you  wouldn't  think  it  going 
too  far,  Thquire,  to  make  a  little  thpread  for  the 
company  at  about  three-and-thixth  a  head,  not 
reckoning  Luth,  it  would  make  'em  happy." 

All  these  little  tokens  of  his  gratitude  Mr. 
Gradgrind  very  willingly  undertook  to  render. 
Though  he  thought  them  far  too  slight,  he  said, 
for  such  a  service. 

"  Very  well,  Thquire  ;  then,  if  you'll  only  give 
a  Horthe-ridir^  a  bethpeak  whenever  you  can, 
you'll  more  than  balanlhe  the  account.  Now, 
Thquire,  if  your  daughter  will  ethcuthe  me,  I 
thould  like  one  parting  word  with  you." 

Louisa  and  Sissy  withdrew  into  an  adjoining 
room ;  Mr.  Sleary,  stirring  and  drinking  his 
brandy-and-water  as  he  stood,  went  on : 

"  Thquire,  you  don't  need  to  be  told  that 
dogth  ith  wonderful  animalth." 

"  Their  instinct,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  is 
surprising." 

"  Whatever  you  call  it— and  I'm  bletht  if  / 
know  what  to  call  it" — said  Sleary,  "it  ith 
athtonithing.  The  way  in  whith  a  dog'Il  find 
you — the  dithtanthe  he'll  come  1" 

"  His  scent,"  said  Mr.  Gradgrind,  "  being  so 
fine." 

"  I'm  bletht  if  I  know  what  to  call  it,"  re- 
peated Sleary,  shaking  his  head,  "but  I  have 
had  dogth  find  me,  Thquire,  in  a  way  that  made 
me  think  whether  that  dog  hadn't  gone  to  an- 
other dog,  and  thed,  '  You  don't  happen  to 
know  a  perthon  of  the  name  of  Thleary,  do  you? 


Perthon  of  the  name  of  Thleary,  in  the  Horthe- 
riding  way — thtout  man — game  eye?'  And 
whether  that  dog  mightn't  have  thed,  '  Well,  I 
can't  thay  I  know  him  mythelf,  but  I  know  a 
dog  that  I  think  would  be  likely  to  be  acquainted 
with  him.'  And  whether  that  dog  mightn't  have 
thought  it  over,  and  thed,  .'  Thleary,  Thleary  ! 
Oh  yeth,  to  be  thure  !  A  friend  of  mine  men- 
thioned  him  to  me  at  one  time.  I  can  get  you 
hith  addreth  directly.'  In  conthequenth  of  my 
being  afore  the  public,  and  going  about  tho 
muth,  you  thee,  there  muth  be  a  number  of 
dogth  acquainted  with  me,  Thquire,  that  /  don't 
know  !  " 

Mr.  Gradgrind  seemed  to  be  quite  confounded 
by  this  speculation. 

"  Anyway,"  said  Sleary,  after  putting  his 
lips  to  his  brandy-and-water,  "  ith  fourteen 
month  ago,  Thquire,  thinthe  we  wath  at  Chethter. 
We  wath  getting  up  our  Children  in  the  Wood 
one  morning,  when  there  cometh  into  our  Ring, 
by  the  thtage  door,  a  dog.  He  had  travelled  a 
long  way,  he  wath  in  very  bad  condithon,  he 
wath  lame,  and  pretty  well  blind.  He  went 
round  to  our  children,  one  after  another,  ath  if 
he  wath  a  theeking  for  a  child  he  knowed ;  and 
then  he  come  to  me,  and  throwd  hithelf  up 
behind,  and  thtood  on  hith  two  fore-legth,  weak 
ath  he  wath,  and  then  he  wagged  hith  tail  and 
died.     Thquire,  that  dog  wath  Merrylegth." 

"  Sissy's  father's  dog  I  " 

"  Thethilia'th  father'th  old  dog.  Now, 
Thquire,  I  can  take  my  oath,  from  my  know- 
ledge of  that  dog,  that  that  man  wath  dead — 
and  buried — afore  that  dog  come  back  to  me. 
Joth'phine  and  Childerth  and  me  talked  it  over 
a  long  time,  whether  I  thould  write  or  not.  But 
we  agreed,  '  No.  There'th  nothing  comfortable 
to  tell ;  why  unthettle  her  mind,  and  make  her 
unhappy?'  Tho,  whether  her  father  bathely 
detherted  her  ;  or  whether  he  broke  hith  own 
heart  alone,  rather  than  pull  her  down  along 
with  him ;  never  will  be  known  now,  Thquire, 
till— no,  not  till  we  know  how  the  dogth  findth 
uth  out !  " 

"  She  keeps  the  bottle  that  he  sent  her  for,  to 
this  hour  ;  and  she  will  believe  in  his  affection 
to  the  last  moment  of  her  life,"  said  Mr.  Grad- 
grind. 

"  It  theemth  to  prethent  two  thingth  to  a  per- 
thon, don't  it,  Thquire  ?  "  said  Mr.  Sleary,  mus- 
ing as  he  looked  down  into  the  depths  of  his 
brandy-and-water :  "  one,  that  there  ith  a  love 
in  the  world,  not  all  Thelf-interetht  after  all,  but 
thomething  very  different ;  t'other,  that  it  hath 
a  way  of  ith  own  of  calculating  or  not  calculat- 
incr,  whith  thomehow  or  another  ith  at  leatht  ath 
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hard  to  give  a  name  to,  ath  the  wayth  of  the 
dogth  ith  ! " 

Mr.  Gradgrind  looked  out  of  the  window,  and 
made  no  reply.  Mr.  Sleary  emptied  his  glass 
and  recalled  the  ladies. 

"  Thethilia,  my  dear,  kith  me  and  good-bye  ! 
Mith  Thquire,  to  thee  you  treating  of  her  like  a 
thithter,  and  a  thithter  that  you  trutht  and  ho- 
nour with  all  your  heart  and  more,  ith  a  very 
pretty  thight  to  me.  I  hope  your  brother  may 
live  to  be  better  detherving  of  you,  and  a  greater 
comfort  to  you.  Thquire,  thake  handth,  firtht 
and  latht  !  Don't  be  croth  with  uth  poor  vaga- 
bondth.  People  niutht  be  amuthed.  They 
can't  be  alwayth  a  learning,  nor  yet  they  can't 
be  alwayth  a  working,  they  an't  made  for  it. 
You  mutht  have  uth,  Thquire.  Do  the  withe 
thing,  and  the  kind  thing  too,  and  make  the 
betht  of  uth  :  not  the  wurtht !  " 

"  And  I  never  thought  before,"  said  Mr. 
Sleary,  putting  his  head  in  at  the  door  again  to 
say  it,  "  that  I  wath  tho  muth  of  a  Cackler  I  " 


CHAPTER  IX. 


!T  is  a  dangerous  thing  to  see  any- 
thing in  the  sphere  of  a  vain  blus- 
terer, before  the  vain  blusterer  sees 
it  himself.  Mr.  Bounderby  felt  that 
Mrs.  Sparsit  had  audaciously  antici- 
pated him,  and  presumed  to  be  wiser 
than  he.  Inappeasably  indignant  with 
her  for  her  triumphant  discovery  of 
Mrs.  Pegler,  he  turned  this  presumption,  on  the 
part  of  a  woman  in  her  dependent  position, 
over  and  over  in  his  mind,  until  it  accumulated 
with  turning  like  a  great  snowball.  At  last  he 
made  the  discovery  that  to  discharge  this  highly- 
connected  female — to  have.it  in  his  power  to 
say,  "  She  was  a  woman  of  family,  and  wanted 
to  stick  to  me,  but  I  wouldn't  have  it,  and  got 
rid  of  her  " — would  be  to  get  the  utmost  possible 
amount  of  crowning  glory  out  of  the  connection, 
and  at  the  same  time  to  punish  Mrs.  Sparsit 
according  to  her  deserts. 

Filled  fuller  than  ever  with  this  great  idea, 
Mr.  Bounderby  came  in  to  lunch,  and  sat  him- 
self down  in  the  dining-room  of  former  days, 
where  his  portrait  was.  Mrs.  Sparsit  sat  by  the 
fire,  with  her  foot  in  her  cotton  stirrup,  little 
thinking  whither  she  was  posting. 

Since  the  Pegler  affair,  this  gentlewoman  had 
covered  her  pity  for  Mr.  Bounderby  with  a  veil 
of  quiet  melancholy  and  contrition.     In  virtue 


thereof,  it  had  become  her  habit  to  assume  a 
woeful  look ;  which  woeful  look  she  now  be- 
stowed upon  her  patron. 

"  What's  the  matter  now,  ma'am  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Bounderby  in  a  very  short,  rougli  way. 

"  Pray,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Sparsit,  '•  do  not 
bite  my  nose  off." 

"  Bite  your  nose  off,  ma'am  !  "  repeated  .Mr. 
Bounderby.  "  Your  nose  !  "  meaning,  as  Mrs. 
Sparsit  conceived,  that  it  was  too  developed  a 
nose  for  the  purpose.  After  which  offensive 
implication,  he  cut  himself  a  crust  of  bread,  and 
threw  the  knife  down  with  a  noise. 

Mrs.  Sparsit  took  her  foot  out  of  her  stirrup, 
and  said,  "  Mr.  Bounderby,  sir  !  " 

"  Well,  ma'am  ?  "  retorted  Mr.  Bounderby. 
"  What  are  you  staring  at  ?  " 

"  May  I  ask,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit,  "  have 
you  been  ruffled  this  morning?" 

"  Yes,  ma'am." 

"  May  I  inquire,  sir,"  pursued  the  injured 
woman,  "whether /am  the  unfortunate  cause  of 
your  having  lost  your  temper  ?  " 

"  Now,  I'll  tell  you  what,  ma'am,"  said  Boun- 
derby, "  I  am  not  come  here  to  be  bullied.  A 
female  may  be  highly  connected,  but  she  can't 
be  permitted  to  bother  and  badger  a  man  in  my 
position,  and  I  am  not  going  to  put  up  with  it." 
(Mr.  Bounderby  felt  it  necessary  to  get  on ; 
foreseeing  that,  if  he  allowed  of  details,  he 
would  be  beaten.) 

Mrs.  Sparsit  first  elevated,  then  knitted,  her 
Coriolanian  eyebrows  ;  gathered  up  her  work 
into  its  proper  basket ;  and  rose. 

"Sir,"  said  she  majestically,  "it  is  apparent 
to  me  that  I  am  in  your  way  at  present.  I  will 
retire  to  my  own  apartment." 

"  -Allow  me  to  open  the  door,  ma'am." 

'■  Thank  you,  sir;  I  can  do  it  for  myself." 

"You  had  better  allow  me,  ma'am,"  said 
Bounderby,  passing  her,  and  getting  his  hand 
upon  the  lock ;  "  because  I  can  take  the  oppor- 
tunity of  saying  a  word  to  you  before  you  go. 
Mrs.  Sparsit,  ma'am,  I  rather  think  you  are 
cramped  here,  do  you  know  !  It  appears  to  me 
that,  under  my  humble  roof,  there's  hardly 
opening  enougli  for  a  lady  of  your  genius  in 
other  people's  affairs." 

Mrs.  Sparsit  gave  him  a  look  of  the  darkest 
-scorn,  and  said  with  great  politeness.  "  Really, 
sir?" 

"  I  have  been  thinking  it  over,  you  see,  since 
the  late  affairs  have  happened,  ma'am,"  said 
Bounderby;  "and  it  appears  to  my  poor  judg- 
ment  " 

"  Oh  !  pray,  sir,"  Mrs.  Sparsit  interposed  with 
sprightly   cheerfulness,    "don't   disparage   your 
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j  idgment.  Everybody  knows  how  unerring  Mr. 
iJounderby's  judgment  is.  Everybody  has  had 
[doofs  of  it.  It  must  be  the  theme  of  general 
conversation.  Disparage  anything  in  yourself 
but  your  judgment,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Sparsit, 
laughing. 


Mr.  Bounderby,  very  rctl  and  uncomfortable, 
resumed  : 

"  It  appears  to  me,  ma'am,  I  say,  tlwt  a 
different  sort  of  establishment  altogether  would 
bring  out  a  lady  of  your  powers.  Such  an 
establishment  as  your  relation,  Lady  Scadgers's, 


'  UERE  WAS   LOUISA,   ON   THE   NIGHT   OF   THE   SAME   UAV,    WATCHIXG   THE   FIRE   AS    IN  DAYS   OF  YORE." 


now. 


Don't  you   think  you  might  find    some   |   derby,  laying  an  envelope,  with  a  cheque  in  it, 


affairs  there,  ma'am,  to  interfere  with  ?  " 

"  It  never  occurred  to  me  before,  sir,"  re- 
turned Mrs.  Sparsit ;  "but,  now  you  mention  it, 
r should  think  it  highly  probable." 

"  Then  suppose  you  try,  ma'am,"  said  Boun.- 


in  her  little  basket.  '•  You  can  take  your  own 
time  for  going,  ma'am  ;  but  perhaps,  in  the 
meanwhile,  it  will  be  more  agreeable  to  a  lady 
of  your  powers  of  mind  to  eat  her  meals  by 
herself,  and  not  to  be  intruded  upon.     I  really 
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ought  to  apologise  to  you — being  only  Josiah 
Bounderby  of  Coketown — for  having  stood  in 
your  light  so  long." 

"  Pray  don't  name  it,  sir,''  returned  Mrs. 
Sparsit.  "  If  that  portrait  could  speak,  sir, — 
but  it  has  the  advantage  over  the  original  of 
not  possessing  the  power  of  committing  itself 
and  disgusting  others — it  would  testify  that  a 
long  period  has  elapsed  since  I  first  habitually 
addressed  it  as  the  picture  of  a  Noodle.  No- 
thing that  a  Noodle  does  can  awaken  surprise  or 
indignation ;  the  proceedings  of  a  Noodle  can 
only  inspire  contempt.'' 

Thus  saying,  Mrs.  Sparsit,  with  her  Roman 
features  like  a  medal  struck  to  commemorate 
her  scorn  of  Mr.  Bounderby,  surveyed  him 
fixedly  from  head  to  foot,  swept  disdainfully 
past  him,  and  ascended  the  staircase.  Mr. 
Bounderby  closed  the  door,  and  stood  before 
the  fire  ;  projecting  himself,  after  his  old  explo- 
sive manner,  into  his  portrait — and  into  futurity. 

Into  how  much  of  futurity  ?  He  saw  Mrs. 
Sparsit  fighting  out  a  daily  fight,  at  the  points 
ot  all  the  weapons  in  the  female  armoury,  with 
the  grudging,  smarting,  peevish,  tormenting  Lady 
Scadgers,  still  laid  up  in  bed  with  her  mysterious 
leg,  and  gobbling  her  insufficient  income  down 
by  about  the  middle  of  every  quarter,  in  a  mean 
little  airless  lodging,  a  mere  closet  for  one,  a 
mere  crib  for  two  ;  but  did  he  see  more  ?  Did 
he  catch  any  glimpse  of  himself  making  a  show 
of  Bitzer  to  strangers  as  the  rising  young  man, 
so  devoted  to  his  master's  great  merits,  who  had 
won  young  Tom's  place,  and  had  almost  cap- 
tured young  Tom  himself,  in  the  times  when  by 
various  rascals  he  was  spirited  away  ?  Did  he 
see  any  faint  reflection  of  his  own  image  making 
a  vain-glorious  will,  whereby  five-and-twenty 
Humbugs,  past  five-and-fifty  years  of  age,  each 
taking  upon  himself  the  name,  Josiah  Bounderby 
of  Coketown,  should  for  ever  duie  in  Bounderby 
Hall,  for  ever  lodge  in  Bounderby  Buildings,  for 
€ver  attend  a  Bounderby  chapel,  for  ever  go  to 
sleep  under  a  Bounderby  chaplain,  for  ever  be 
supported  out  of  a  Bounderby  estate,  and  for 
evir  nauseate  all  healthy  stomachs  with  a  vast 
amount  of  Bounderby  balderdash  and  bluster? 
Had  he  any  prescience  of  the  day,  five  years  to 
come,  when  Josiah  Bounderby  of  Coketown  was 
to  die  of  a  fit  in  the  Coketown  street,  and  this 
same  precious  will  was  to  begin  its  long  career 
of  quibble,  phnnler,  false  pretences,  vile'example, 
little  service,  and  much  law  ?  Probably  not. 
Yet  the  portrait  was  to  see  it  all  out. 

Here  was  Mr.  Gradgrintl  on  the  same  day, 
and  in  the  same  hour,  sitting  thoughtful  in  his 


own  room.  How  much  of  futurity  did  lu  see  ? 
Did  he  see  himself,  a  white-haired  decrepit  man, 
bending  his  hitherto  inflexible  theories  to  ap- 
])ointed  circumstances ;  making  his  facts  and 
figures  subservient  to  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity  ; 
and  no  longer  trying  to  grind  that  Heavenly 
trio  in  his  dusty  little  mills  ?  Did  he  catch 
sight  of  himself,  therefore,  much  despised  by  his 
late  political  associates  ?  Did  he  see  them,  in 
the  era  of  its  being  quite  settled  that  the  national 
dustmen  have  only  to  do  with  one  another,  and 
owe  no  duty  to  an  abstraction  called  a  Peojile, 
"  taunting  the  honourable  gentleman  ''  with  this 
and  with  that,  and  with  what  not,  five  nights  a 
week,  until  the  small  hours  of  the  morning  ? 
Probably  he  had  that  nuich  foreknowledge, 
knowing  his  men. 

Here  was  Louisa,  on  the  night  of  the  same 
day,  watching  the  fire  as  in  days  of  yore,  though 
w'ith  a  gentler  and  a  humbler  face.  How  much  of 
the  future  might  arise  before  her  vision  ?  Broad- 
sides in  the  streets,  signed  with  her  father's  name, 
exonerating  the  late  Stephen  Blackjjool,  weaver, 
from  misplaced  suspicion,  and  publishing  the 
guilt  of  his  own  son,  with  such  extenuation  as 
his  years  and  temptation  (he  could  not  bring 
himself  to  add,  his  education)  might  beseech  ; 
were  of  the  Present.  So,  Stephen  Blackpool's 
tombstone,  with  her  father's  record  of  his  death, 
was  almost  of  the  Present,  for  she  knew  it  was 
to  be.  These  things  she  could  plainly  see.  But, 
how  much  of  the  Future  ? 

A  working-woman,  christened  Rachael,  after 
a  long  illness  once  again  appearing  at  the  ring- 
ing of  the  Factory  bell,  and  passing  to  and  fro 
at  the  set  hours  among  the  Coketown  Hands  ; 
a  woman  of  a  pensive  beauty,  always  dressed  in 
black,  but  sweet-tempered  and  serene,  and  even 
cheerful ;  who,  of  all  the  people  in  the  place, 
alone  appeared  to  have  compassion  on  a  de- 
graded, drunken  wretch  of  her  own  sex,  who 
was  sometimes  seen  in  the  town  secretly  begging 
of  her,  and  crying  to  her;  a  woman  working, 
ever  working,  but  content  to  do  it,  and  pre- 
ferring to  do  it  as  her  natural  lot,  until  she 
should  be  too  old  to  labour  any  more  ?  Did 
Louisa  see  this  ?     Such  a  thing  was  to  be. 

A  lonely  brother,  many  thousands  of  miles 
away,  writing,  on  paper  blotted  with  tears,  that 
her  words  liad  too  soon  come  true,  and  that  all 
the  treasures  in  the  world  would  be  cheaply 
bartered  for  a  sight  of  her  dear  face  ?  At  length 
this  brother  coming  nearer  home,  with  liope  of 
seeing  her,  and  being  delayetl  by  illness;  and 
then  a  letter,  in  a  strange  hand,  saying  "  he  died 
in  hos[)ital,  of  fever,  such  a  day,  and  died  in 
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penitence  and  love  of  you  :  his  last  word  being 
your  name  ?  "  Did  Louisa  see  these  things  ? 
Such  things  were  to  be. 

Herself  again  a  wife — a  mother — lovingly 
watchful  of  her  children,  ever  careful  that  they 
should  have  a  childhood  of  the -mind  no  less 
than  a  childhood  of  the  body,  as  knowing  it  to 
be  even  a  more  beautiful  thing,  and  a  posses- 
sion, any  hoarded  scrap  of  which  is  a  blessing 
and  happiness  to  the  wisest  ?  Did  Louisa  see 
this  ?     Such  a  thing  was  never  to  be. 

But,  happy  Sissy's  happy  children  loving  her ; 
all  children  loving  her;  she,  grown  learned  in 
childish  lore ;  thinking  no  innocent  and  pretty 
fancy  ever  to  be  despised  ;  trying  hard  to  know 
her  humbler  fellow-creatures,  and  to  beautify 
their  lives  of  machinery  and  reality  with  those 


imaginative  graces  and  delights,  without  which 
the  heart  of  infancy  will  wither  up,  the  sturdiest 
physical  manhood  will  be  morally  stark  death, 
and  the  plainest  national  prosperity  figures  can 
show  will  be  the  Writing  on  the  Wall, — she 
holding  this  course  as  part  of  no  fantastic  vow, 
or  bond,  or  brotherhood,  or  sisterhood,  or  pledge' 
or  covenant,  or  fency  dress,  or  fancy  fair;  but 
simply  as  a  duty  to  be  done,— did  Louisa  see 
these  things  of  herself?  These  things  were 
to  be. 

Dear  reader!  It  rests  with  you  and  me 
whether,  in  our  two  fields  of  action,  similar 
things  shall  be  or  not.  Let  them  be!  We 
shall  sit  with  lighter  bosoms  on  the  hearth, 
to  see  the  ashes  of  our  fires  turn  grey  and 
cold. 
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